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CHAPTER  L 

THE  DESPATCH  BOX. 

•*Thb  Colonel  has  written  to  the  effect,  that  the  regiment  has 
received  *  letters  of  readiness  *  for  foreign  service,  and  that  the 
ToiUe  for  the  East  may  come  at  any  moment" 

"  My  dear  boy,  CyriL  and  you  mil  be  leaving  us." 

"  For  old  Gib  or  Malta  in  the  first  place,  and  the  Crimea 
after,"  continued  Cyril,  glancing  again  at  the  letter  he  had  just 
opened ;  "  but  the  Colonel  adds,  that  until  I  am  telegraphed 
for,  my  leave  of  absence  may  remain  intact—  it  is  a  little  ana 
malous  :  but  he  is  a  thorough  good  f eUow,  the  Colonel  T' 

"And  what  of  Horace?" 

"  There  is  no  word  of  Horace,  dear  mother ;  but  he  will  pro- 
bably be  detailed  for  the  dep6t." 

"  My  darling  Cyril !''  exclaimed  the  anxious  mother,  as  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  her  upper  lip  quivered. 

The  "darling "referred to  was  a  handsome  young  fellow  of 
five  feet  ten  or  so,  with  a  thick  curly  brown  head  of  hair,  shorn 
short  to  the  regimental  pattern^  and  most  unexceptionable 
whiskers;  one  who  rather  considered  himself  as  the  model 
officer  of  the  Royal  Fusileers,  in  which  distinguished  corps  he 
—Cyril  Wedderburn,  then  on  leave  of  absence— held  the  rank 
of  Captain ;  and  now  having  laid  the  ColoneFs  letter  beside  his 
plate — for  the  family  were  at  breakfast— he  forthwith,  and  with 
appetite  unimpaired  by  the  prospect  of  a  speedy  and  too  surely 
perilous  change  of  scene,  attacked  the  drumstick  of  a  devilled 
turkey. 

Gervase  Asloane,  the  familyibutler — a  portly  individual,  in  an 
ample  white  waistcoat  and  suit  of  black— had  but  a  few  minutes 
before  placed  the  Russia  leather  despatch  box,  with  its  brass 
plate,  bearing  the  family  arms,  <fec.,  beside  Sir  John  Wedder- 
Dum,  who  had  unlocked  it,  and  distributed  the  contents  among 
the  party  at  table,  which  consisted  only  of  Lady  Wedderburn, 
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Miss  Flora  M*Caw,  her  companion,  a  Highland  maiden  of 
doabtful  age  but  undoubted  pedigree ;  her  two  sons,  Cyril  and 
Kobert;  her  nephew,  Horace  Ramomie.  son  of  a  deceased, 
sister,  and  who  was  junior  lieutenant  in  Cyril's  regiment ;  and 
a  visitor,  Chesters  of  Chesterhaugh,  a  gentleman  of  whom  the 
reader  may  hear,  perhaps,  too  much  in  future. 

There  were  no  missives  for  Miss  M*Caw:  there  never  were 
any,  so  she  had  long  since  ceased  even  to  anect  that  one  might 
come. 

"  One  letter  for  Horace  "  said  Cyril,  while  decapitating  an 
egg.  "  Well,  old  fellow,  wnat  says  your  despatch — '  to  amount 
of  account  rendered,'  eh  V* 

"  It  is  only  some  mess-room  gossip  from  Probyn  of  ours.^ 

"  A  Idnd  fellow  is  Probyn." 

"No  word  of  the  war  as  yet^  Cyril,  so  our  leaves  are  safe,** 
added  Horace  Eamomie. 

"And  oar  lives  too,  for  a  time,  eh,  mamma  of  mine  t  A  pink 
cocked  hat  for  Bob,  or  invitation,  or  a  love  letter,  of  course  % 
But  what  is  up  with  you,  Chesters  t  you  look  disturbed,  as  they 
say  on  the  stage."  , 

"  Perhaps  I  do,'*  whispered  Chesters.  "I  have  again  backed 
the  wrong  horse,  and  lost  a  pot  of  money,  at  the  last  Liverpool 
Spring  Meeting.    The  rain  fell  in  torrents." 

"  And  the  course  was  soft  V* 

"  Soft  as  butter,"  replied  Chesters,  filling  his  mouth  with 
toast  to  check  a  rising  malediction. 

"  How  can  you  talk  so  gaily  and  so  lightly,  Cyril  T  urged  his 
mother,  reproachfully,  with  her  fine  eyes  more  lull  of  tears  than 
ever. 

"  Why,  mother,  dearest,  any  way,  both  Horace  and  I  must 
have  had  to  leave  you  soon ;  the  spring  drills,  the  bore  of 
coaching  up  for  the  half-yearly  inspection,  will  soon  begin,  and 
then  quit  we  should  inevitably." 

"In  May r 

«Yes." 

**  And  this  is  March ;  it  is  hard— very  hard !  I  had  formed 
suchpleasant  plans  for  you." 

"Why  don't  you  forward  them  to  the  Horse  Guards— they 
mi^ht  soften  the  hearts  of  the  Commander-in-Chief  and 
Adjutant-General r  said  Cyril,  laughing.  "Another  cup  of 
coffee.  Miss  M*Caw,  at  your  leisure,"  he  added  to  that  demure 
personage,  who  daily  offtciated  at  ike  magnificent  silver  urn  and 
Wedgwood  breakfast  equipage. 

"  My  dear  Sir  John,"  exclaimed  Lady  Wedderbum,  suddenly, 
as  her  eyes  now  fell  on  her  husband,  who  had  remained  per- 
fectly silent,  "  what  w  the  matter!  You  look  quite  pale,  and — 
and— the  letter  you  have  read  is  wafered  with  black  i" 
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*' And  edged  with  black,  too/'  added  Robert  Wedderburn,  a 
thonghtless,  but  rather  pr^y  looking  lad,  about  eighteen,  with 
curly  yellow  hair  and  dark  grey  eyes.  "What's  up,  papa— 
*  whose  mare  is  dead  V  ^ 

But  the  Baronet  did  not  answer  immediately ;  he  permitted 
the  hand  retaining  the  letter  to  drop  upon  m&  knee,  and  his 
chin  sank  upon  his  breast  as  his  head  drooped  forward,  and  he 
seemed  to  become  lost  in  thought.  Then  all  ejres,  including 
those  of  old  Qervase^  the  butler,  were  turned  mquiringly  to- 
wards him. 

"Sir  John  Wedderbum,  Bart.,  of  Nova  Scotia,  and  Willow- 
dean  in  the  Merse— creation,  1628,''  as  the  heralds  have  it,  was 
a  remarkably  good-looking  man,  and  fully  six  feet  in  height, 
though  he  did  stoop  a  little  now,  being  past  his  sixtieth  year. 
His  features  were  cleanly  cut,  and  very  noble  in  contour,  and 
benign  in  expression,  lus  eyes  a  clear  grev,  and  his  white  hair 
started  in  spouts  from  his  forehead  to  fall  back  wavily  like  a 
lion's  mane.  His  hands,  though  brown — for  he  never  wore 
{^ves — the  whip,  the  gun,  the  rod,  or  the  weeder  seldom  being 
out  of  them — were  wefl  shapen  and  aristocratic  in  form,  while 
his  costume— a  suit  of  coarse  grey  tweed  and  long  brown 
leather  leggings,  as  he  sat  at  table,  with  a  silver  whistle  at  his 
button-hole,  and  a  do^hip  in  his  pocket —only  required  his  old 
wide-awake  hat,  with  its  row  of  flies  and  fish-hooks,  to  complete 
it ;  but  the  aforesaid  hat  hung  in  the  hall  without. 

"My  letter  contains  most  mournful  and  sudden  news, 
Katherine,"  said  he,  as  a  tear  started  to  each  of  his  eyes— an 
emotion  all  the  more  painful,  as  he  was  a  man  quite  unused  to 
the  melting  mood 

"  You  will  perhaps  permit  me,  dear  Wedderbum,"  said  she  ; 
on  which  Cyril  toot  the  letter  from  his  father's  passive  fingers 
and  handed  it  to  his  mother,  who  lifted  her  gold  eye-glass,  and, 
after  a  pause,  read  as  follows  ;  but  not  without  great  difficulty, 
as  the  nandwriting  was  tremulous,  and  in  some  places  dege- 
nerated to  an  ahnost  illegible  scrawl : — 

«The  Choultry,  Madras. 

"My  dbab  Bbotheb  John, — ^My  physician  and  old  friend, 
of  the  Palmacottah  Light  Infantry,  worthy  Doctor  Chutnay, 
who  has  just  left  me  (and  who  wiU  forward  thu  to  you),  has 
told  me  that  my  hours  are  numbered  now.  Before  tins  heavy 
fever  fell  upon  me,  I  had  fondly  hoped  to  be  with  you  once 
again,  to  inhale  the  pure,  cool  breeze  that  sweeps  over  the 
purple  Lammermuir  and  all  down  bonnie  Lauderdale  ;  but 
God  has  willed  it  otherwise.  I  cannot  live  more  than  two  or 
three  days  at  the  utmost,  and  have  only  strength  to  write,  that 
I  bequeath  to  you  my  most  valuable  possession  on  earth— my 
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only  cliild  Gwendolejme — ^whom  I  know  that  you  and  dearest 
Katherine  will  love  and  cherish,  even  as  your  own  boys,  for  the 
sake  of  her  mother,  who,  to  the  hour  of  her  death,  loved  you  all 
so  well 

"  The  impulsive  blood  of  her  mother's  old  Welsh  race  is  in 
my  girPs  vems,  and  she  is  a  wann  and  enthusiastic  creature  ; 
so  I  pray  you,  as  one  so  soon  to  face  his  God  as  I,  alone  can 
pray,  that  you  will  be  her  guide  and  protector.  She  will  be 
rich  ;  see  that  she  marries  "worthily ;  guide  and  watch  over  her 
lonely  steps,  dear  John,  and  love— love  to — ^but  my  head  swims. 
I  cannot  pen  another  line.  Be  a  father  to  my  Lttle  Gwenny, 
and  believe  me  your  affectionate  brother, 

"William  Wedderbubn." 

While  all  listened  to  this  in  respectful  silence,  and  the  letter 
was  passed  between  the  brothers  for  re-perusal.  Sir  John  had 
thrust  aside  his  breakfast,  and  with  his  chin  resting  on  one 
hand,  sat  gazing  into  the  far  vista  of  the  sunny  lawn,  lost  in 
sad  thoughts ;  but  Lady  Wedderburn  very  deliberately  examined 
the  letter  in  which  it  was  enclosed,  and  a  document  which  came 
with  it. 

The  letter  was  from  the  physician.  Doctor  CJhutnay,  and  -was 
dated  from  the  cantonments  of  the  3rd  Madras  N.  I.  It  stated 
that  "  the  deceased  expired  on  the  second  day  after  the  letter 
•was  written,  and  that  nis  daughter,  Miss  Gwendoleyne  Wedder- 
burn, would  leave  Madras  for  Europe  by  the  next  P.  and  O. 
liner  that  came  into  the  Eoads,  and  that  nerewith  he  begged  to 
enclose  a  copy  of  her  poor  father's  will. 

William  Wedderburn,  the  younger  brother  of  Sir  John — 
younger  by  six  or  seven  years  at  least — ^had  spent  half  his  life 
in  the  Indian  Civil  Service,  and  had  realised  a  handsome  for- 
tune by  his  lucky  speculations  in  the  staple  produce  of  India, 
such  as  cotton,  indigo,  rice,  and  coffee ;  and  by  his  will  it 
would  appear  that,  save  a  few  thousands  bequeathed  to  Sir  John, 
he  left  the  bulk  oi  his  property,  more  than  three  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds,  to  his  orphan  daughter,  including  a  "garden- 
house  like  an  Oriental  palace  on  the  Choultry  Plain,  shares  in 
the  Agra  Bank,  Indian  Stock,  and— Heaven  only  knew  all  what 
more ! 

The  contents  of  this  letter  affected  all  at  the  table  in  various 
dcOTces. 

Lady  Wedderburn  had  scarcely— and  her  sons  had  never- 
seen,  though  they  had  heard  so  much  of  this  rich  Indian  uncle, 
who  yearly  sent  home  such  magnificent  and  graceful  (because 
suitable)  presents  to  the  family.  He  had  been  a  kind  of  myth 
to  all,  save  Sir  John ;  so  personally  his  death  stirred  no  deep 
or  tender  chord  in  their  hearts. 
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Her  first  idea  was  that  the  thousands  now  so  suddenly 
bequeathed  would  be  a  seasonable  aid  in  pushing  on  Robert  at 
college  and  bringing  him  out  for  the  bar  ;  also  in  purchasing  a 
minority  for  Cyril  in  some  regiment  that  was  not  going  to  the 
East ;  and  then,  if  the  orphan  cousin  was  handsome,  who  could 
say  what  might  happen  f  the  Madras  heiress  would  make  an 
excellent  wife  for  one  of  them. 

Her  next  thot^ghts  ran  on  the  fashion  and  expense  of  mourn- 
ing, for  the  whole  household,  even  to  the  lodge  gatekeepers, 
would  require  to  be  put  in  black.  Was  a  black  hammer-cloth 
necessary  for  the  carriage?  Gaiety,  they  could  have  none  of  it 
for  a  time — a  confounded  bore,  Robert  thought,  "when  a  fellow 
had  so  man^  invitations  on  hand  and  injprospect."  Then  as 
the  little  heiress  would  be  here  anon  ;  which  rooms  was  she  to 
have  ?  The  best  of  course,  after  her  own.  All  these  ideas  swept 
in  quick  succession  througn  her  busy  brain. 

Chesters  of  Chesterhaugh  thought  of  the  heiress's  thousands 
andhis  own  ugly  betting-book.  He  played  with  his  knife  and  fork ; 
wondered  what  she  was  like,  and  ventured  to  enquire  her  age. 

"  She  vnll  be  eighteen  in  May.  Poor  girl !  and  quite  an 
orphan  ;  but  so  rich,  Captain  Chesters  !  '* 

The  poor  companion  sighed,  for  she  too  had  been  long  friend- 
less ;  but  no  lacs  of  rupees  ever  fell  to  the  great  Celtic  line  of 
the  M*Caw. 

Horace  Ramomie  remembered  that  eight  years  before  this  he 
too  had  come  an  orphan  to  Willowdean,  but  "so  poor  ;"  and 
now  he  had  no  thought  or  interest  in  the  matter,  save  surprise 
to  see  tears  falling  suently  over  the  bronzed  cheek  of  bluff  and 
jolly  Sir  John  Wedderbum.  But  the  memory  of  the  latter  was 
wandering  away  into  the  past,  and  he  could  recall  the  lithe, 
supple,  and  handsome  figure  of  that  dead  brother,  a  blue-eyed 
and  golden-haired  lad,  as  he  went  forth  to  seek  his  fortune  in 
the  sunny  East,  with  mingled  hope  and  sorrow  in  his  heart,  and 
their  mother's  tears  and  kisses  lingering  on  his  cheek  ;  and  he 
could  recall  many  a  happy,  happy  hour  they  had  spent  together 
under  yonder  old  trees,  under  the  roof  of  Willowdean— days  of 
nutting  and  bird-nesting  in  the  summer  woods,  of  trouting  in 
file  Leader  and  Whitadder ;  or  wandering,  truant-like,  by  many 
a  harvest-field  and  lone  bum-brae ;  of  tricks  they  had  played 
upon  their  tutor;  of  depredations  committed  in  the  vmeries 
and  hot-houses  ;  and  their  awful  fear  of  discovery,  which  was 
more  than  half  the  charm  of  the  whole  adventure ;  of  all  their 
rides  and  rambles,  their  boyish  hopes  and  mutual  aspirations ; 
and  now — now  he  was  dead  and  buried,  far,  far  away  in  an 
Indian  grave,  an  old,  shattered,  fever-stricken  man. 

It  seemed  so  difficult  to  think  when  he  looked  across  the 
room  to  where  hung  a  portrait  of  the  little  Willie  of  the  vanished 
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years,  a  laugliing  and  golden-haired  boy  ;  and  Sir  John  mut- 
tered, with  something  between  a  sigh  and  a  sob  in  his  throat — - 

"  I  as,  Willie,  I  shall  be  a  kind  father  to  your  orphan  girl, 
whatever  betide  1 " 

"  Gwendoleyne  is  a  pretty  name,**  said  Cyril,  approvingly. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  like  it,"  observed  his  mother,  following 
her  own  ambitious  thoughts. 

^'  Bather  romantic  though.  There  is  one  I  like  that  is  more 
simple.'' 

"Her  mother  was  a  Welsh  lady— -one  of  the  Ap-Rhys  of 
Llanchillwydd,"  added  Lady  Wedderburn,  in  an  explanatory 
tone.  "  But  she  died,  poor  thing,  at  Madras,  when  Gwenny  was 
about  three  years  old,  and  I  wonder  that  uncle  William  did  not 
send  her  home  to  Europe  long  ago  ;  but  then  she  was  his  only- 
child,  and  he  would  have  missed  her  so  much  ! " 

As  the  conversation  was  now  taking  a  domestic  turn,  and  Sir 
John  Wedderburn  was  evidently  disturbed  by  the  tidings — for, 
instead  of  his  brother's  death,  his  final  return  had  been  antici- 
pated,— Chesters,  who  hated  the  dark  or  gloomy  side  of  anything, 
thought  he  had  better  go,  as  he  had  only  ridden  over  to  see  a 
horse  of  Cyril's ;  yet  he  lingered  for  a  time,  smoking  a  cigar 
with  him  and  Bobert  on  the  terrace  before  the  mansion,  wmlo 
Lady  Wedderburn  was  engaged  in  family  council  with  her 
husband. 


L 


CHAPTER  XL 

THE    WILLOWDBAN. 

The  manor  house  of  Willowdean  is  situated  in  the  Merse, 
which,  with  Lauderdale  and  Lammermuir,  fbrms  one  of  the 
three  great  subdivisions  of  Berwickshire,  each  of  which  possesses 
distinct  natural  features ;  but  the  former  has  been  long  cele- 
brated in  Scottish  annals  for  its  rich  scenery,  its  industrious 
population,  and  plentiful  harvests,  while  the  sterner  Lauderdale 
is  bold  and  rugged,  and  Lammermuir  is  lone,  bleak,  and  dreary, 
allpurple  morass  or  pastoral  hiU,  being,  in  fact,  a  vast  sheep  walk. 
Built  on  the  site  of  an  old  Bastile-house,  that  had  many  a 
time  been  burned  or  stormed,  restored  and  stormed  again,  by 
English  armies  and  Warden  raiders  in  the  times  of  old  ;  lastly, 
when  the  Bandes  Fran9aises  under  D'Esse  d'Epainvilliers  were 
in  full  retreat  from  Haddington  during  the  wars  of  Mary  of 
Lorraine,  Willowdean  we  may  describe  as  a  handsome  modem 
house,  01  aristocratic  appearance,  with  a  peristyle  of  eight  Ionic 
pillars,  in  the  pediment  above  which  were  the  Wedderburn  anna 
— a  chevron  between  three  mullets ;  while  their  motto— Fortiter 
et  rede — was  carved  in  large  Boman  letters  on  the  frieze.    The 
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rooms  were  lofty,  the  double  drawing-roonL  when  its  folding 
doors  were  slid  into  the  wallj  fonning  a  stately  salon  for  danc- 
ing, when  all  its  rich  furniture  was  removed,  and  the  Earl 
Harrgs,  Fosters,  and  (xilbcatSy  that  adorned  its  walls,  were  alone 
left  behind. 

There  was,  of  course,  a  noble  billiard-room,  where  many  a 
game  was  played  by  Cyril  and  Chesters,  not  always  to  the 
advantage  of  the  former  ;  and  a  great  conservatory  ^ed  with 
the  rarest  exotics,  where  more  than  one  graceful  acacia  drooped 
over  statues  and  fountains,  was  lit  at  night  with  roses  of  gas 
made  at  the  home  farm. 

The  park  had  been  under  grass  for  centuries,  if  it  was  ever 
plou^ed  at  alL  Tradition  said  that  Leslie's  six  thousand 
cavalry  had  grassed  there  a  night  or  two  before  the  battle  of 
Philiphaugh ;  and  there,  as  its  vista  stretched  far  away  to  where 
the  purple  Lammermuir  bounded  the  distance,  far  beyond  the 
invisible  fence  that  marked  its  actual  limits,  the  brown  fallow 
deer  might  be  seen  in  summer  browsing  or  lying  under  the 
ancient  oaks  and  beeches,  half  hidden  among  the  green  fern 
and  pink  fox^ove ;  and  that  nothing  might  be  wanting  in 
effect,  some  stately  peacocks  spread  their  spotted  plumage  over 
the  white  balustrades  of  the  terrace  before  the  ia9ade  of  the 
mansion,  to  which  the  gravelled  carriage  drive  approached  by 
a  semicircular  sweep  on  each  side,  through  the  smooth  ana 
velvet  grass. 

Every  comfort  were  there,  and  every  luxury — ice-pit,  vineries 
and  forcing-houses,  stables  and  kennel — ^yet  the  means  of  the 
worthy  Bayonet  were  far  from  adequate  to  his  expenses  in  this 
aspiring  age,  and  in  WiUowdean,  as  in  many  a  less  pretentious 
dwelling^  were  was  too  often  a  struggle  to  "  keep  up  appear- 
ances." 

Perhaps  no  part  of  the  house  was  furnished  more  luxuriously 
and  elegantly  than  Lady  Wedderburn's  boudoir^  the  hangings 
and  furniture  of  which  were  blue  satin  and  silver ;  but  few 
objects  there  were  more  treasured  than  certain  Burmese  idols, 
three-headed  gods,  triple-trunked  elephants,  and  other  hideous 
little  monsters,  in  bronze  and  ivory,  which  her  beloved  Cyril 
had  picked  up  amid  the  "loot*'  at  Moulmein,  and  brought 
home  for  "  dear  mamma,"  when  he  was  a  boy  ensign,  in  his 
first  red  coat. 

And  now  for  a  little  account  of  some  of  our  dramatis personoe. 

Captain  Wedderburn,  though  a  frank,  honest,  and  ^ood- 
hearted  young  fellow,  was  and  ever  had  been  a  spoiled  child  of 
fortune.  Pronounced  by  aunts  and  nurses  "a  love  of  an 
infant"  wh«i  crowing  and  nestling  in  his  silk  berceaunette,  he 
had  gone  to  Rugby  a  bold  and  beautiful  schoolboy,  and  left 
college  to  join  his  regiment  a  dangerously  handsome  man.    He 

Digitized  by  V3VJV_;V  I'C 


l6  LADS'  WEDDERBUEN's  WIPH. 

had  been  pretty  successful  in  all  the  little  undertakings  of  the 
gay  life  he  led— the  career  of  a  soldier  in  the  flirting  times  of 
peace.  The  horse  he  backed  was  pretty  sure  to  win  :  he  could 
keep  his  wicket  against  the  prime  bowler  of  the  garrison,  and 
march  off  the  field  with  his  oat  on  his  shoulder :  he  won  the 
prize  at  every  pigeon  match,  rode  straight  to  hounds,  pulled  a 
capital  stroke  oar,  and  was  deemed  one  of  the  best  round- 
dancers  in  the  Royal  Fusileers.  There  was  one  thing  he  had 
never  been  able  to  do,  viz.,  to  beat  his  acquaintance  Chesters  at 
cards  or  billiards,  "and  thereby  hangs  a  tale."  Few  men 
among  those  distinguished  Fusileers  had  been  more  petted, 
spoiled,  fallen-in-love-with,  or  so  lucky  among  the  ladies  as 
handsome  Cyril  Wedderbum,  who  became  rather  fastidious  in 
consequence. 

A  prime  hand  he  was  in  arranging  picnics,  or  a  social 
"spread"  on  the  roof  of  a  drag  at  race  or  review,  and  he 
affected  to  dabble  in  music  too,  for  he  had  a  fine  voice,  and 
many  a  mysterious  air  he  had  bribed  the  band-master  to  "fudge 
;iit  of  another,"  and  dedicate  to  some  pretty  girl  about  whom 
ne  dangled  till  the  rovte  came  ;  and  it  was  lus  great— yet  most 
ungrateful— ^boast,  in  mess-room  parlance,  that  "no  bit  of  white 
muslin  had  ever  hooked  him  yet." 

There  was  one  sweet,  pale  face,  however— but  of  that  anon. 

His  cousin  and  brother-officer,  Horace  Eamomie,  though 
nearly  as  much  petted  and  admired,  was  much  less  a  man  of 
pleasiure  than  CyriL  He  was  by  no  means  so  showy  an  officer 
or  so  fashionable  a  man,  yet  he  was  a  lad  of  very  striking  and 
interesting  appearance,  now  in  his  twenty-second  year ;  slender, 
graceful,  and  gentle-mannered,  with  nearly  regular  features, 
and  a  skin  of  an  olive  tint ;  yet  with  bat  and  foil  he  had  held 
his  own  against  the  best  at  Sandhurst.  He  had  wonderful 
dark  hazel  eyes,  eyes  thal^  as  Cyril  said,  "were  bright  enough 
and  soft  enough  for  a  girl,  and  were  quite  thrown  away  upon  a 
fellow  like  Horace." 

The  lad  had  been  a  hard  student,  for  he  knew— and  had 
perhaps  been  taught  to  know  from  nis  boyhood — ^that  he  was 
dependent  on  tiie  Wedderbum  family  for  his  commission,  in 
the  first  place,  and  for  his  little  yearly  allowance  in  the  second  ; 
therefore,  he  was  chiefly  vain  of  having  won  a  step  in  the 
regiment,  that  he  was  a  lieutenant,  and  that  three  letters, 
p.8x,^  after  his  name  in  the  Army  List,  showed  that  he  had 
already  passed  his  final  examination  at  the  Staff  College,  and 
was  fit  for  any  appointment  the  Commander-in-Chief  might 
bestow  upon  nun. 

Thouga  amid  the  expense  which  their  household  and  Cyril's 
allowance — especially  when  on  home  service — entailed,  together 
with  Robert's  prospects,  Lady  Wedderbum   did   sometimes 
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deem  Horace  somewliat  of  "a  drag,"  she  cocdd  not  forget  that 
he  was  her  dead  sister's  only  son;  and  as  she  doted  on  the 
tomes  of  Douglas,  Burke,  and  Debrett,  she  was  vain  of  his 
direct  descent  from  an  old,  old  Scottish  line,  that  stretched  far 
beyond  the  Wedderbums  of  the  Merse  into  remote  antiquity  ; 
for  the  lad  was  descended  from  fierce  Sir  John  Kamornie,  the 
audacious  and  implacable,  the  companion  and  false  friend  of 
the  helpless  Duke  of  Eothesay,  whom,  as  history  tells  us,  he 
seized  near  Strathtyrum,  and  starved  to  death  in  the  Castle  of 
St.  Andrew's  in  1402,  and  from  Alexander  de  Ramorgny.  who 
had  a  free  gift  of  Pitglassie  in  Fife  from  Robert  Duke  of 
Albany,  and  so  forth ;  so  Horace,  though  only  a  subaltern  in 
Her  Majesty's  service,  enjoyed  an  historical  name,  one  among 
the  best  of  many  01  Scotland's  "unlanded  gentry,"  though 
Pitglassie  and  all  had  gone  in  recent  bank  failures,  very  little 
store  he  set  thereon,  as  he  walked  to  and  fro  on  the  terrace  on 
that  breezy  March  morning,  enjoying  a  pipe  of  Cavendish  and 
listening  to  Chesters,  who  was  descanting  most  fluently  on  the 
merits  of  certain  horses  and  dogs,  and  on  certain  races  that 
were  on  the  tapis^  but  descanting  in  vain,  for  Horace  was  not 
a  betting  man. 

Ralph  Rooke  Chesters,  of  Chesterhaugh,  a  neighbouring 
propnetor,  whose  lands  were  deeply  dipped  in  debt,  enjoyed  the 
local  rank  of  Captain,  having  once  been  a  comet  in  a  cavalry 
corps,  which  he  had  left  **  somehow  under  a  cloud,"  as  the 

f)hrase  went.  He  was  not  without  a  certain  amount  of  good 
ooks,  and  had  undoubtedly  a  gentlemanly  exterior.  Yet  he 
was  a  hlds^  man,  of  some  forty  or  five-and-f orty  years,  who  had 
seen  and  known  a  vast  deal  of  the  world  ere  half  that  time 
was  past  His  nose  was  veiy  red,  his  cheeks  were  blotchy, 
and  ms  sandy-coloured  hair  was  already  thickly  seamed  with 
grey.  There  was  a  perpetual  sinister  and  watchful  expression 
m  his  pale  grey  eyes,  and  usually  a  compression  about  nis  thin 
cruel  lips,  the  secret  workings  of  which  his  sandy  moustache, 
luckily  for  himself,  concealed. 

On  this  morning  he  wore  a  rough  suit  of  heather-coloured 
tweed,  with  leather  gaiters  and  baggy  knickerbockers,  a  round 
jacket,  scarlet  shirt,  and  Glengarry  ^nnet,  the  vile  composite 
costume  of  the  fast  Scotchman  "  of  the  period "  whose  limbs 
wHl  not  pass  muster  in  the  kilt ;  and  on  the  left  side  of  the 
said  Glengarry  he  wore  a  huge  and  pretentious  silver  badge, 
the  crest  of  the  Chesters  (a  tower),  to  whose  line  he  certainly 
was  no  ornament;  and  Cyril  Wedderbum,  who  was  very 
fastidious  in  his  own  toilette,  disliked  this  style  of  dress 
intensely,  and  even  when  shooting  or  fishing  never  adopted  it 
His  new  horse—a  fine  bay  hunter,  with  dark  legs— had  fully 
met  Chesters'  approval.    The  stables,  the  dog-kennel,  and  the 
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loose  bos  had  been  duljr  visited  ;  they  bad  tried  a  stroke  or  two 
in  the  billiard-room,  with  a  glass  of  Madeira  and  a  biscuit,  ere 
the  Captain  again  announced  his  intention  of  going. 

"I  daresay,  Wedderbum,"  said  he,  **you  must  feel  it  a 
thundering  bore,  this  death  of  an  old  uncle  you  scarcely  ever 
saw  1  It  will  spoil  all  your  fun,  having  to  play  propriety  hei« 
till  your  leave  is  up." 

Cyril,  like  Robert,  was  perhaps  thinking  so,  but  had  not  the 
coarseness  to  put  his  thoughts  in  words. 

"  Uncle  William  was  my  father's  favourite  brother,"  said  he, 
evasively. 

"  Order  my  horse,  Asloane."  said  Chesters,  as  the  butler  was 
leaving  the  billiard-room  witn  the  salver  and  decanters. 

"  Are  you  going  already  T  asked  Cyril,  in  a  tone  of  equal 
indifference  and  politeness. 

"Yes,  if  you  will  allow  me.  I  am  rather  de  trop  here — 
family  grief,  house  of  mourning,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,"  said 
Chesters,  smiling  as  much  as  he  ever  smiled  ;  "but  perhaps  you 
will  look  me  up  at  Chesterhaugh  to-morrow,  and  pot  with  me ' 
at  six,  and  then  we'll  have  a  little  mild  play ;  not  extravagant, 
remember  ;  only  guinea  points." 

"All  right,  I'U  be  there ;  thanks,'*  replied  Cyril,  but  in  a  tone 
of  more  indifference  than  cordiality. 

Cyril  Wedderbum  courteously  accompanied  Chesters  to  the 
nearest  gate-lodge  on  the  verge  of  the  park,  and  then  he 
gall^ed  off. 

"  That  is  not  the  way  to  Chesterhaugh,"  said  Cyril  to  the 
lodgekeeper. 

"  No,  Maister  Cyril,"  replied  that  official,  with  a  leer ;  "  but 
the  Captain  gangs  as  often  by  the  road  that  leads  to  Lone> 
woodlee." 

This  man  did  not  speak  unthiukinglv,  for  his  tone  and  manner 
made  the  brow  of  Cyril  contract,  ana  he  felt  his  cheek  flush, 
with  anger,  for  the  inference  to  oe  drawn  from  those  simple 
words  was  far  from  being  a  pleasant  one  to  him. 

"  Chesters  at  Lonewoodlee !  By  Heaven,  I  must  look  to 
this !"  he  muttered,  as  he  turned  and  walked  slowly  back  to 
the  house. 


CHAPTER  m. 

LADY  WEDDEEBUBN'S  HOPB. 

Dinner  at  Willowdean,  even  when  only  the  family  were 
present,  was  rather  a  stately  and  cumbersome  meal :  yet  Cyril 
«ud  Horace,  accustomed  latterly  to  the  splendour  ana  glitter  of 
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tbe  regimental  mess,  perhaps  liked  that  it  shoiild  be  80.  Aservice 
of  plate  covered  the  great  walnut-wood  sideboard.  The  damask 
clothfL  the  elaborately  cnt  crjrBtal,  the  blue  and  ffold  china  with 
the  Wedderbum  arms — eresL  an  eagle  in  full  Bight,  with  the 
inotto,  Fcrtker  €t  recte — ^whicn  figured  on  everything  from  the 
ice-pails  to  the  salt-spoons,  all  oetokened  taste,  luxury,  and 
moderate  wealth  ;  while  candelabra  lit  with  gas  shed  a  flood  of 
brilliant  light  over  alL  Save  a  few  feet  of  polished  wainscot 
round  the  room,  the  fioor  was  entirely  covered  by  a  rich  deep 
Turkey  carpet  Long  and  narrow,  the  apartment  had  four 
lolfy  windows  at  the  end  ;  these  opened  towards  the  Lammer- 
muir  Hills,  but  were  now,  at  six  p.m.  in  the  month  of  March, 
shrouded  by  heavy  maroon-coloured  hangings  with  broad  gold 
binding. 

The  three  servants  in  attendance  were  each  a  |)erfect 
'^  Jeames"  of  the  most  approved  order,  so  far  as  calves,  whiskers, 
and  liverv  went ;  for  the  traditional  good  old-fashioned  servants 
who  lived  and  cued  in  their  master's  household,  and  were  as 
hereditary  as  the  family  pictures  and  plate,  like  many  other 
Scottish  things  of  the  best  kind,  exist  only  in  romance,  and  are 
gone  with  the  past 

The  party  which  assembled  at  table  when  Asloane  ran^  the 
house-bell  at  six,  was  of  course  somewhat  reserved  and  taciturn 
for  a  time.  They  conversed  but  little,  or  in  low  tones,  ti.l  the 
cloth  was  removed,  and  that  little  ran  chiefly  on  the  weather,  or 
consisted  of  the  courtesies  of  the  table,  till  Mr.  Asloane  had 
placed  the  elaborately  cut  decanters  in  a  row  before  his  master, 
ix)wed,  and  withdrawn. 

Sir  John,  though  grave  and  even  sad  in  expression,  had 
already  been  able  to  think  calmly  over  his  "poor  brother's" 
death,  in  conjunction  with  certain  long  projected  improvements 
on  the  property— more  particularly  the  erection  of  a  new  wine 
to  the  stable-court,  and  a  central  clock  tower  *  and  yet  ever  and 
anon  he  would  come  forth  with  so^ne  fond  or  kind  reminiscence 
of  Willie,  for  he  seemed  at  times  to  live  in  the  past,  and 
conld  scarcely  realize  the  idea  that  he  had  died  an  elderly  man 
atlast 

Cyril's  thoughts  rose  chiefly  upon  what  the  gatekeeper  had 
said  so  casually;  thus  he  was  taciturn,  almost  morose,  and 
fidgeted  with  his  cufls  and  studs  or  whiskers,  viciously  cracking 
walnuts  as  if  in  the  shell  of  each  he  crushed  an  enemy. 

His  brother  Robert  was  probably  thinking  that  if  their  uncle 
Wliam  had  left  him  something  out  of  his  lacs  of  rupees,  he 
might  have  cut  the  £ar,  for  which  he  had  no  great  fancy,  and 
betaken  himself  to  the  profession  of  a  man  of  pleasure  ;  while 
young  Horace  Jiamorme  had  no  thoughts  of  the  matter,  for 
lie  was  the  least  considered  in  that  small  family  circle,  and 
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80  made,  perhaps,  a  more  substantial  dinner  than   any   of 
them. 

Lady  Wedderbum,  (nee  Katharine  Douglas,  daughter  of  a 
poor  but  ancient  family  in  one  of  the  Wards  in  Lanarkshire) 
was  no  longer  young ;  she  was  past  the  prime  even  of  middle 
age,  but  siSl  had  great  remains  of  beauty.  Her  cast  of  features 
and  the  brilliance  of  her  dark  grey  eyes  were  unchanged, 
though  wrinkles  had  taken  the  place  of  aim  pies,  and  her  once 
blacK  hair  was  streaked  with  silvery  white. 

Her  small  and  lady-like  hands  showed  the  minute  wrinkles 
and  blue  veins  of  time  ;  yet  they  were  well-shaped  and  beautiful 
hands  still ;  and  though  she  had  several  rings  on  them,  fuUy  a 
half  of  these  were  blacK  enamel  and  pearls — the  rings  in  memory 
of  friends  and  relations  she  had  survived. 

The  great  remains  which  she  possessed  of  a  high  class  of 
beauty  rendered  her  still  pleasing,  and  Cyril,  a  very  fastidious 
connoisseur  in  fine  faces,  always  admired  his  mother's  more 
than  that  of  any  other  woman.  She  was  his  model,  yet  men 
rarely  fall  in  love  with  their  imaginary  models.  Her  dresses 
were  always  rich,  the  colours  well  chosen,  and  in  fashion 
adapted  to  her  years,  for  she  had  the  art  which  so  few  possess — 
that  of  growing  gracefully  old.  A  fall  of  rich  white  lace 
pinned  prettily  over  her  stately  head  fell  with  lappets  at  each 
side,  finishing  a  coquettish  demi -toilette  that  somehow  became 
her  matronly  character. 

"  Pass  the  wine,  Cyril ;  you  are  very  silent,"  said  Sir  John ; 
"  and  let  us  drink  &dly  to  the  memory  of  your  poor  uncle 
WilUe." 

**  My  dear  Sir  John,"  said  Lady  Wedderbum,  still  pursuing 
her  own  secret  thoughts,  after  this  little  ceremony  was  over,  **  on 
again  looking  over  our  dear  William's  wiU,  I  observed  that  his 
property  is  conveyed  away  to  certain  trustees,  of  whom  you  are 
the  chief,  for  the  behoof  of  that  darling  child  Gwenny,  whom  I 
already  begin  to  love— quite  as  a  daughter,  indeed." 

A  grave  kind  of  smile  spread  over  Sir  John's  face,  and  Cyri), 
after  a  swift  but  furtive  glance  at  his  mother,  proceeded  to  crack 
more  nuts ;  but  no  one  replied. 

"  I  do  so  long  to  see  her,"  resumed  Lady  Wedderbum,  toying 
the  while  with  some  grapes^  her  head  pensively  on  one  side,  and 
her  eyes  cast  down.  "If  like  her  mother,  she  will  be  a  very 
beautiful  girl,  CyriL" 

"  Indeed— I  nev&  saw  her  mother,"  replied  Cyril,  with  pro- 
voking indifference,  as  he  played  with  his  long  whiskers. 

"  I  don't  think  there  were  many  girls  who  in  the  bloom  of 
their  twentieth  year  surpassed  Grwendoleyne  Ap-Ehys  !"  ob- 
served his  mother,  emphatically. 

"  Pass  the  port,  Horace,"  said  Cyril  ;  "  that  Madeira  is  Hke 
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onr  mess  tap,  rather  heady,  but  makes  a  capital  *  whitewasher, 
however." 

"Makes  a  whatT  asked  Lady  Wedderbum,  with  a  tone  of 
piqua  "  But  a  girl  with  three  hundred  thousand  pounds  will 
prove  a  serious  responsibility  to  us." 

"Gret  her  married  offhand,"  said  Robert,  bluntly. 

"  That  is  the  very  kind  of  marriage  to  be  guarded  against," 
replied  his  mother.  "  Thus  we  must  be  careful  whom  we  intro- 
duce to  her.  She  will  prove  a  great  comfort  to  us,  however, 
Wedderbum,  when  the  dear  boys  are  back  to  their  regiment 
and  Robert  is  at  College." 

**I  quite  concur  with  you,  Katharine,  about  the  intro- 
ductions," said .  Sir  John.  "  One  thing  is  clear,  that  after 
Cyril  goes  I  shall  not  have  that  person  Chesters  coming  about 
Willowdean." 

"  He  is  no  particular  friend  of  mine,"  retorted  Cyril,  almost 
haughtily,  while  he  coloured  with  annoyance.  "I  only  met 
him  at  the  Lothian  Racing  Club  :  he  knew  Probyn  and  other 
fellows  of  ours,  and  so  we  came  to  talk  of  horses,  and  turn  a 
card  or  two,  that  is  alL" 

"A  card  or  two  to  your  loss,  as  I  am  aware  ;  but  he  is  a  bad 
s^le  of  man,  and  not  the  kind  oi  companion  I  wish  you  or 
Horace  to  make." 

"My  dear  papa,"  replied  Cyril,  who,  when  in  his  father's 
presence,  never  forgot  the  influences  of  boyhood,  "  after  a  fellow 
has  been  eight  vears  in  the  line,  been  round  the  Sand  Heads  at 
the  month  of  the  Hooghly,  ana  marched  all  through  Central 
India,  if  he  can't  take  care  of  himself,  he  never  will." 

"  I  know  that  Chesters  got  into  a  scrape  in  his  regiment,  and 
then  into  the  hands  of  the  *  Chosen  People,' "  said  Horace, 
laughing. 

"An  easy  matter  to  do  so,"  added  Sir  John.  "Chester* 
haugh,  with  its  rents,  won't  stand  a  stud  of  horses,  a  pack  of 
harriers^  a  yacht  on  the  Clyde ^ 

**  Besides  a  French  danseuse,^  interrupted  Cyril,  under  his 
breath  and  with  a  swift  glance  at  his  cousin. 

"He  rooked  that  young  French  officer  who  was  travelling 
here,"  said  Sir  John — "  what  was  his  name  T 

"The  Captain  De  la  Fosse,"  said  Miss  M*Caw,  softly,  for  the 
flatteries  of  tho  Frenchman  were  still  deep  and  soft  in  her 
laemory,  when  he  spent  a  week  at  Willowdean. 

"  Thank  you— yes,  De  la  Fosse.  He  rooked  him  so  completely 
that,  but  for  my  assistance,  he  would  have  had  serious  difficulty 
in  getting  home  to  France." 

"  Ah,  well :  don  t  let  him  jnarry  cousin  Gwenny,"  said  Cyril, 
once  more  applying  himself  to  the  port  "  But  here  is  a  chance 
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for  you  yonng  fellows,  Bob  and  Horace.    Why  don't  you  toss 
up  for  wno  is  to  enter  stakes  for  the  heiress  T 

"  Fie,  Cyril !  How  can  you  talk  thus— how  make  a  jest  so 
unseemly  at  such  a  time — of  your  own  cousin  toof  exclainied 
Lady  Wedderbuin,  with  heightened  colour  and  unusual  aspe- 
rity of  tone. 

'•  Why,  mother  dearest "  began  Cyril,  with  surprise. 

"  You  might  give  yourself  the  preference." 

"  The  right  of  the  first-bom,"  added  Robert,  sententiously. 

"  Nay,  nay,  I  am  not  a  marrying  man.  What  the  deuce  should 
I  do  with  a  wif€L  when  the  regiment  has  got  its  'liCtters  of 
Readiness,'  too  r  asked  Cyril,  again  having  recourse  to  the 
nuts,  with  a  gloom  in  his  dark  olue  eyes. 

"  Or  Horace  either,  if  it  comes  to  that,"  said  Lady  Wedder- 
bum,  a  little  pointedly.  *'  But  under  all  the  circumstances,  I 
do  not  see  why  you  should  now  go  to  the  East  at  all,  CyriL" 

"  Why  now  more  than  yesterday?"  asked  Cyril,  who  seemed 
to  be  in  a  cynical  mood  of  mind.  "  I  daresay  you  think  me  far 
too  fine  and  handsome  a  fellow  to  be  shot  or  bayoneted  by 
some  filthy  Russian  linesman,  and  then  fiung  into  a  hole  or  a 
trench  by  the  wayside,  as  better  men  have  been." 

**0h,  Cyril,  what  a  horrible  idea!"  exclaimed  his  mother, 
while  tears  started  to  her  eyes  •  "  but  there  is  our  neighbour. 
Lady  Juliana  Emescleugh,  on  the  first  rumour  of  war  she  had 
her  son,  the  Master,  transferred  to  the  Scots  Fusileer  Guards, 
and  I  don't  see  why  I  should  be  worse  treated  than  she  is." 

Cyril  and  Horace  laughed  on  hearing  this,  and  the  former 
said,  contemptuously — 

"  I  do  not  think  Lady  Juliana  made  much  by  that  move, 
as  the  Brigade  of  Guards  are  also  under  orders  lor  European 
Turkey." 

"  At  all  events,  when  Gwenny  comes  home— for  this  house  is 
of  course  her  home.  Sir  John  being  her  nearest  kinsman  and 
chief  trustee — I  trust  that  you  two  boys  will  do  all  in  yourpower 
to  soothe  and  console  her  after  the  terrible  loss  and  amiotion 
flhe  has  undergone." 

Horace  ilaniornie  coloured,  for  he  felt  himself  omitted  in  this 
charge  ;  but  then  she  was  no  relation  of  his. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Cyril,  who,  after  a  pause,  began  now  fop 
the  first  time  to  perceive  how  the  current  of  these  remarks 
tended  ;  "  but  our  time  for  all  that  sort  of  thing— at  least,  mine 
and  Horace's— will  be  short,  and  a  telegram  from  the  Colonel 
may  whisk  us  off  by  the  first  train  at  any  moment.  Gwennjr— 
Gwendoleyne— the  name  is  pretty  enough,  smacks  of  Mudie's, 
and  the  novel  in  three  volumes  octavo— we  must  leaye  ih»  care 
and  the  reversion  of  her  to  you,  Bob." 
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**  She  won't  have  any  tinge  of  colour  about  her,  I  hope  V  said 
that  personage,  simply. 

"  What  a  gnS  you  are  !  Come  out  for  the  Scotch  Bar ;  you 
would  certainly  shine  there,  Bob,  if  nowhere  else,"  said  Cyril 

"Well,  a  Welsh  girl,"  persisted  Bob,  who  was  at  the  age 
when  most  voung  men  are  flippant ;  "  she'll  have  black  eyes,  of 
course,  with  the  proverbial  cheek  bones  of  the  Celt  and  the 
Cymri — a  high-crowned  hat,  and  a  scarlet  handkerchief." 

•*  A  nice  costume  to  wear  at  the  Choultry,  when  the  thermo- 
meter is  at  108°  in  the  shade.  Bob,  you  are  the  veriest  griff  I 
have  met  since  I  left  Chownncee.'' 

**  I  am  getting  utterly  provoked  by  this  tone  and  the  tenor  of 
these  remarks.  Really  the  young  men  of  the  present  day  are 
becoming  quite  insufferable  !"  said  Lady  Wedderbum,  actually 
darting  an  angry  glance  at  poor  Horace,  who  had  scarcely 
spoken.  **  Cyril,  and  you  especially  Robert,  seem  to  forget  that 
her  mother  was  a  lady  of  one  of  the  best  families  in  Wales, 
and  that  her  father  was  your  unde." 

^  "  Yes,''  added  Sir  John,  stiffly;  " Ap-Rhys  of  Llanchillwydd. 
is  a  name  second  to  none  in  the  annals  of  the  old  Principality. 
"Then,  papa,"  continued  Bob,  "when  Gwenny  comes  home, 
well  all  have  to  go  in  for  Burke,  Debrett.  and  pedigree  V* 

"  Reared  in  India,  and  away  from  all  home  influences,  the 
girl  will  too  probably  place  such  things  at  their  true  value," 
said  Cyril,  still  more  unwittingly  shocking  his  aristocratic 
mother ;  "thouch  of  course  she  may,  if  sue  please,  so  far 
beyond  the  Wedderburns  up  to  the  first  Prince  of  Wales,  or 
Howel  Dha,  at  least." 

"  ComcL  come ;  no  quizzing,**  said  Sir  John,  a  little  severely. 
^  Remember  that  she  is  an  orphan.'' 

"  And  80  rich,"  added  Lady  Wedderbum,  plaintively.  "  Miss 
M*Caw,"  she  continued,  with  a  bow  understood  by  that  lady, 
who,  when  no  other  was  present,  always  sat  on  Sir  John's  right 
hand ;  and  then  the  four  gentlemen  rose  as  ceremoniously  as  if 
they  were  all  strangers,  while  she  retired  to  the  drawing-room 
with  her  companion. 

The  latter,  who  had  been  pretty  when  young,  was  now  well 
past  her  fortieth  year,  and  having  a  pedigree— as  what  High- 
lander has  not?— she  had  sighed  witn  secret  impatience  and 
envy,  perhaps  bitterness,  while  listening  to  much  that  we  have 
recorded  ;  for  she  too,  as  well  as  the  heiress,  had  come  of  an 
old  Celtic  line  that  had  furnished  its  patriotic  victims  for  the 
field  and  scaffold ;  and  among  her  private  lares  she  treasured 
an  old  locket  of  red  gold,  containing  a  lock  of  "  the  PrinceV 
golden  hair,  given  bjrhis  own  hand,  on  the  retreat  from  Derb^ 
to  her  great  grandsire,  the  great  M*Caw  of  the  '46,  who  died 
like  a  hero  in  the  human  shambles  at  Carlisle. 
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She  had  resided  some  ten  years  of  an  aimless  and  hopeless 
life  at  Willowdean,  and  had  not  been  without  secret  thoughts 
on  one  or  two  occasions  of  entangling  Cyril  in  a  matrimonial 
affair ;  but  he  had  seen  too  much  of  the  world  even  as  a  boy, 
and  was  daily  seeing  too  many  fresh  young  faces  to  be  caught 
so  easily — so  all  such  hopes  were  past  and  vanished  now. 

She  was  a  calm,  quiet  person,  who,  under  a  tolerably  ladylike 
exterior,  concealed  much  of  that  discontented  pride,  fawning, 
and  subservience,  which  are  too  often  the  leading  characteristic.j 
of  the  modern  Celt. 

"  I  do  beg  that  you  will  not  consider  Balph  Chesters  as  in 
any  way  a  friend  of  mine,"  said  Cyril,  resuming  a  thread  of  the 
past  conversation,  after  nis  brother  and  Horace  had  betaken 
them  to  the  biUiard-room ;  "  for  I  fully  agree  with  you  that  he 
is  not  the  style  of  man  to  meet  ladies." 

"  EspeciaUy  one  who  is  such  a  monetary  prize  as  your  cousin,* 
said  Sir  John,  pointedly. 

"  But  he  talks  of  going  to  the  army  of  the  East." 

"  In  what  capacity  V* 

**  An  officer  of  the  Bashi  Bozooks,  or  some  such  distinguished 
force,"  said  Cyril,  with  a  hearty  fit  of  laughter. 

"And  a  good  riddance  his  aosence  will  prove  to  the  Merse,** 
added  Sir  John,  as  he  rose  to  join  Lady  Wedderbum,  leaving 
Cyril  to  smoke  on  the  terrace,  where  he  walked  to  and  fro  in 
the  clear  cold  starlight,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  a  dark  spot  that 
was  barely  distinguishable  on  the  hill  side,  two  or  three  miles 
off.  It  was  a  dense  grove  of  trees,  wliich  seemed  to  have  a 
peculiar  attraction  for  him,  and  its  outline  became  more  distinct 
when  the  moon  arose. 

"Have  you  been  talking  to  ChrrilT  asked  the  lady,  as  her 
husband  entered  her  boudoir,  and,  not  without  some  doubt  and 
hesitation,  deposited  his  burly  person  in  his  rough  tweed  suit 
on  one  of  her  olue  and  ^Ter/atUeuils. 

"  Yes.'*  said  he.  rubbing  his  forehead  with  an  air  of  perplexity. 

"Seriously,  I  hope '^^ 

**  About  Chesters— oh,  yes." 

"  Tush  !  I  mean  about  Gwendolejme." 

"  No  ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  you  are  already — even  on  the 
first  day  our  melancholy  news  has  come — disposed  to  press  your 
views  and  wishes  too  plainly  upon  CyriL" 

"  How  so  1"  asked  Lady  W  edderbum,  curtly. 

"  In  the  choice  of  a  wife,  most  men  like  to  please  themselves, 
not  other  persons." 

"  But  surely,  Wedderbum,  you  would  wish  to  see  this  alliance 
brought  about?''  said  she  earnestly. 

**  Undoubtedly ;  but  Cyril  is  just  the  style  of  young  fellow 
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to  run  rusty— to  kick  over  the  traces — if  worried  about  the 
matter.    I  know  that  I  should  have  done  so." 

"He  can  have  no  previous  attachment,  for  never  a  letter 
comes  here,  save  from  some  of  his  regimental  friends,  and 
Horace  and.  Robert  see  them  alL" 

"  But,  my  dear  Katharine,"  urged  Sir  John,  gently,  as  he  stirred 
his  cup  of  cofiEee,  "  we  must  consider  also  the  girl's  inclinations, 
her  tastes,  her  sympathies." 

"  What  right  has  she  to  have  any  at  her  years  1  I  am  sure  I 
had  none !" 

"  Complimentary,  Kate,  for  you  were  just  about  her  age  when 
you  married  me." 

''  .Ah,  but  that  was  a  very  different  thing.  I  did  not  possess 
three  hundred  thousand  pounds.'' 

"  You  possessed  much  that  had  far  more  value  in  the  eyes  of 
John  Wedderbum  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  as  he  stooped,  kissed 
her  upturned  forenead  ^llantly,  and  to  end  this  matter,  went 
forth  to  have  a  look  at  his  horses,  and  think  over  the  proposed 
additions  to  the  already  magnificent  stable-court 


CHAPTER  IV. 

LONEWOODLEE. 


WiTHnr  a  few  miles  of  this  splendid  and  luxurious  modem 
mansion  a  very  different  scene  was  passing  in  another  dwelling. 

In  a  bleaker  part  of  the  Merse,  more  immediately  adjoining 
the  Lammermuir  range  of  hills,  was  situated  the  house  of  Lone- 
woodlee,  a  fine  example  of  what  a  Scottish  f ortalice  required  to 
bo  in  the  troublesome  times  of  the  sixteenth  century.  "It 
grotesquely  associated  with  its  rude  strength  the  fantastic 
ornaments  of  a  more  powerful  and  civilized  people— a  type  of 
what  the  French  alliance  must  often  have  produced  among  the 
gentlemen  of  the  age— the  rugged  nature  of  the  Scot,  with  the 
style  and  manners  of  the  mercurial  Frank." 

It  was  a  small  square  tower,  with  round  corbelled  turrets  at 
the  angles ;  but  as  it  has  changed  hands  since  then,  and  been 
strangdv  modernized  within  the  last  three  years,  the  reader 
may  look  for  it  in  vain  as  we  shall  describe  it 

Numerous  loopholes,  designed  for  arrows  or  arquebuses,  were 
in  the  angles  of  these  four  turrets,  in  the  sills  of  the  windows, 
and  round  the  floridly  carved  entrance-door,  over  which  were 
the  arms  of  the  f anmy,  with  the  legend  in  quaint  letters,  in 
bold  relief — 

"  Tis  tovr  finished  be  Oliver  Levenox^  \Uh  Aprile,  1560,  is 
cvr  inheritance. 

Digitized  by  V3V.IV_;V  HC 


26  LADY  WEDDEBBimN  S  WISH. 

It  was  grey,  gaunt,  lichen  spotted,  and  solitary,  and  was  snr^ 
rounded  by  a  grove  of  ancient  trees  on  the  pastoral  slope,  from, 
whence  it  took  its  most  characteristic  name  of  the  Lonewoodlee. 
It  was  more  immediately  girt  by  a  massive  wall,  which  had  once 
been  for  defence,  but  was  ruinous  now,  for  the  long-tufted  grass 
and  fragrant  wall-flower  floiirished  along  its  cope,  and  the  iron 
gate  had  long  since  fallen  from  its  hinges,  while  the  proud  court 
was  almost  covered  by  the  grass  that  sprung  up  between  the 
stones* 

Even  prior  to  the  period  of  which  we  write,  some  fifteen  years 
ago,  an  attempt  had  been  made  to  modernize  the  tower  a  uttleL 
by  removing  the  rusted  iron  gratings  from  the  windows  and 
enlarging  them ;  but  still  the  dwelling  was  gloomy,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  enormous  thickness  of  the  walls  and  the  vaultings 
of  the  lower  basement. 

Among  the  wood  around  it  were  many  trees  that  had  sprung 
from  seeolings  of  the  ancient  ash,  which,  by  the  law  of  an  early 
Scottish  king,  every  man  who  built  even  a  cottage  was  bound  to 
plant  near  his  dwelling  for  shafts,  wheii  the  "spear,  six  Scottish 
ells  in  length,"  was  required  to  bear  back  alike  the  Norman 
knights  and  Saxon  infantry  of  England. 

Many  a  gloomy  old  Border  legend  was  connected  with  the 
Tower  of  Lonewoodlee,  and  like  some  other  ancient  families, 
the  proprietors  had  their  warning  when  fate  was  nigh— an 
unpleasant,  however  romantic,  adjunct ;  for  it  was  said  that 
when  a  Lennox  was  to  die,  as  the  moon  rose  above  a  cer- 
tain quarter  of  the  Lammermuir  hills,  the  shadow  of  a  large 
human  hand— the  hand  of  destiny— was  cast  on  the  eastern 
wall,  with  the  forefinger  pointed  at  length;  and  the  local 
papers  actually  asserted  that  such  a  shadow  was  visible  before 
Major  Lennox  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Waterloo. 

Within  all  was  gloomy,  dilapidated,  and  darkened  by  time  • 
the  furniture  was  full  forty  years  old,  and  some  of  it  was  still 
older. 

In  the  dining-room,  or  hall,  the  sofas  were  square-elbowed, 
of  horsehair,  and  furnished  with  back-squabs  ;  the  chairs  were 
of  dark  blue  leather,  and  in  the  corners  were  circular  stands  for 
curious  china,  large  shells,  and  so  forth.  With  cotton  furniture, 
or  coloured  calico,  a  meagre  attempt  had  been  made  by  a  neat 
female  hand  to  render  gav  the  apartment  that  passed  as  a 
drawinff-room,  where  the  chifFonni^res  of  wood,  painted  white 
and  gilded,  the  white  marble  girandoles  (minus  half  their  crystal 
pendants),  and  everything  else,  were  old-fashioned,  shabby, 
and  worn,  for  they  had  been  the  new  furnishing  of  the  mansion 
when  George  IIL  was  Eling,  and  the  mother  of  the  present 
proprietor  had  come  home  a  blooming  bride. 
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Here  and  there,  in  oval  frames,  or  bordered  only  by  black 
oak  mouldings,  were  portraits  of  a  far  older  period  than  any  of 
the  Georges,  as  the  black  wigs  and  breastplates  of  the  subjects 
evinced.  Every  way  it  was  an  old  and  worn-out  establishment, 
where  everything  looked  mouldy  and  fading  away. 

On  the  same  March  evening  when  the  maroon-coloured  cur- 
tains were  drawn  at  Wniowdean,  and  the  pompous  old  butler 
was  placing  the  row  of  glittering  decanters  before  Sir  John 
Wedaerburn,  an  old  man  was  seated  in  a  high-backed  leather 
chair,  which  was  studded  with  rows  of  brass-headed  nails,  seek- 
ing to  warm  his  limbs  at  the  fire,  which  blazed  cheerily  enough 
in  the  great  stone  chimney  of  the  dining-hall  at  Lonewoodlee. 
The  grate  was  old-fashioned,  like  everything  else  there  •  it  was 
a  mere  iron  basket,  adorned  with  four  brass  knobs,  and  placed 
upon  two  sqiiare  stones,  quite  unsuited  to  the  form  of  the 
fireplace.  Tnus  the  heat  of  the  roaring  pile  of  coals,  turf,  and 
bog-oak  roots,  went  all  up  the  great  tunnel-like  vent,  with  a 
column  of  sparks. 

Oliver  Lem  .ox  of  Lonewoodlee  looked  much  older  than  his 
years  warranted,  for  his  wasted  figure,  clad  in  a  well-worn 
Indian  dressing-gown,  or  robe-de-chambre  of  the  shawl  pattern, 
tied  by  a  cord  and  tattered  tassel,  was  bent  severely,  and  his 
face  was  furrowed  bv  disease  and  the  emotions  of  the  mind, 
rather  than  time,  for  he  was  not  more,  perhaps,  than  fifty-five 
years  of  age. 

His  right  elbow  rested  on  the  arm  of  his  chair ;  his  chin  was 
placed  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  and  his  keen,  restless,  yet 
clear  blue  eyes  were  fixed  dreamily  on  the  ruddy  flame  that 
lighted  up  his  sharp  ac^uiline  features,  and  turned  to  threads  of 
guttering  silver  his  thin  white  hair  that  had  once  been  a  rich 
dark  brown. 

Seated  on  a  tabouret  or  little  stool  by  his  side,  was  his 
daughter  Mary,  a  girl  not  quite  of  twenty  years  ;  perhaps  the 
only  true  friend  whom  many  reverses  of  fortune  left  him  ;  his 
sole  attendant,  save  a  couple  of  female  domestics;  others  seldom 
remained  long  at  the  Tower,  as  a  querulous  master  and  a 
doomy  house,  which  had  moreover  the  steady  reputation  of 
oeing  haunted,  rendered  service  unattractive  at  Lonewoodlee. 

Mary  knew  he  was  dying  of  some  internal  and  mysterious 
disease  with  which  the  doctors  had  totally  failed  to  grapple—that, 
in  spite  of  her  affection  and  their  skill,  of  her  prayers  and  their 
potions,  he  was  slowly  and  surely  passing  away  from  her ;  and 
she  left  nothing  unsaid  or  undone  to  soothe,  by  sweet  devoted- 
ness,  what  she  knew  to  be  too  probably  the  few  months  of  his 
last  year  on  eartk 

He  had  survived  the  winter,  but  might  never  live  to  see  th« 

Digitized  by  V_TLIV_JV  HC 


28  LADY  WEDDEKBURN's  WISH. 

summer  ripen  into  autumn,  and  the  golden  com  waving  on  tha 
upland  slopes  that  were  his  own  no  more. 

To  God  and  herself  alone  were  known  the  terrible  thoughts 
of  Mary  Lennox  in  the  long,  sleepless  hours  of  the  weary  nights 
she  passed  ;  yet  unswerving  in  her  filial  duty,  tenderly  nursing 
and  ministcrmg  as  only  a  woman — only  a  daughter  or  wife — 
can  nurse  or  minister  to  the  wants  of  a  querulous  patient ; 
springing  from  her  pillow  with  cheerful  and  affectionate  alacrity, 
to  anticipate  his  every  wish,  and  smiling  to  hid©  the  sorrow 
that  preyed  upon  her  own  heart. 

Pale  and  sad  usually,  her  face  was  beautiful ;  yet  sadness 
had  not  been  its  normal  expression,  but  rather  the  result  of 
local  influence.  Her  features  were  not  quite  regular,  but  there 
was  a  divine  delicacy  about  them  :  her  finely  lidded  eyes  were 
of  that  blue-grey  which  is  aptly  termed  violet  colour,  and  her 
mouth  and  chm  were  beautifully  formed,  -o  were  her  tiny  ears 
and  hands.  Her  whole  figure,  which  was  petite  rather,  and  the 
contour  of  her  head,  with  its  masses  of  rich  brown  hair,  were 
eminently  lady-like  and  indicative  of  high  breeding  and  tender 
culture  ;  and  a  charming  picture  she  would  have  formed,  as  she 
sat  then,  with  her  father's  passive  left  hand  locked  caressingly  in 
hers,  and  her  soft  little  face  upturned  to  his,  every  feature 
teeming  with  affectionate  solicitude. 

Her  dress  was  plain,  inexpensive,  and  simple,  for  their  means 
could  not  afford  her  many  luxuries ;  but  her  starched  cuffs  and 
collar— made  and  dressed  by  her  own  hands— and  the  tiny 
velvet  riband  around  her  slender  white  neck,  made  it  quite  a 
pretty  toilette,  while,  save  an  old  ring  or  two  that  had  been  her 
mother's,  she  was  destitute  of  ornament ;  and  there  the  father 
and  daughter  sat  long  in  silence,  while  the  blustering  March 
wind  soughed  in  the  old  wood  without,  and  the  flood  of  red  and 
wavering  light  from  the  capacious  fireplace  fell  upon  their  faces, 
and  fitfully  too  upon  the  portraits  of  those  ancestors,  who,  it 
their  exchequer  had  been  as  low  as  that  of  Oliver  Lennox, 
would  have  chosen  just  such  a  moonless  night  for  a  quiet  ride 
among  the  beeves  on  the  southern  side  of  the  Border. 

Oliver  Lennox  had  once  been  a  man  of  considerable  influence 
in  the  Merse,  and  had  even  contrived  to  shine,  for  a  short  sea- 
son, in  London  society.  But  deep  play,  some  unlucky  bets  at 
Newmarket,  one  or  two  vexed  law  pleas  with  Sir  John  Wedder- 
burn,  in  which  he  had  been  nonsuited  with  great  loss,  domestic 
cares  of  many  kinds,  particularly  the  deaths  of  his  wife  and 
several  children,  all  combined  to  break  him  down  in  health  and 
spirit 

Much  of  his  land  had  ^one,  piecemeal,  to  satisfy  the  creditors 
his  London  career  had  raised  around  him,  and  now  the  little 
that  remained  of  Lonewoodlee  was  mortgaged  to  the  utmoi^t  • 
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And  having  but  a  bare  annuity,  he  knew  too  surely  that 
when  he  died  there  would  be  neither  home  nor  shelter  for  his 
Mary. 

He  was  a  proud,  fiery,  and  irritable  man,  who  would  brook 
neither  the  pity  of  his  friends  nor  the  scorn  of  his  enemies  ; 
and  the  knowledge  that  his  only  child— his  gentle  and  delicate 
daughter — ^would  be  left  to  the  mercy  of  the  world,  or  to  sup- 
port herself  by  the  accomplishments  she  possessed,  maddened 
nim,  so  that  there  were  times  when  his  mind  wandered,  and 
then  it  was  that  the  soul  of  Mary  Lennox  seemed  to  die  within 
her  with  sorrow  and  terror ! 

"  Shall  I  play  to  you,  dear  papa  T  said  she  softly. 

There  was  a  wonderful  chord  in  Marjr's  voice  that  made  it 
very  seductive,  but  she  had  to  repeat  the  offer  three  times 
before  the  sense  of  it  fell  upon  his  drowsy  ear. 


CHAPTER  V. 

MARY  LENNOX. 

*  Shall  I  play  to  you,  dear  papaT  she  repeated  for  the  third 
time. 

"  No,  Mary,  no,"  said  he,  peevishly.    "  Your  piano,  child,  is  in 
that  shabby  chintz-covered  den  you  call  a  drawing-room." 

"  Oh,  papa !    what  served  poor  mamma  may  very  well  do 
for  me." 
"  And  I  fear  we  can't  afford  a  fire  there  as  well  as  here/* 
"  But  if  I  keep  the  doors  open  you  could  hear  me.    The  cold 
is  not  great  to-night,"  she  urged. 
"  No — no,  child,  thank  you  •  but  I  wish  to  think." 
"  To-morrow,  papa,  I  snail  have  my  poor  old  piano  brought 
here,  and  then  I  shall  play  to  you  some  of  the  airs  you  love  so 
welL'» 
"Pet  Mary— but  music  makes  me  sad.'' 
"  But  it  soothes  you  too,  papa." 

*'  Your  voice,  my  darling,  would  soothe  anything,  even  the 
race  of  a  lion,"  said  he,  as  he  drew  her  head  upon  his  knee  and 
held  it  caressing  there  between  his  tremulous  hands ;  "  but  it 
sounds  so  much  like  your  mother's,  that— that— even  while  I 
love  to  listen  my  heart  grows  sad  and  sick  within  me  1  Music 
possesses  such  vast  power,  especially  over  a  shattered  nervous 
-  OTtem,  and  more  than  anythmg  else  can  conjure  back  the  past, 
the  lost,  and  the  dead  !  But,"  he  added,  suddenly,  with  a  louder 
tone  and  a  strange  gleam  in  his  eye,  "  where  is  your  brother 
Harry  ;  why  is  he  not  here  to-night  ¥ 
Then  a  kmd  of  wail  escaped  the  lips  of  poor  Mary,  and  tht 

Digitized  by  V_t  K^fKJW  HC 


30  LAD7  WZDBIBBUBN'S  WISH. 

tearg  <ttarted  to  her  eyes,  for  she  knew  ihikb  his  mind  was  wan  - 
dennff  again. 

'*  On.  paija  I''  she  moaned,  and  looked  at  him  imploringly. 

"  Where  is  he  T  demanded  Mr.  Lennox,  impetuously,  and  his 
eyes  flashed  in  the  red  light  of  the  fire ;  then  he  struck  lus  hand 
wpon  his  brow  as  a  gleam  of  memory  came  to  his  aid,  and  he 
said,  in  a  choking  voice,  "  I  forgot  myself !  God  help  me— ;God 
help  me !  True,  Mary— true  ;  my  boy  is  lying  in  nis  Indian 
grave,  far,  far  away,  where  the  bones  of  the  JBriton  and  Sikh  lie 
thick  on  the  battle-fleld.  But  you  must  remember  the  night  I 
saw  him  here — ^here,  in  this  very  room  1'* 

"  I  was  but  a  child  of  eight  years  when  poor  Harry  died." 

"  Yes ;  and  when  I  saw  himL." 

"  Oh,  papa,  that  is  a  wild  idea :  as  absurd  as— as ^ 

"What,  girl r 

"The  shadowy  hand." 

•*  It  is  not  so,  and  it  was  not  so  !  It  is  not  impossible,  Mary, 
when  death,  more  especially  a  violent  one,  strikes  at  a  distance 
one  who  is  dear  to  us — dear  as  your  brother  Harry  was  to  me — 
that  some  intuition,  some  mysterious  presentiment  announces 
the  event.  How  often  have  I  told  you  that  as  I  sat  here  in  the 
twilight  of  evening  in  this  chair,  and  on  this  very  spot,  reading 
the  Gazette  of  the  killed  and  wounded  on  that  disastrous  Indian 
field,  some  secret  impulse  made  me  glance  towards  the  end  of 
the  room,  and  there  I  saw  the  figure,  the  form,  the  face  of  your 
brother,  regarding  me  mournfully  and  tenderly  for  a  moment, 
•  and  then  all  faded  away.  I  was  terror-struck,  but  deemed  it 
fancy  !  Again  1  turned  to  the  fatal  Gazette,  ana  the  next  name 
that  caught  my  eye  among  the  killed — the  killed  in  action — was 
that  of  my  own  boy,  Harrv  Lennox  T' 

"  Hush,  papa,  oh  nush  !  said  Marjr,  looking  round  anxiously; 
for  it  was  this  story  to  which  her  fatner  was  fond  of  referring 
from  time  to  time,  that  had  won  the  Tower,  among  the  vulgar, 
the  reputation  of  being  haunted,  so  that  domestics  were  territied 
to  remain,  though  the  place  was  within  a  mile  or  two  of  the  rail 
to  Berwick. 

After  a  long  pause  he  drew  a  deep  breath  and  spoke  again. 

"  Did  I  not  hear,  or  was  it  a  dream — for  I  have  strange  dreams 
sometimes— that  Wedderburn's  son  buried  him — buried  my 
boy  T  said  he.  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

^'Yes,  papa,  said  Mary,  eagerly  ;  "Cyril  Wedderbum  buried 
poor  Harry,  and  stood  by  his  grave  in  that  distant  land.  He 
did  more,  papa :  he  cut  off  a  lock  of  his  hair  for— for  you." 

"  I  could  bless  him  for  that,  but  for  his  father's  sake.  I  hate 
that  elder  Wedderbum.  I  hate  his  flaunting  wife,"  he  continued, 
raising  his  voice  and  his  clenched  hand.  "  I  nate  the  whole 
brood  of  them,  and  shall  never  cease  to  curse—  ■" 

Digitized  by  Google 


XABT  LBKKOX.  3t 

*  Oky  dearest  papa,  do  not— do  not  speak  thus !"  cried  Mary, 
imi^oniigly,  as  she  placed  a  hand  upon  his  mouthy  and  saw  with 
growing  terror  the  fire,  as  if  of  incipient  insanity,  flailing  in 
Bis  eyes. 

The  paroxysm  of  rage  into  which  he  lashed  himself  when  he 
thought  of  ms  lost  lawsnits,  especially  one  in  which  Sir  John 
Wedderbum  asserted  and  made  ^ood  his  right  of  pasturage 
upon  a  certain  part  of  the  Lee,  which  the  Lennox  family  h^ 
claimed  as  theirs  alone  for  several  generations,  weakened  him 
so  much  that  Mary  was  glad  to  give  him  a  soothing  draught, 
and  get  him  to  his  bedroom  for  the  night 

After  this  he  became  more  seriously  ill,  and  there  were  more 
frequent  aberrations  of  intellect.  Sometimes  he  imagined  him- 
self in  the  himting-field,  and  then  he  would  shout  in  a  quavering 
and  childish  treble — 

"Tally  ho  !  tally  ho !  Hallo,  my  Lord  Wemyss,  whafs  up 
at  the  high  fence  yonder  1  By  Jove,  John  Wedderbum's  brown 
mare  is  at  fault — ^her  off  foretoot  is  caught  in  the  wires — and 
over  they  go,  nag  and  rider!  I  hope  the  young  scoundrel's 
neck  is  broke  at  least !" 

And  Mary  wept  as  she  heard  the  fierce  wish,  which  referred 
to  some  sporting  adventure  years  ago,  when  her  father  and  Sir 
John  were  much  younger  men^  but  seemingly  no  better  friends. 
Next  night  she  had  her  piano  moved  close  to  the  drawin/j- 
room  door,  so  that  she  might  play  to  him  as  he  lay  abed  in  his 
own  room.  She  had  a  magnificent  voice,  and  it  had  been  highly 
cultivated.  She  exerted  herself  to  the  utmost  to  please,  and 
played  and  sang  him  to  sleep,  as  one  might  do  a  fretful  child. 
Then  when  she  was  assured  that  his  slumber  was  sound,  she 
kissed  him  softly,  assumed  her  hat  and  veil,  her  cloak  and  muff, 
and  hastened  from  the  Tower  and  its  desolate  court,  to  where 
some  one  she  well  knew  was  awaiting  her,  at  an  angle  of  the 
wood— but  in  this  we  are  somewhat  anticipating  our  story. 

Two  or  three  dreary  days  and  nights  followed  his  last  out- 
burst of  mental  fury,  and  a  certain  revulsion  of  spirit  and 
corresponding  bodily  weakness  followed  it.  Then  he  became 
more  calm  and  coherent,  after  some  opiates  had  been  adminis- 
tered by  his  medical  attendant,  the  young  parish  doctor,  whom 
the  chajm  of  Mary's  presence  rather  than  her  father's  necessity, 
tendered  a  pretty  regular  visitor  at  Lonewoodlee ;  but  in  the 
hours  of  her  tearful  watching,  the  querulous  old  man  unwittingly 
stuck  many  a  barb  in  his  daughter's  heart. 

**  I  feel  weaker  every  day,  Mary  dear.  I  won't  be  long  a 
harden  or  a  trouble  to  you,"  he  would  say ;  "  for  somethmg 
whispers  to  me  that  I  cannot  last  long  now.  Old  and  weak — 
old  &ndweak-'h;»>lf  blind  and  well-nigh  tpot;hless  T' 
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"  Papa,"  said  she,  imploringly,  "  do  not  talk  thus !  You  are 
not  yet  sixty  years  of  aga"    - 

"  I  know,  darling ;  but  the  poor  human  machine  is  worn  out 
for  all  that.  Look  at  Wedderburn !  How  hale  and  strong  he  is, 
for  fortune  has  ever  favoured  him  and  his  family,  child  •  while 
with  me— with  me — oh,  how  is  it  with  me?  Ah,  truly  says 
Ossian,  that '  age  is  dark  and  unlovely,  and  that  the  race  of  men 
are  like  the  leaves  of  woody  Morven ;  they  pass  away  in  the 
rustling  blast,  and  other  leaves  lift  their  green  heads  on  high.' 
So — so  shall  I  soon  pass  away,  Mary;  but  dearest  you  are 
weary  f 

"  1  am  not,  papa,''  sighed  the  girl 

"  Your  eyes  are  red  and  dim.  To  bed,  Mary — to  bed.  Place 
the  sleeping  draught  at  hand,  then  kiss  me  and  leave  me.  Good 
night." 

Then  she  would  slip  away  to  her  room,  the  door  of  which 
was  always  left  alar,  so  that  no  sound  might  elude  her  ear  in 
the  night ;  and  she  would  pray  and  sigh  herself  to  sleep. 

A  day  came  anon  when  ner  father  was  too  weak  to  leave  his 
bed,  and  from  thenceforward  he  became  more  than  ever  a  con- 
firmed invalid. 

The  sturdy  but  shambling  old  shooting  pony,  on  whose  broad 
back  he  had  been  latterly  able  to  take  a  little  exercise  by  a  trot 
to  Polwarth  or  Prestonhauffh,  enjoyed  a  complete  holiday ;  and 
time,  as  marked  by  the  old-fashSoned  repeater  at  Mr.  Lennox's 
bed-head,  passed  slowly  indeed  ! 

And  as  he  lay  there,  day  after  day,  and  too  often  night  after 
night,  wakeful,  and  filled  with  keen  and  anxious  thoughts,  he 
strove  to  picture—to  fashion  out — the  future  of  that  lonely 
daughter  whose  life  was,  he  hoped,  to  extend  far  beyond  his 
own.  He  had  plenty  of  time  for  this  profitless  employment, 
'  for,  save  Captain  Chesters  or  perhaps  the  parish  clergyman,  no 
one  ever  dropped  in  to  talk  with  or  enliven  him  now,  for  his 
ailments  and  complaints  against  friends  and  fortune,  his  whims 
and  fancies,  rendered  his  society  unpalatable  to  all  save  poor 
Mary. 

There  was  no  rousing  him  to  take  an  interest  in  anything  ; 
and  news  of  the  coming  war  fell  dull  upon  his  ear.  In  vain 
did  Mary  read  to  him  of  our  preparations  for  the  Crimean  war ; 
that  already  the  Russians  and  Turks  had  come  to  blows, 
and  the  former  been  defeated  at  Oltenitza,  with  the  loss  of  thrpe 
thousand  seven  hundred  killed  and  woimded ;  that  a  Turkish 
squadron  had  been  destroyed  by  the  Russians,  and  the  town 
cruelly  bombarded ;  and  that  the  British  fleet,  iwder  Sir  Charles 
Napier,  had  sailed  for  the  Baltic  from  Spithead ;  tiiat  the  de- 
struction of  Cronstadt  was  confidently  expected,  and  so  forth. 
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Oliver  Lennox  deemed  the  worthy  minister  an  utter  bore, 
and  viewed  his  attempts  to  soothe  or  console  him  as  simply 
imnertinence,  which  his  proud  and  fiery  spirit  resented. 

Of  Chesters  he  felt  doubtful,  and  knew  enough  of  the  world 
to  fear  such  a  visitor  and  such  a  friend  for  his  unprotected 
daughter.  He  knew  his  own  debts  and  difficulties,  his  own 
poverty,  and  that  the  annuity  he  possessed  would  die  with 
iimself,  and  then  T^at  would  be  left  forher— work— starvation 
—death! 

It  was  horrible  to  lie  there— helpless,  fettered  hand  and  foot 
as  it  were,  weak,  powerless,  and  inert,  weaving  such  dark, 
bitter,  and  distractmg  fancies  !  He  writhed  and  wept  on  his 
pillow,  and  muttering,  "  Maiy — Mary  !  my  daughter — my 
daughter !"  would  press  his  thin  wan  hands  on  his  burning 
breast,  as  if  to  stifle  thoughts  that  would  not  be  stifled. 

"I  nave  been  rash,  wasteful,  and  unfortunate,"  he  would 
often  say,  **but  what  nave  you  done,  my  poor  Mary,  that  you 
should  be  stripped  of  your  inheritance  ?  for  this  Tower,  built 
by  Oliver  Lennox^  and  ajl  the  land  around  it,  even  to  the  Whit- 
aader,  form  your  mheritance ;  but  it  must  pass  away  to  others 
— others — oh,  my  God !  while  such  people  as  those  Wedder- 
bums  live  on,  surrounded  by  every  earthly  blessing !" 

"  Csdm  yourself,  papa,"  said  the  hopeless  girl,  in  a  choking 
voice ;  "  slII  may  yet  be  well.  Your  health  will  revive  with  the 
warmth  of  spring.'' 

"  The  spring  grass  will  be  sprouting  on  the  sod  that  wraps 
me,  Mary  ;  and  there  I  would  lie  in  peace  could  I  but  see  your 
futurcj  child— if  God  would  only  in  His  kindness  lift  the  veil 
that  hides  it  from  me  !  But,  from  the  land  of  shadows,  perhaps 
I  may  so  see  it— I  may  see  it,  and  be  a  guide  and  a  watch  over 
you." 

Though  Maryiieard  much  of  this  querulous  grief,  she  never 
became  accustomed  to  it ;  but  seemed  always  to  sufier  the 
agony  of  his  death  by  anticipation  when  he  spoke  thus. 

"Fear  not,  papa,  fear  not  for  me,"  she  was  wont  to  reply, 
while  caressing  his  head  on  her  bosom.    "  If  I  lose  you,  I  must 
trust  then  to  God  only." 
**To  God  and  yourself,  darling  ;  but  there  are  times  when  I 

tliink  with  fear  that-that '' 

**  What,  papa  r 

"That  Balph  Chesters  seems  to  love  you." 
Mary  trembled  and  grew  pale  as  she  said — 
"  Do  not  speak  of  tms  again,  I  implore  you,  dearest  papa*** 
"I  am  ^ad  you  don't  like  him ;  but  what  brings  him  here  so 
often  I" 

"  To  see  you,  of  course,  papa,**  said  Mary,  as  her  pale  cheek 
reddened. 
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"  An  old  man  sick  and  ailing  1  I  don't  believe  it ;  but  when 
was  he  here  last  ?'' 

"  Three  days  ago." 

"  Did  you  see  him  1" 

"  No ;  when  alone  with  him,  his  presence  becomes  intolerablf 
to  me/' 

"  Why— how  r  asked  Lennox,  eagerly,  and  half-raising  him- 
self in  his  bed. 

"  There  is  an  expression  in  his  eye  I  do  not  like  ;  moreover, 
I  never  leave  your  room  save  when  you  are  aideep.** 

"  Thanks,  my  darling  ;  that  is  kind  and  good  ;  but  beware 
of  Chesters,  for  he  is  a  dog  that  bites  but  does  not  bark.'* 

"  Have  no  fear  for  me  so  far  as  A^  is  concerned,"  said  Mary, 
emphatically. 

"  It  is  welL    Bliss  me,  child,  and  then  I  shall  try  to  sleep." 

The  girl  kissed  him  tenderly,  restraining  her  tears  as  she  did. 
Then  with  tremulous  gentleness,  her  pretty,  small  hands  ad- 
justed the  pillow  and  coverlet,  ere  she  glided  noiselessly  away. 

Often  had  Mary  pictured — for  she  ^as  a  sensitive  creature 
and  full  of  imagination — how  utter  her  helplessness  and  lone- 
liness would  be  when  her  father  was  gone  ;  and  notwithstand- 
ing all  the  love  which  another  had  succeeded  in  kindling  in  her 
heart,  she  longed  and  prayed  that  in  the  hour  her  father  was 
taken,  she  might  be  taken  too  1 


CHAPTER  VI. 

TWO  LOVEKS. 

^'Been  fishing  to-day,  Cyril  1"  asked  Robert  Wedderbum, 
with  a  quizzical  egression  in  his  f ace,  as  his  brother  assumed 
his  hat,  gloves,  and  whip  in  the  hall  pnor  to  riding  out. 

"  No,"  replied  Cyril,  curtly,  and  colouring  with  some  reason, 
as  he  had  gone  forth  for  four  consecutive  days  with  his  rod, 
and  returned  with  his  basket  emptjr :  the  fishing  was  merely  a 
pretext  to  be  alone,  for  he  would  nave  been  clever  indeed  to 
have  found  trout  or  perch  on  the  upland  slopes  of  the  Lammer- 
muir,  where  Horace  and  Robert  had  seen  him,  while  shooting 
hares  and  rabbits  near  Lonewoodlee.  "  I  dine  with  Chesters 
to-day,"  he  added. 

"  You  go  betimes  1"  said  Robert,  suspiciously. 

"  I  want  to  give  my  new  bay  nag  a  breather— to  have  a  few 
miles'  jrallop  ere  I  go  to  Chesterhaugh,''  replied  Csrril,  as  he 
rode  off. 

It  was  one  of  those  dull  March  evenings  when  the  sun  sets 
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at  six  o'clock,  as  Captain  Wedderbum  dashed  on  at  a  rapid 
pace  towards  Lonewoodlee.  The  more  fertile  part  of  the 
Merse  was  soon  left  behind,  and  after  a  ride  of  three  or  four 
miles  among  heathy  and  grassy  slopes,  striped  here  and  there 
■with  bright  green  where  the  track  of  the  Lammas  floods  had 
run  towards  the  Leader  or  the  Whitadder  rivers,  he  saw  the 
old  grey  Tower,  whose  four  round  turrets,  cope-house,  and 
chimneys  stood  clearly  defined  against  the  evening  sky,  over- 
topping even  the  ancient  timber  that  grew  around  it. 

Thatched  cottages  vrith  whitewashed  walls,  and  the  ruddy 
firelight  glowing  through  their  small  square  windows  ;  hedge- 
rows that  were  in  process  of  being  lopped  and  trimmed ; 
gardens  where  the  fragrant  earth  had  been  newly  turned  up, 
and  where  tufts  of  the  white  snowdrop  and  rows  of  the  yellow 
crocus  or  purple  violets  were  appearing,  had  all  gradually 
vanished,  and  Cyril  found  himself  amid  a  voiceless  and  pastoral 
solitude,  dotted  only  by  black-faced  sheep,  or  huge  round 
boulder-stones,  and  where  here  and  there  a  saole  gled  or  raven 
hung  aloft  in  mid  air — a  black  speck  amid  the  amber  glory  of 
the  twilight  sky — as  if  on  the  outlook  for  the  dead  wedder  or 
other  carrion  that  might  be  lying  in  some  moss-hole  or  mountain 
bum. 

"  By  Jove,  this  place  w  well  named  the  Lonewoodlee,  for  it 
could  not  well  be  lonelier !"  thought  Cyril,  as  he  rode  into  the 
thicket  of  trees.  There  was  no  obstruction,  for  the  enclosure 
or  boundarv,  once  a  dry  stone  dyke,  had  fallen  down,  and  all  the 
place  was  bare  and  open.  He  threw  the  bridle  of  his  horse 
over  a  branch,  and,  as  the  twilight  deepened,  he  turned  very 
deliberately  tow£u:ds  the  mansion  on  foot,  and  as  he  did  so,  the 
rabbits  and  hares  flitted  before  him  from  among  the  deep  rank 


In  spite  of  the  coldness— almost  amountinff  to  hostility — 
between  tiieir  families,  Cyril  Wedderbum  and  Mary  Lennox 
loved  each  other  dearly.  He  had  met  her  from  time  to  time  at 
races  and  country  balls,  occasionally  in  the  houses  of  mutual 
friends.  These  meetings  had  not  always  been  pleasant,  for 
Utterly  they  were  at  times  the  result  of  contrivance,  as  Mr. 
lienoox,  from  the  peculiarities  of  his  temper,  would  not  have 
heard  of  this  intimacy  with  patience. 

On  the  other  hand,  Cyril  was  dependent  on  his  father  for  hii 
allowance — ^no  man  can  live  on  his  pay  in  any  regiment  now,  so 
least  of  all  was  it  possible  in  the  Koyal  Fusileers ;— and  while 
her  father  lived,  Mary,  under  any  circumstances,  could  not  think 
of  marriage,  and  so  some  three  years  of  a  secret  and  undecided 
^igagement  between  these  young  people  had  slipped  away  at 
fhe  period  when  this  story  opens. 

C^ril  did  not  enter  the  desolate  looking  courtyard,  lest  he 
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might  be  seen  by  either  of  the  two  female  domestics  who  no-wr 
composed  the  sorely  reduced  household  of  Oliver  Lennox.  All 
was  silent  in  the  empty  stables  and  ruined  coach-house,  and 
the  entire  place  looked  gloomy  in  the  extreme  to  the  eyes  of  tho 
young  officer,  accustomed  tK>  his  father's  more  spacious  and 
magnificent  mansion,  with  its  great  oriels  of  plate-glass,  and  he 
signed  when  he  thought  of  Mary. 

Suddenly,  through  an  open  window  on  the  second  story,  there 
came  the  swelling  notes  of  a  beautiful  and  tender  soprano  voice 
— a  girl's— as  she  sang  the  grand  old  Christmas  hymn,  accom- 
panying herself  upon  a  piano,  which,  though  a  fine  one,  was 
nevertheless  somewhat  old-fashioned  and  not  exactly  a  grand 
trichord. 

"  Poor  thing !  God  bless  her  kind  heart !  she  is  singing  to  the 
old  man,"  said  Cyril,  while  he  listened  intently,  with  bis  head 
reclined  agjdnst  the  wall,  as  if  to  absorb  every  sound.  "  So  my 
little  fairy  sings  in  Latin !" 

^'Adcstefideles, 

Lieti  triumphantof ; 
Venifce,  venite  in  Bethlehem : 

Natum  Tidete 

Begem  angeloram: 

Vonite  adoremus, 

Vcnite  adoremus, 
Venito  adoremus  Dominum." 

It  was  a  strange  song  for  a  young  girl ;  but,  in  fancy,  Cjrril 
could  see  the  old  man  listening,  and  perhaps  beating  time  with 
his  fingers  on  the  coverlet  or  pillow  of  his  bed,  as  he  was  soothed 
away  to  sleep.  The  notes  pealed  out  on  the  calm  evening  air 
with  a  starthng  effect,  each  one  stirring  a  chord  in  the  loving 
heart  of  the  listener  without  •  for  as  his  own  soul— yea,  and 
dearer  than  his  own  soul — did  ne  love  the  singer,  who,  after  a 
pause,  dashed  into  a  plaintive  little  Scottish  song,  and  then, 
quite  as  suddenly,  into  the  beautiful  solo,  Gvjus  animam^  from, 
the  "  Stabat  Mater"  of  Rossini. 

At  last  she  ceased.  He  heard,  or  thoujght  he  heard,  the  plane 
closed  softly ;  and  in  a  minute  more,  with  her  eyes  beaming, 
her  damask  cheek  glowing  with  pleasure,  as  she  threw  up  the 
veil  of  her  smart  little  hat,  Mary  Lennox  gUded  round  the 
corner  of  the  Tower,  with  her  cloak  on  and  her  httle  hands  in 
her  muff. 

"  At  last,  my  darHnc— at  last  we  meet !"  said  Cyril,  as  he 
drew  one  of  her  hands  through  his  arm,  and  believing  that  no 
human  eye  saw  or  ear  heard  them,  led  her  into  a  denser  and 
darker  portion  of  the  grove  that  grew  about  her  old  paternal 
home. 

"I  have  been  singing  to  poor  papa." 

**  So  I  thought,  Mary ;  and  he  is  now  asleep^'        i 
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"Yes,*  replied  Mary  Lennox,  "with  a  bright  smile ;  for  her 
meetings  with  Cyril,  though  stolen  and  hasty,  were  the  only 
bright  spots  in  the  usuallv  dreary  tenor  of  her  life,  and  she 
looked  up  at  her  lover  admiringly  and  tenderly.  His  rough 
suit  of  tweed,  his  grey  round  felt  hat,  and  scarlet  shirt,  very 
open  at  the  neck,  became  his  style  of  manly  beauty  well,  and 
showed  that  he  belonged  to  the  class  of  society  which  can 
affect  and  afford  so  simple  and  careless  a  mode  of  costume. 
"There  is  no  word  of  your  leave  being  cancelled?" 
**Non^  dearest" 

"  Thaak  God  for  that !"  exclaimed  the  girl,  as  she  clasped  her 
hands. 

"  Four  whole  days  have  passed,  my  Mary,  and  yet  I  have  not 
seen  you  !"  said  Cyril,  half  reproachfully,  while  he  drew  her 
dose  to  him,  gathenng  her  fondly  and  gracefully  to  his  breast 
"  My  poor  papa  has  been  so  iD,"  she  urged,  as  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  and  her  head  sank  wewily,  yet  confidently,  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  I  regret  to  hear  it    Poor  old  man  !    I  wonder  if  he  will 
ever  receive  me  V 
"  It  would  madden  him,  the  very  thought  of  doing  so,  Cyril.*' 
"  This  sentiment  is  very  foolish." 

**  He  has  neither  forgotten  nor  forgiven  that  last  imhappy  dis- 
pute about  your  claim  of  pasturage  on  the  lower  part  of  the  Lee." 
"  Bother  the  Lee  !    The  ba^et  of  grapes  and  peaches  I  sent 

from  the  hothouse ** 

"They  came;  thanks,  darling  Cyril;  but  papa  suspected 
some  friend's  kindness--;^y  he  called  it — and  the  fruit  was 
thrown  to  the  dog  in  the  yard.** 
"FoUy  again." 

"  It  is  restless  pride,  Cyril ;  the  pride  that  fights  with 
poverty,"  pleaded  Mary,  witn  a  sigh. 

CyrU  regarded  her  anxiously.  He  could  perceive  that  much 
of  her  girlish  simpHcity  was  passing  away :  that  there  was  a 
sadness  in  her  eyes,  and  about  her  whole  demeanour  a  more 
womajily  grace  pernaps  ;  but  she  was  growing  paler  and  thinner 
in  her  brattle  with  life—a  hfe  that  womd  have  been  utterly  cold, 
hard,  and  cheerless,  but  for  the  ray  of  hght  his  love  was 
shedding  on  it. 

"Our  households  imagine  us  to  be  but  cold  and  distant 
acquaintances,  if  even  so  much  as  that.  Could  they  but  peep 
in  here  and  see  us  now"  said  he,  as  he  covered  her  Httle  face 
with  kisses  ;  for  Cyril  was  merely  supposed  to  lift  his  hat  in  the 
simplest  courtesy  to  Mary,  if  he  passed  her  on  the  highway  or 
at  church,where  she  could  go  but  seldom  now,  in  consequence  of 
her  father's  ill-health,  and  as  for  their  carriage  and  horses,  they 
h^  long  become  things  of  the  pq^. 
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^OIi,  it  is  a  great  horror  to  me,  Cyril,  to  be  separated  as  we 
are."  she  began. 

"As  we  are  supposed  to  be,  you  mean,  Mary  dear.*' 

"  And  to  meet  as  we  do  by  stealth,  practising  such  din- 
simulation." 

"  It  is  intensely  absurd  that  I,  a  Captain  in  the  Line,  a  fellow 
who  has  been  eight  years  in  the  service,  should  stoop  to  it." 

"  Unless  for  my  sake,  love  V* 

"  True,  Mary,  true.  What  would  I  not  do  for  your  sake,  my 
sweet  pet  r 

"  But  it  is  degrading  to  us  both,  and  where  will  it  end  T  she 
said,  plaintively. 

"  It  shall  end  when  we  are  married,  darling.  Oh,  Mary ! 
nightly  my  dreams  are  of  you,  and  daily  my  thoughts.  You 
seem  thus  to  be  ever  near  me,  with  me,  and  by  me  !" 

"  Oh,  Cyril,  it  is  very  good  of  you  to  love  me  so." 

"Who  could  help  loving  you  T  was  the  enthusiastic  response. 

"  Your  mamma  does  not,"  said  she,  smiling ;  "  and  neither 
does  Sir  John ;  so  how  much  would  they  hate  me  did  they 
really  know  all." 

A  gesture  of  impatience  escaped  Cynl. 

"  I  must  and  shall  end  all  this  by  declaring  our  engagement ; 
and  should  my  allowance  be  cut  on,  which  I  can  scarcely  antici- 
pate, I  can  exchange  into  an  Indian  regiment,  and  maintain  my 
wife  as  other  men  do." 

"  But  my  poor  papa  V 

"  True  ;  and  then,  I  am  under  orders  now  for  the  East  f 

"  We  are  very  unfortunate,"  said  Mary,  while  her  tears  fell 
fast. 

"  How  unlucky  that  Mr.  Lennox  and  Sir  John  have  been  at 
cross-purposes  so  often,  in  courts  of  law,  at  public  meetings, 
elections,  and  county  matters,  actually  about  the  very  mode  of 
hunting  with  the  county  pack.  Never  were  two  men  more 
antagonistic  •  yet  is  it  not  strange  that — that " 

"  We  should  love  each  other  so  tenderly.  Is  that  what  you 
were  about  to  say,  Cyril]" 

"Yes,  Mary  darling." 

"  But  what  would  they  say  if  they  knew  of  our  meeting  thus  T 

"Why  torment  yourself  by  thinking  of  itl  Your  father 
would  storm  finely,  I  doubt  not ;  mine  be  loftily  indignant  •  and 
as  for  my  lady  mother,  it  would  be  a  case  of  hysterics  and  sal- 
volatile.  But  I  do  not  see  why  their  silly  views  should  ruin 
our  peace,  Mary." 

"Ah,  did  Sir  John  but  know  how  weak  and  feeble  my  poor 
papa  is  now,  that  his  ebbiuj^  life  is  only  a  matter  of  time,  he 
would  surely  come  over  and  forgive  him  aU." 

Cyril  scarcely  thought  so,  all  the  more  when  he  remembered 
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the  rich  young  cousin  who  was  to  arrive  so  shortly  at  Willow- 
dean  ;  but  he  looked  silently  into  Marjr's  eyes  of  violet-blueL 
they  were  brimming  with  tears,  and  her  face  wore  a  sad  and 
wistful  expression.  Perhaps  she  was  marvelling  how  it  wooid 
be  with  her  when  all  was  over — when  Cyril  was  before  the 
enemy,  and  that  parent,  so  beloved,  had  passed  away. 
*'  Our  engagement  seems  wrong  without  the  consent  of  our 

Ets,"  she  murmured,  in  a  low  voice  ;  "  and  times  there  are: 
when — ^when  I  seek  to  school  myself  to  the  task  of 
ing  you." 
A  dark  and  startled  expression  shot  over  the  fine  face  of 
Captain  Wedderbum  for  a  moment,  for  somehow -he  connected 
this  innocent  speech  with  the  idea  of  Chesters  ;  but  shrinking 
from  putting  his  thoughts  in  words,  he  merely  said — 

"  Your  father  might  well  forgive  me  lot  loving  you,  Mary,  if 
he  would  remember  how  I  earned  oflF  your  brother's  body  in  the 
face  of  the  enemy,  after  making  a  rally  and  charce  with  the 
bayonet  at  the  head  of  my  own  company,  or  rather  the  survivors 
of  it,  at  a  terrible  risk  and  under  a  ture  of  grape  from  the  brass 
guns  of  the  Sikhs.  He  might  remember,  too,  how  I  laid  the 
poor  lad  in  his  last  home,  a  lonely  grave  under  a  palm  tree, 
near  the  banks  of  the  Sutledge." 

"  Alas  !  he  remembers  nothing  coherently ;  and  there  are 
periods  when  he  actually  thinks  that  Harry  yet  lives,  and  in 
moaning  terms  he  entreats  him  to  approach  the  bed  and  take 
his  hand.'' 

"  And  you  have  neither  seen  nor  met  any  of  my  family  during 
my  last  absence  with  the  regiment,  MaryT 
**No  ;  and  it  is  better  that  I  have  not  done  so." 
"Oh!  why,  Mary  r 
"  Fearing  your  retuim,  I  suppose,  or  that  your  brother  Robert 

might  fall  m  love  with  me " 

"  Why,  Mary,  Robert  is  a  mere  boy !" 
"  He  is  about  nineteen  j  and  boys  of  nineteen  fall  in  love 
sometimes,"  said  Mary,  smiling; 
"Well,  darling,  well r 

"Fearing  the  result  of  these  contingencies,  your  mother  has 
slighted  and  put  many  an  affront  on  me.  Pardon  me  for  saying 
so,  dearest  Cyril,  but  I  cannot  forget  that  my  father,  though 
poor,  is  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee." 
Cyril  Wedderbum  struck  his  heel  upon  the  ground  angrily. 
"My  own  Mary,"  said  he,  "this  style  of  thing  is  utterly 
absurd ;  it  is  like  the  romance  of  a  family  feud,  Romeo  and 
JuHet — Montague  and  Capidet,  reproduced  by  an  irritable  old 
gentleman  and  a  match-making  woman  who  thinks  no  woman 
good  enou|^  io£  her  eldest  son." 
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"  You  don't  know  my  papa,"  said  Mary,  plaintively,  and  yet 
resentfully. 

"  I  do.  I  know  him  to  be  rash,  extravagant,  fiery,  and  pas- 
sionate ;  but  pardon  me,  dearest,  I  must  not  forget  how  dearly 
I  love  his  daughter." 

"  Cyril,"  said  the  girl,  earnestly,  "reared  as  you  have  happily 
been  amid  the  ease  and  affluence  of  your  own  family,  you  know 
not  the  curse  of  being  a  poor  gentleman." 

"  Don't  I,  by  Jove !  when  bits  of  blue  paper  come  back, 
protested  or  unaccepted,  and  the  Colonel  and  Paymaster  look 
grave !" 

**  As  I  said  befor^  I  know  not  how  all  this  will  end.  I  only 
know,  that  irritated  by  losses,  by  poverty,  and  quarrels,  how 
unforgiving  my  poor  papa  has  become  ;  how  implacable  ;  and 
that  without  some  reconciliation  with  Sir  John,  I  never  could 
dare  to  speak  of— of " 

"Ofmef 

"  Of  that  which  is  the  only  happiness  of  my  life— our  engage- 
ment :  and  my  heart  bleeds  and  upbraids  me  for  deceiving  him, 
when  lying  thus  on  what  may  prove  his  deathbed !" 

Cyril  did  not  reply,  for  his  lios  were  pressed  to  those  of  Mary, 
and  her  tears  wei:e  mingled  witn  their  kisses. 

"  Situated  as  we  are,  CyriL  our  engagement  may  bo  a  long 
one ;  that  I  don't  mind,  as  I  could  never  leave  papa  in  his 
present  state  ;  but  then  it  may  be  a  hopeless  one  for  me — ^that 
IS,  papa  and  I  are  so  poor,  so  very  poor !  You  do  not  know  the 
struggle  we  have  with  the  world,  for  all  his  land  is  gone,  save 
the  patch  the  old  Tower  stands  on." 

"  It  is  a  cruel  and  bitter  world,"  said  Cyril  (though  he,  a 
favourite  of  fortune,  had  not  found  it  so),  "and  you,  my  tender 
Mary,  are  a  deuced  deal  too  good  for  it. 

**  AU  are  not  bad  or  bitter  though  ;  there,  even  Chesters  of 
Chesterhaugh " 

"  What  of  him  f  asked  Cyril,  sharply. 

"Finding  me  weeping  one  day  about  a  bill  of  papa's  that 
had  become  due  when  we  had  not  a  shilling  to  meet  it,  he — 
he '' 

"  Took  it  up,  I  suppose  V^ 

"  Yes,  Cyril ;  he  lifted  a  load  off  my  heart  by  doing  so  /  but 
I  dislike  being  under  sn  obligation  to  any  one— to  him  least  of 
alL- 

"  And  this  bill,  what  was  the  amount  T  asked  Cyril,  gloomily. 

"  A  two  hundred  pounds  bill,  CyriL" 

**  Why  did  you  not  write  to  me  ?*' 

"  I  did  not  like  to  do  so,"  she  replied,  blushing. 

"  Had  you  not  faith  in  me  T  be  asked,  impetuously. 
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**  Yes,  love  ;  but  not  in  myself.  What  sound  is  that  T  she 
added,  starting  from  his  arms. 

"  Only  the  hoofs  of  a  horse  on  the  highway,"  said  he,  and  as 
they  listened  the  sound  died  rapidly  away  on  the  evening  air. 

They  had  been  quite  unaware,  so  absorbed  were  they  m  each 
other,  that  in  the  twilight  gloom  and  under  the  shadow  of  a 
great  larch-tree,  a  third  person  had  been  lurking  and  listening  • 
one  who,  when  he  saw  their  lips  meet,  had  involuntarily  raisea 
his  hand  and  loaded  hunting-whip,  and  with  an  unuttered  male- 
diction— all  the  deeper  for  being  voiceless,  on  his  cruel  white 
lips— had  stolen  away,  mounted  his  horse,  which,  like  Cyril's, 
was  concealed  in  the  thicket,  and  galloped  off. 

This  lurker  was  no  other  than  Kalpn  Eooke  Chesters,  who, 
intending  to  visit  Mary  in  passing  homeward  from  the  county 
town,  had  been  compelled  to  depart,  with  his  heart  full  of 
jealousy  and  his  head  scheming  vengeance. 

And  now,  after  a  few  more  tendernesses,  Cyril  bethought  him 
of  his  dinner  engagement. 

"  I  shall  get  that  bill  out  of  Chesters'  hands,  if  I  can,"  said 
he ;  "  one  never  can  tell  the  use  to  which  he  may  put  such  a 
document,  and  now  good-bye,  my  darling.  At  noon  to-morrow 
look  for  me  here ;  and  at  twelve  to-night  look  at  your  ring  and 
think  of  me,  for  at  the  same  moment  of  time  I  shall  turn  to 
mine  and  think  of  you.** 

They  separated,  and  Mary  lingered  by  the  Tower-gate  till  the 
last  sound  of  the  bay  hunter's  hoofs  died  away  in  the  distance, 
and  then  she  stole  on  tiptoe  back  to  the  bedside  of  her  sleeping 
father.  She  had  been  with  Cyril  barely  an  hour,  and  as  if  it 
had  been  five  minutes  only,  had  that  delightful  hour  sped 
away. 

♦  #  *  *  * 

'  Punctually  at  twelve  that  night  the  girl  looked  at  her  ring 
and  murmured  the  name  of  her  lover,  while  a  beautiful  smile 
spread  over  her  soft  pale  face,  for  she  was  full  of  romance  and 
enthusiasm. 

"  The  dear  fellow ;  he  is  now  thinking  of  me !"  she  whispered 
to  herself,  as  she  laid  her  tiny  watch  on  the  table  in  the  dressing 
closet,  one  of  the  four  little  turrets,  and  proceeded  to  let  down 
the  masses  of  her  rich  brown  hair  prior  to  arranguig  it  for  the 
night ;  but  ere  the  minute  hand  had  gone  many  seconds  beyond 
the  hour  of  twelve  a  distant  sound  came  to  her  ear — a  sound 
that  rapidly  grew  louder. 

It  was  the  clanking  of  hoofs,  as  a  horse  in  mad  career  swept 
along  the  hard  beaten  pathway  near  the  Tower.  The  heart  of 
Mary  beat  faster,  she  scarcely  knew  why ;  she  threw  open  the 
Httle  window  of  the  turret  and  looked  out  upon  the  starry  but 
moonless  night,  and  as  she  did  so  the  cry  of  a  man  in  distress 
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or  terror  came  plainly  upward  to  her  listening  ear^  and  when 
dying  away  on  the  wind  it  sounded  strangely  like  the  voice  of 
C^rril  Wedderbum. 

But  after  a  time  she  put  aside  that  idea  as  too  absurd !  Would 
he,  a  finished  horseman,  ride  like  a  madcap  at  that  break-neck 
pace,  and  utter  a  •shout  like  a  tipsy  brawler  on  passing  Lone- 
woodlee  ? 

And  yet,  she  knew  not  why,  she  felt  unhappy  about  the 
circumstance ;  and  this  anxiety  increased  when  the  following 
day  passed,  and  the  subsequent  evening ;  and  yet  she  saw  or 
heard  nothing  of  Cyril  Wedderbum. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 

SUSPENSE  AND  BREAD. 

At  noon  on  the  morrow,  the  time  he  had  promised  to  come, 
she  looked  for  Cyril  from  the  turret  window  of  her  room,  which 
commanded  an  extensive  view  of  the  road  that  wound  through 
the  grassy  and  pastoral  district  From  that  turret  window  and 
along  the  same  road  had  more  than  one  ancestress  of  Mary 
looked  for  her  husband  returning  from  the  Scottish  wars,  in 
the  times  of  Cromwell,  Montrose,  and  Dundee,  and  looked  in 
vain. 

Through  her  lorgnette  Mary  studied  every  figure  that  ap- 
proachea  on  foot  or  horseback ;  there  were  not  many,  perhai)s 
three  or  four  only,  during  the  entire  day ;  but  there  was  no 
appearance  of  Cyru  Wedderbum,  either  mounted  on  his  favourite 
bay  hunter  or  afoot  with  rod  and  gun. 

So  for  that  day  the  thicket  was  unvisited  ;  no  fond  whispers 
were  uttered  under  the  old  larch-tree,  and  when  midnight  came 
she  looked  at  her  ring  as  on  the  preceding  night  in  the  vague 
hope  that  he  might  be  doing  the  same,  and  thinking  of  her^ 
wherever  he  might  be. 

Three  days— to  Mary,  long,  anxious,  and  dreary  days — passed 
away.  Knowing  that  his  leave  of  aosence  from  the  Fusileers 
was  so  short,  she  grudged  every  hour  he  spent  with  others,  when 
he  passed  so  few  with  her,  and  now  a  new  source  of  terror 
occurred.  Had  the  war  broken  out  suddenly,  and  Cyril's  leave 
been  cancelled]  But  surely  he  would  have  written,  and  how- 
ever sudden  his  departure,  should  have  made  an  enort  to  see 
and  to  bid  her  farewell 

Was  he  ill  1  That  was  not  improbable,  as  for  three  days  now 
the  parochial  Sangrado,  Doctor  Squills,  had  not  been  near 
Lonewoodlee ;  but  then  she  knew  that  such  rich  folks  as  those 
at  Willowdean  would  depend  more  on  the  greater  medical 
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tal^t,  for  which  they  could  telegraph  at  any  moment  to  the 
metropolis. 

She  was  in  an  agony  of  suspense  ;  their  residence  was  not  a 
cheerful  place,  so  visitors  were  few  and  far  between,  and  she 
could  learn  no  tidings  of  the  only  other  being  whom,  beside 
her  father,  she  loved  on  eartL 

On  the  fourth  day,  one  of  her  domestics,  Alison  Home,  an 
elderly  woman,  who  had  noticed  her  feverish  anxiety  without 
suspecting  its  cause,  announced  that  a  person  on  horseback  was 
anproacmng  the  house — coming  indeed  at  a  gallop  over  the  Lee. 
Then  Mary  rushed  to  her  windoWj  only  to  be  disappointed,  as 
she  recognised  at  once,  not  Cynl  Wedderburn  on  Ms  long- 
stepping  himter,  but  tne  rather  awkward  figure  of  Doctor 
Squills,  on  his  barrel-shaped  Galloway  cob. 

The  Doctor  was  a  suave,  well-meaning,  fair,  florid,  and 
passably  good-looking  man,  about  thirty-five  or  forty  y;ears 
of  age,  anxious  to  please  all,  and  to  spread  the  practice  in  a 
district  where  the  people  were  so  healthy,  that,  save  for  his 

Sarochial  salary,  and  one  or  two  retired  Bengalees  with  large 
vers  and  purses,  he  must  have  starved,  his  patrons  being  as 
few  as  his  patients.  Mr.  Lennox  was  certainly  a  permanent, 
but  far  from  a  lucrative  one ;  yet  the  Doctor  was  kind  and 
attentive,  all  the  more  so  that  he  had  naturally  a  secret  desire 
to  stand  well  in  Mary's  estimation,  and  whenever  he  visited 
Lonewoodlee,  he  almost  unconsciously  made  a  more  careful 
toilette  than  usual 

She  received  him  with  a  genuine  smile  of  welcome  in  the 
gloomy  little  dining-room,  with  its  deeply  embayed  windows,  • 
Its  dingy  old  family  portraits,  the  two  great  horsehair  sofas  and 
veteran  chairs  and  tables,  of  the  shabbiness  of  which,  by  long 
use  and  wont,  she  had  ceased  to  be  ashamed,  though  the  pre- 
tentious coat-armorial  of  the  Lennoxes  was  carved  in  stone 
above  the  fireplace,  at  the  richly  moulded  jambs  of  which  there 
still  hung  on  each  side  those  steel  chains  by  which  the  fireirons 
were  secured  in  the  good  old  Scottish  times,  when  guests  would 
quarrel  over  their  cups,  and  if  their  swords  were  left  in  the  hall, 
were  wont  to  enforce  their  arguments  with  the  poker  and  shovel, 
if  not  thus  secured  to  the  wall. 

"By  that  bright  smile  I  augur  well  of  my  patient,  Miss 
Lomoxf  said  Doctor  Squills,  taking  Mail's  hand  between  his 
own,  patting  it  the  while,  and  seeming  very  much  disposed  to 
retain  it  as  ne  seated  himself,  for  it  was  a  lovely  little  hand 
indeed. 

"Thanks,  Doctor  Squills— papa  has  been  singularly  easy  and 
free  from  pain  for  three  days  past,"  replied  Mary,  making  an 
effort  to  retain  her  impatience  for  some  news  of  the  oute? 
wodd. 
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"  That  is  good— very  good.  The  composing  draught  taken  as 
usual,  I  suppose  T 

"Ail  according  to  your  orders.  I  am  a  good  little  nurse,  I 
hope,"  said  Mary,  with  a  smile  and  a  sigh. 

There  was  a  pause,  and  then  the  Doctor  said, 

"You  have  heard  the  great  news,  of  course.  Miss  Lennox  1 
but  we'll  talk  of  it  after  i  have  seen  your  papa.  Is  he  awake 
just  now  r 

"  Yes,"  said  Maiy  in  a  breathless  voice,  for  the  idea  of  "news'* 
terrified  her,  and  she  seemed  as  one  frozen,  while  the  Doctor, 
after  leisurely  depositing  his  hat  and  gloves  on  the  table,  where 
with  trembling  hands  she  was  placing  a  decanter  of  wine,  and 
cake  of  her  own  making  from  an  antiqpe  buffet— with  his 
bland  smile  of  professional  sympathy  and  jaunty  step,  took  the 
waywhich  he  knew  so  well,  to  the  bedchamber  of  Mr.  Lennox. 

What  "  news''  had  the  Doctor  %  was  it  of  war  and  peril,  of 
hasty  departure,  of  sickness  or  sorrow,  of  joy  and  triumph,  or 
what  ?  The  Doctor  knew  nothing  of  her  interest  in  Cyru  ;  so, 
could  he  be  referred  to  ? 

Poor  girl !  she  was  not  left  long  in  suspense,  for  the  Doctor 
soon  came  sliding  in  with  the  same  jaimty  air,  saying — 

"Pulse  regular,  head  cool,  breathing  good.  Complaining 
of  appetite  too  ;  capital !  Give  him  any  reasonable  thing  he 
may  wish.  Strength  must  be  kept  up  at  his  years,  you  know, 
Miss  Lennox — at  his  years  especially. ' 

"  And  you  think  papa  better  to-day  V* 

"  Indubitably  so — ^beyond  my  expectations.* 

"  Thank  God  for  that !"  said  Mary,  fervently. 

It  was  only  a  brief  rally  before  the  great  catastrophe ;  but 
the  good-hearted  Doctor  had  not  yet  the  courage  to  tell  her  so. 

"  You  spoke  of  news,  Doctor  T  said  she. 

"Ah— sad—sad— very  sad,  indeed!  Those  poor  folks  are 
greatly  to  be  pitied." 

"Who— where  r 

"  The  family  at  WiUowdean.* 

"  Pitied  for  what  T  exclaimed  Mary,  starting  as  she  grasped 
with  a  white  and  trembling  hand  the  arm  of  the  sofa  on  wmch 
she  sat. 

"The  awful  loss^which  they  have  too  evidently  sustained,** 
said  the  Doctor,  pouring  out  a  glass  of  poor  Mary  s  indifferent 
sherry,  as  he  remembered  that  he  had  a  ten  miles  ride  over  the 
hills  before  him. 

"What  loss?  what  has  happened  1  Oh,  tell  me,  tell  me, 
Doctor,  for  the  love  of  Heaven ! 

"Is  it  possible  that  you  have  not  heard  what,  now,  all  in  the 
county  know  r 

••Kq— no— no;  I  have  heard  nothing,"  said  Mary,  wringing 
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her  hands  piteously,  while  her  dilated  eyes,  her  blanched 
visage,  and  quivering  lip  betrayed  a  depth  of  emotion  for  v^hich 
the  JDoetor,  who  knew  of  the  coolness  between  the  families, 
totally  failed  to  account.    "  What  do  you  mean  %"  she  added. 

"The  disappearance — ^the  death,  no  doubt— of  young  Captain 
Wedderbum,  Sir  John's  heir  apparent,  the  heir  to  so  fme  a 
property,  and  a  title  amon^  the  oldest  of  our  Nova  Scotian 
Daronets — and  vdth  a  rich  vnfe  in  prospect  too — one  we  hear 
worth  half  a  million  of  money.  It  is  a  great  and  unparalleled 
calamity,  and  his  family  are  plunged,  as  you  may  well  suppose,  in 
the  prof  oundest  a£9iction — ^tne  affliction  of  the  wealthy  and  noble 
is  always  profound,  it  would  seem,  to  judge  from  editorial  sym- 
pathy— ^and  to  be  in  depth  far  beyond  anything  that  the  middle 
class  or  poor  folks  can  have  any  idea  of,"  added  the  Doctor, 
with  a  sigh,  which  was  perhaps  induced  more  by  cynical 
repining  than  pure  sjnnpathy,  as  ne  drank  his  sherry,  and  then 
turned  to  Mary,  and  saw,  with  some  amazement  and  alarm,  her 
crashed  and  wooegone  aspect. 

I* Disappearance—deatii r  she  thought.  "Oh,  what  does 
this  mean  1  Do  I  hear  aright  ?  Am  I  mad,  asleep,  or  dreaming  ]" 
"  I  see.  my  dear  Miss  Lennox,  that  your  tender  susceptibilities 
are  greatly  shocked ;  but  I  can  only  tell  you  what  I  heard,  and 
what  the  local  papers  of  this  morning  contain  ;  but  first,  take  a 
^ass  of  wine,  and  thea listen  to  me.  Take  it  pray,  nay,  you 
must,"  and  the  kind  Doctor  forced  her  to  swallow  that  which 
nearly  choked  her,  and  then  resumed  in  his  chirruping,  gossipy 
manner,  "*  the  terrible  catastrophe '  happened  thus — on  Wed- 
nesday last — ^let  me  see,  was  it  Wednesday  or  Thursday  J" 

"Wednesday,  I  suppose.  Go  on,  in  the  name  of  mercy!" 
said  Mary,  in  a  voice  all  unlike  her  own ;  the  rich  chord  was 
gone,  and  a  cracked  unearthly  sound  now  remained. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  Miss  Lennox,  it  was  on  Wednesday,  for  the 
Bcmnck  Warder  has  it  so — Captain  Wedderbum  dined  vrith  that 
gay  man  of  the  world  (rather  too  gay  he  is),  Captain  Chesters, 
at  the  Haugh,  but  did  not  return  home.  His  non-appearance 
at  breakfast  next  morning — ^though  Mr.  Asloane  rang  the  great 
bouse-bell  thrice — created  no  alarm  among  the  family,  as  it  was 
supposed  he  had  remained  overnight  with  his  new  sporting 
friend  and  would  probably  turn  up  ah/mt  luncheon  time; 
thouffh  as  Chesters  was  only  a  recent  acquaintance,  it  excited 
a  HtUe  surprise  at  Willowdean  that  Captain  Wedderbum  would 
tax  his  hospitality.  That  I  learned  from  Mr.  Asloane  himself, 
as  I  had  to  ride  over  to  see  one  of  the  laundry-maids  who  hac* 

a  whitlow,  which  I  treated  successfully  by '* 

"  Oh,  go  on — go  on,  I  implore  you  r 

"It  was  on  her  right  thumb — ^well,  you  are  impaticxit,  I  sec 
Aft^  <^  time  a  whisper  came  of  his  navintr  lert  Chesterhsragb 
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before  midniglit  on  Wednesday.  This  was  alarming.  If  so» 
where  had  he  been  for  these  twelve  hours  past?  The  butler 
tame  to  Lady  Wedderbum  at  the  usual  hour  about  orders  for 
\he  carriage,  or  horses  for  riding ;  they  were  both  postponed, 
and  the  luncheon  was  delayed.  Master  Bobert,  his  cousin, 
Lieutenant  Ramornie,  old  Asloane,  all  the  gamekeepers,  gar- 
deners, and  grooms ;  even  Sir  John,  and  the  Master  of  Ernes- 
cleugh,  with  all  his  people,  proceeded  to  beat  the  woods, 
shrubberies,  the  parlr,  and  all  the  roads,  but  did  so  in  vain. 
No  traces  of 'the  Captain  were  discovered  until  yesterday,  when 
a  hat — a  grey  felt  wide-awake,  known  to  be  his — ^was  found 
at  Buncle-edge,  and  his  silver-mounted  whip  at  Falaknowe, 
about  a  mile  further  eastward.  There  were  no  traces  of  blood, 
however.  Pardon  me,  for  I  seem  to  shock  you :  but  last  night 
the  daiiest  tidings  of  all  came  from  Lady  Juliana  Emescleugh. 
A  horse  known  to  be  his,  a  fine  bay  hunter  with  black  fetlocks, 
which  he  had  purchased  from  her  son  the  Master,  was  found 
by  some  of  the  Dunbar  fishermen  sorely  bruised,  battered, 
and  drowned,  with  saddle-girths  reversed,  beside  the  rocky 
cleugh-or  beach,  somewhere  near  Fast  Castle.  So  what  has 
happened,  how  he  has  perished  or  by  what  means,  and  as  to 
where  his  body  may  be  lying,  whether  on  the  land  or  in  the 
sea,  we  are  as  yet  helplessly  and  hopelessly  in  the  dark.  It  is 
a  terrible  and  melancholy  catastrophe,  and  affects  you  deeply, 
I  see,  my  dear  young  lady.  I  know  not  whether  you  ever  saw 
Captain  Wedderbum,  but  he  was  one  of  the  finest  young  men 
in  the  Merse." 

As  the  Doctor  concluded  this  harrowing  story,  calmly  and 
quietly,  but  unwittingly  dealing  death-stabs  in  her  heart,  poor 
Mary  Lennox  sank  quietly  back  with  eyes  closed  into  a  recess 
of  the  sofa ;  she  was  icy  cold,  and  but  for  his  presence  and 
the  means  he  took  to  recover  her,  by  forcing  her  to  take  more 
wine,  she  must  have  fainted. 

A  stupor  or  torpor  seemed  to  come  over  her.  She  became 
stunned,  blind,  and  almost  deprived  of  the  power  of  volition. 
She  knew  not  what  to  think  or  believe,  or  what  to  do.  Aware 
of  the  stem  necessity  for  keeping  up  appearances  and  for  pre- 
venting the  secrets  of  her  heart  from  becoming  patent  to  a 
stranger,  she  made  a  vehement  essay  to  start  up  and  question 
tJie  Doctor  again,  only  to  find  that  he  had  been  gone  for 
nearly  an  hour  and  she  had  known  it  not.  Neither  she  knew 
nor  cared  what  instmctions  regarding  herself  he  had  left  with 
her  two  startled  and  dismayed  domestics. 

She  only  knew  and  could  only  realize  that  her  lover,  her 
affianced  husband,  the  secret  husband  of  her  heart,  had 
perished  by  some  miserable  death,  whether  the  result  of  foul 
play  or  some  terrible  accident  she  might  never  know ;  and  now 
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the  reealied  with  grief  and  terror  how  she  had  heard  a  horse 
gallopiQg  madly  past,  when  she  looked  at  her  watch  on  that 
Sktai  Wednesday  at  midnight ;  and  the  wild  cry,  the  prompting, 
as  it  seemed,  oi  fear  or  of  despair,  that  came  upward  to  her  ear  * 
and  how  she  had  associated  that  cry  with  the  voice  of  C^il 
Wcdderbum ! 

And  his  horse  had  been  found  at  Emescleugh,  near  Fast 
Castle  (the  Wolfs  Craig  of  Scott's  romance),  and  she  knew  how 
fri^tfully  steep  the  rocks  are  there ! 

Her  kind,  her  handsome,  and  her  loving  0)rril !  Never  again 
would  his  strong  arm  caress  her  slender  waist,  or  his  love-lit 
eyes  gaze  tenderly  into  hers  ;  and  now  all  his  soft  and  loving 
ways  came  vividly  before  her,  mingled  with  a  dreadful  sense  of 
calamity  and  loss,  till  the  very  tears— tears  which  she  longed  to 
mingle  with  those  of  his  haughty  mother — almost  diok^  her 
as  she  lay  on  her  bed,  prostrate  on  her  face. 

On  Wednesday  she  had  seen  him  last,  and  this  was  Sunday 
fcH-enoon  :  she  could  hear  the  bells  for  service  ringing  in  the 
village  church  about  a  mile  distant  to  remind  her  of  me  fact, 
and  that  four  days— four  days  in  this  age  of  steam  and  tele- 
graphy had  elapsed  without  trace  or  tidings  of  her  lost  one  ! 

llien  she  became  suddenly  aware  that  her  father  was  ringing 
his  hand-bell  furiously,  and  was  q^uerulously,  even  peevishly, 
demanding  her  presence  for  something. 

Her  tears,  and  the  cause  of  them,  she  was  alike  compelled  to 
conceal ;  so  after  bathing  her  eyes  hurriedly,  she  tottered  away 
to  attend  him  as  usual 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

MARY'S  MISTAKE. 

She  r^etted  that  she  had  permitted  her  emotions  to  over- 

Sower  her  so  much  in  the  presence  of  the  Doctor,  and  that 
ence  he  had  been  allowed  to  depart  without  further  (questioning 
when  she  had  so  many  inquiries  to  make.  From  Ahson  Home 
and  her  other  domestic  she  could  gather  nothing,  save  that  on 
the  same  Wednesday,  at  midnight,  they  had  both  heard  the 
cwiMy-ridden  horse  pass  along  the  roadway,  and  also  the 
strange  cfy  of  the  rider. 

Could  it  be  possible,  she  was  ever  asking  of  herself,  that  they 
would  meet  no  more  ?  Never  more  in  the  thicket,  never  more 
at  the  stile  in  the  lane  at  the  end  of  the  Leel  that  she 
ihould  never  again  be  gathered  to  his  breast  so  kindly  and 
•0  tenderly! 
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Cyril's  love  had  made  her  very  happy ;  so  much  so  that  it 
ofteu  inspired  her  with  gratitude  to  God  for  blessing  her  so, 
and  no  shadow  had  ever  rested  upon  it,  save  the  secrecy  they 
were  compelled  to  practise,  as  they  hoped,  for  a  time  only,  and 
being  both  proudly  spirited,  they  had  felt  that  necessity  a 
degradation  and  source  of  irritation.  Now  all  that  and  the  love 
itself  had  passed  away,  and  a  cloud  of  thought  and  gloom  black 
as  midnight,  seemed  to  envelop  the  pale  gin  as  she  sat  alone  in 
the  little  chamber,  gazing  listlessly  at  the  sunlit  scenery,  and 
with  no  sound  in  her  ears  save  the  beating  of  her  heart. 

Oh,  had  her  brother  Harry  been  spared  to  her,  thought  she, 
Cyril's  friend  and  comrade  in  India,  how  diflFerently  might  she 
have  been  situated  !  How  she  longed  to  rush  to  Willowdean 
and  prosecute  inquiries  there,  but  dared  not  even  give  expression 
to  the  thought ! 

Only  lately  she  had  been  anticipating  in  dread  the  with- 
drawal or  expiry  of  his  short  leave  of  absence,  and  his 
departure  to  Turkey  with  the  proposed  Allied  Army.  Now  she 
felt  that  to  see  him  going  forth  even  to  face  the  perils  and 
chances  of  the  threatened  Russian  war  would  be  a  welcome 
exchange  for  the  present  doubt  and  horror  she  endured. 

All  that  day  no  food  passed  her  lips,  and  as  evening  drew  on 
the  dread  of  enduring  another  night  without  some  further  intelli- 
gence proved  too  much  for  her  grief  and  impatience ;  so  the 
craving  to  go  forth  and  inquire  personally— she  could  not  trust 
to  the  discretion  of  her  servants,  and  shrunk  instinctively  from 
their  morbid  surmises— became  so  strong,  that  on  findmg  her 
father  sleeping  calmly  and  peacefully  after  the  slight  repast  he 
deemed  a  dinner,  she  dressed  herself  in  haste  to  go  out— -but  for 
where  and  to  whom  were  her  next  thoughts  1 

The  nearest  house  was  Chesterhaugh  ;  it  was  little  more  than 
four  roiles  distant,  and  though  she  shrunk  from  the  idea  of  seeing 
or  beingjseen  by  Captain  Chesters,  she  resolved,  come  what  might, 
to  question  his  gatekeeper,  as  if  casually,  about  the  last  he  had 
seen  of  Cjrril  Wedderbum ;  for  as  the  coldness  between  the  two 
families  was  pretty  well  known  in  that  secluded  district,  she 
felt  assured  that  the  man  would  imagine  her  to  be  prompted 
by  the  merest  curiosity. 

As  she  set  forth  on  foot,  she  sighed  when  passing  the  empty 
coachhouse  and  the  stables  where  the  hoofs  of  horses  and  the 
rattle  of  their  stall  collars  were  heard  no  more.  She  was  young, 
active,  and  would  walk  the  distance  in  an  hour ;  yet  not  to 
repine  a  little  when  she  thought  of  all  that  should  and  might 
have  been,  was  perhaps  impossibla 

She  did  not  anticipate  that  the  gatekeeper  could  add  much 
to  the  alarming  details  already  furnished  by  the  Doctor,  yet  she 
longed  to  see  him  as  one  who,  however  humble,  had  been  the 
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last  wlio  looked  on  Cyril's  winninff  face  and  heard  his  cheerful 
voice  ;  moreover,  the  utter  solitude  of  her  home  had  proved  on 
this  day  intoleralsle.  She  dared  not  speak  of  the  occurrence 
to  her  father,  for  he  would  be  the  last  perhaps  to  express 
genuine  83rmpathy ;  so  the  desire  to  move  abroad,  to  speak  to 
some  one,  to  be  doing  anything  but  sitting  still  and  brooding, 
became  an  irresistibie  impulse. 

Full  of  her  own  thoughts  as  she  walked  on,  she  did  not 
perceive  how  stormy  clouds  had  enveloped  the  afternoon  sun ; 
that  the  dull  grey  mist  was  rolling  svnftly  along  the  grassv 
glens  and  upward  to  the  slopes  of  the  Lammermuirs.  and  v^ith 
now  melancholy  a  sound  the  wind  shook  in  gusts  tne  leafless 
trees  of  the  old  wood  near  the  Tower^  while  on  the  hill  sides 
the  shepherds  were  driving  fast  then:  flocks  to  the  thatdied 
bughts,  or  sheepf  old  in  sheltered  places.  Neither  was  she  aware 
that  her  chief  domestic,  old  Alison  Home,  was  looking  after  her 
with  mingled  admiration  and  compassion,  as  if  reamng  some- 
thing of  her  secret,  when  she  passed  out  upon  the  highway ;  for 
Marv  Lennox,  though  charming  at  times,  was  looking  unusually 
handsome,  graceful,  and  compact  in  her  smart  velvet  hat  and 
plume— the  wing  of  a  golden  pheasant  shot  for  her  by  Cyril — 
ner  caSa  and  mun  of  grey  Iceland  duck,  her  jacket  of  sealskin 
(imitation,  we  are  sorry  to  say),  her  veil  drawn  tightly  over  her 
pretty  face  and  ears,  and  her  skirts  looped  up,  less  to  show  the 
scarlet  petticoat,  taper  ancles,  and  balmorals,  than  for  activity, 
as  she  set  forth. 

Which  of  all  those  hoof-marks  she  could  trace  upon  the  road 
were  those  of  Cyril's  fatal  horse?  How  often  had  she  walked 
along  that  road  to  church  and  to  the  nearest  market  town  since 
th^  had  lost  their  carriage,  but  never  with  a  heart  so  heavy, 
and  with  such  a  sensation  of  being  benumbed  and  stupeflea 
with  grief. 

"Sorrow,  misery,  and  horror!"  she  muttered  from  time  to 
time.  "Oh  what  a  life  is  before  me  now !  Cyril,  Cyril  1"  and 
at  the  sound  of  his  name,  even  on  her  own  lips,  the  tears  rolled 
forth  beneath  the  closely  drawn  veil,  and  the  Uttle  hands  were 
wrung  convulsively  vrithin  her  muflT. 

Every  moment  she  thought  that  she  must  see  him  coming  to 
meet  her  j  it  seemed  impossible  that  he  could  be  thus  blotted 
out  of  existence  !  All  appeared  chaos  and  c6nf  usion  to  Mary  as 
she  walked  on ;  the  order  of  events  and  the  course  of  time 
seemed  to  be  auke  inverted. 

It  appeared  as  if  years  had  elapsed  since  she  had  last  seen 
Cyril— last  stood  in  his  dose  emorace  in  yonder  thicket,  and 
heard  his  loving  voice,  while  the  events  of  years  ago  seemed  to 
have  happened  yesterday ;  even  his  arrival  from  India,  when 
she  was  mudi  younger,  with  her  dead  brother's  sword  and 
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watch,  liis  rings  and  lock  of  hair,  and  the  happy  subsequent 
time  when  his  and  her  secret  intimacy  began.  Mow  much  had 
passed  since  then ;  they  were  lovers,  and  engaged,  so  solemnly 
too— and  now^the  mass  of  unnttered  thoughts  seemed  to  rend 
her  heart ! 

Circumstances  had  given  her  few  friends,  and  now  she  sorely 
felt  the  want  of  one. 

School  companions,  girls  from  town  and  elsewhere,  with  gay 
and  happy  home  circles,  had  occasionaUy  broken  the  monotony 
of  her  ule  by  becoming  her  guests ;  but  she  grew  painf uUy  con- 
scions  that  owing  to  the  dreary  seclusion  of  the  old  Tower, 
where  few  sounds  met  the  ear  save  the  bleating  of  sheep  or  the 
whistle  of  the  curlew,  and  also  from  her  father's  querulous 
eccentricity,  they  curtailed  their  visits,  and  seldom  or  never 
came  again.  Then,  as  he  ailed  so  frequently  and  aged  so  fast, 
she  could  not  accept  invitations  in  return,  even  those  given  by 
neighbours  so  near  as  Lady  Ernescleugh  and  others,  who  were 
disposed  to  be  kind  to  the  lonely  little  Chatelaine  of  Lone- 
woodlee. 

Ere  long  she  reached  the  handsome  iron  gate  and  grotesque 
little  lodge  of  Chesterhaugh,  beyond  which  she  could  seethe 
sweep  of  the  gravelled  approach  that  led  to  the  house.  The 
park  was  perfectly  bare  and  open  now,  as  the  thriftless  Captain 
had  long  since  converted  into  cash  every  tree  on  the  estate ; 
and  the  park  itself,  once  his  father's  pride,  was  now  let  to  a 
grazier  of  cattle. 

Mary  was  flushed  and  breathless  as  she  approached  the  gate. 
She  had  walked  very  quick  that  she  might  the  sooner  return, 
and  she  had  not  been  insensible  to  the  fast  increasing  coldness 
of  the  temperature,  the  howling  of  the  March  wind,  and  the 
gathering  of  dark  masses  of  cloud  in  the  east,  hastening,  or 
anticipating  by  nearly  an  hour  the  shades  of  evening. 

She  was  m  the  act  of  questioning  old  Tony  Heron,  the  lodge- 
keeper,  who  approached  her  respectfully  with  a  hand  at  his  hat, 
"  if  the  tidings  were  true  that  Captain  Wedderburn  " — ^how  her 
voioe  faltered  as  her  quivering  lips  pronounced  the  name — 
"  had  really  suffered  by  some  accident  after  leaving  Chester- 
haugh," when  the  sound  of  hoofs  struck  her  ear,  and  before  tiie 
man  could  fully  reply,  Captain  Chesters — in  nearly  the  same 
costume  in  which  he  had  breakfasted  at  Willowdean— dashed 
up,  accompanied  by  his  favourite  and  only  groom,  Billy  Trayner, 
to  whom  he  at  once  threw  the  reins  of  his  horse  on  dismounting. 

"  Good  morning.  Miss  Lennox,"  said  he,  lifting  his  hat  with 
profound  courtesy. 

"  It  is  evening,  rather,*'  said  Mary,  covered  with  confusion 
and  annoyance  by  this  unexpected  rencontre,  *'  and  I  must  not 
delay  lest  poor  papa  -    -'' 
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"  Ah !  to  be  sure  ;  bnt  the  old  gentleman  was  all  rights  fast 
asleep,  AlisoQ  told  me,  as  I  stopped  for  a  moment  at  the  Tower 
to  inquire  for  you  in  passing.  But  to  what  good  fairy  is  the 
humble  house  of  Chesterhaugh  indebted  for  the  honour  of  a 
visit  from  you.  Miss  Lennox,  and  alone  too  f*  he  added,  as  he 
led  her  very  deliberately  inside  the  gate,  which  the  keeper  shut; 
"and  you  have  no  demon  of  a  duenna  or  chaperon.  It  b^ts  cock- 
fighting,  'bangs  Banagher,'  as  CKGrady  of  ours  used  to  say." 

"You  make  me  feel  more  and  more  the  extreme  awkward- 
ness of  my  situation  by  this  banter,  Captain  Chesters,'*  said 
Afeir;  "but but '' 

"Out  with  it.  You  came  to  ask  about  young  Wedderbum  !** 
exclaimed  Chesters,  bluntly. 

"Yea,  sir,"  said  the  lodgekeeper  officiously;  "she  was  just 
asking  me  when  you  rode  up,  and  I  was  about  to  teU  her " 

"That  according  to  our  old  Scottish  proverb,  '  a  fu'  man  and 
a  fasting  horse  go  quickly  home' — but,  by  Jove !  Cyril  Wedder- 
bum went  rather  further  than  he  quite  reckoned  on.'* 

"I  ask  pardon^  sir,  but  I  think  you  are  wrong,"  said  the 
man,  touching  his  hat ;  "  the  Captain  was  not  the  worse  of 
wine,  though  his  horse  seemed  mad." 

"  How  the  devil  should  you  know  anything  about  it  1  Silence, 
Tony.P' 

"  I  let  him  out,  and  shut  the  gate." 

"  Then  diut  your  mouth  now,  or  speak  only  when  you  are 
spoken  to,"  said  the  Captain,  furiously,  on  which  the  man  slunk 
into  his  lodge,  abashed. 

"  Poor  Cyril  Wedderbum  V  said  Mary,  biting  her  nether  lip 
to  control  her  emotion. 

"He  left  Chesterhaugh  quietly  enough,  but  his  horse  was 
disposed  to  be  restive,  strainmg  hard  on  the  curb,  and  so  forth, 
and  would  seem  to  have  run  away  with  him.  It  is  a  very  mys- 
terious and  melancholy  affair,"  added  Chesters^  drawing  off  one 
of  his  riding  rioves  ;  "but  if  you  will  permit  me  to  lead  you 
into  the  house  I  shall  then  tell  you  all  about  it,  at  least,  all 
that  I  can  pretend  to  know." 

"Thanks,  no,  excuse  me,"  replied  Mary,  hurriedly,  as  she 
was  nearly  swept  away  by  a  sudden  gust  of  wind,  while  hail 
and  snow  came  on  suddenly  with  great  force  and  density. 
"  Good  Heavens !"  she  exclaimed,  "  it  is  quite  a  storm.  I  must 
take  shelter  here  a  few  minutes,  if  you  will  permit  me." 

"In  my  gate  lodge?  Impossible!  Absurd!  Come  with  me 
into  the  house,  and  if  the  blast  does  not  lull  in  a  few  minutes, 
I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  driving  you  over  to  Lonewoodlee." 

Mary  looked  rather  despairingly  through  the  bars  of  the  hand- 
some iron  gate,  and  saw  the  bleak  wiae  moorland  waste  she 
had  traversed  whitening  fast,  and  that  the  road  was  becoming 
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more  and  more  obscure,  as  the  snow  covered  and  the  darkness 
overshadowed  it ;  and  while  her  tears  and  her  repugnance  to 
accept  the  invitation  increased,  she  said — 

"  Thank  you,  Captain  Chesters ;  you  are  very  kind.  I  was 
most  rash  to  come ;  but  I  could  scarcely  walk  back  now,  and 
alone  too." 

"  To  walk  alone ;  the  thing  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  And  do  not 
talk  of  thanks,  you  owe  me  none.  Do  permit  me."  And  takinrj 
her  hand  with  all  the  suavity  he  could  assume — ^f  or  Chesters 
was  harassed  in  aspect,  having  been  questioned  and  cross- 
questioned  by  the  Procurator  Fiscal  and  tne  constabulary  till  he 
was  sickened  by  the  nanie  of  Cyril  Wedderburn — he  conducted 
Llary  into  the  house  of  Chesterhaugh,  where  she  had  not  been 
for  several  years,  since  she  was  a  little  girl  and  led  by  her 
father's  hand.  • 

Through  the  marble-floored  and  oak-panelled  entrance-hall, 
which  was  hung  with  spoils  of  the  field  and  chase — trophies  of 
arms  brought  by  Chesters  from  India,  tiger  skins,  skulls  and 
horns,  with  a  multitude  of  whips  and  spurs,  cloaks  and  riding- 
boots  ;  thence  through  a  long  corridor,  that  in  his  father's  time 
had  been  furnished  by  magnificent  cabinets  of  buhl  and  mar- 
queterie,  and  hung  with  fine  old  paintings,  all  of  which  had 
gone,  like  the  trees  of  the  park—he  led  her  into  a  handsome 
and  well-appointed  dining-room. 

Though  the  assurance  given  by  Chesters  that  he  had  left  her 
father  asleep  but  a  short  time  before  was  not  strictly  true,  it 
tended  to  soothe  Mary's  mind  a  little  till  the  shower  of  hail 
that  crashed  on  the  wmdows  of  the  room  disturbed  her,  all  the 
more  that  the  closely-drawn  curtains,  and  the  twelve  waxlights 
in  the  chandelier  of  Florentine  bronze  suggested  ideas  of  night- 
fall though  the  hour  was  barely  six  o'cloc£ 

Chesters  courteously  drew  a  chair  for  her  near  the  fire,  and 
led  her  to  it. 

"  Permit  me  to  relieve  you  of  your  muff  and  hat.  Won't  you 
even  lift  your  veil  ]"  he  entreated,  as  he  leant,  half  caressingly, 
over  her  chair ;  but  Mary  was  determined  to  remain  in  all  ner 
walking  gear,  to  be  ready  for  departure,  and  said — 

"Captain  Chesters,  do  kindly  order  Trayner  to  drive  me 
home  without  delay. 

"Why  such  haste r 

"  I  perceive  that  you  are  just  goinc  to  dine." 

"And  will  you  not  share  my  poor  bachelor  fare,  and  by  your 
presence  shed  a  light  over  my  lonely  board  for  an  hour  or  so, 
and  then  I  shall  drive  you  home  in  person  V* 

But  Mary  was  resolute.  No  food  had  passed  her  lips ;  but 
she  had  dined,  she  said,  long  ago,  by  her  papa's  bedsida  Go 
she  must,  and  at  once,  she  aJided,  and  was  only  pleased  that  her 
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tears  and  her  blushes  of  irritation  were  hidden  by  her  tightly 
drawn  veil,  as  with  a  very  peculiar  expression  in  his  face, 
Captain  Chesters  languidly  rang  the  bell  for  Trayner. 

Unlike  her  gloomy  paternal  residence,  and  unlike  the  more 
elegant  and  modern  mansion  of  Willowdean,  the  house  of 
Ohesterhau^h  had  been  built  in  the  reign  of  George  II.,  when 
art  was  at  its  lowest  ebb  in  Scotland,  and  taste  was  studied 
legs  than  solid  comfort.  It  was  a  great  square  block,  three 
stories  in  height,  with  all  its  chimneys  clustered  in  the  centre  ; 
the  roof  sloped  down  from  them  in  the  pavilion  form,  and  the 
outside  walls  were  roughcast  with  gravel  and  lime ;  and  poor 
Mary  thought  sadly  of  her  own  older-fashioned  and  more  sordid 
home,  and  of  the  few  comforts  that  surrounded  the  declining 
daya  of  her  father,  as  she  surveyed  and  contrasted  with  a  rapid 
^ance  all  the  details  of  the  spacious  and  lofty  dining-room  of 
Chesterhaugh — the  walnut- wood  furniture  so  elaborately  carved, 
the  chairs  of  green  morocco,  the  crimson  damask  window- 
curtgdns  with  their  gUded  cornices,  the  many  pictures  in  which 
horses  seemed  to  predominate  in  place  of  men ;  the  brilliant 

Slate  console  mirrors,  in  which  all  these  objects  were  repro- 
uced  in  two  endless  perspectives  ;  the  elegant  ironstone  dinner- 
service  of  pink  and  gold,  laid  for  Chesters ;  the  massive  plate  ; 
the  claret  airing  near  the  fire — and  she  marvelled  how  aU  this 
luxury  was  supported,  when  remembering  that  the  Captain  had 
the  reputation  of  being  a  spendthrift,  a  bankrupt,  and  worse. 

She  little  knew  that  Cyril  Wedderburn,  when  last  he  had 
been  in  that  room,  had  sat  in  the  very  chair  she  now  occupied ; 
but  Chesters  remembered  the  circumstance,  and  a  disdainful 
smile  crossed  his  face  as  he  did  so. 

Again  and  again  he  pressed  her  to  take  wine ;  but  Mary 
steadily  declined  ;  and  at  last,  after  being  rung  for  thrice,  Mr. 
BiU  Trayner  appeared — a  very  good  specimen  of  a  smart  but 
unscruptdous  groom,  small  in  stature,  with  a  long  body  and 
short  bandy  legs,  a  mean  and  narrow  forehead,  sleek  black  hair, 
shorn  short,  with  a  circular  lock  or  curl  plastered  on  each  pro- 
minent cheek-bone,  and  with  sharp,  cunmng  eyes. 

Bill  was  a  Scotchman  of  Newmarket  growth,  and  to  all  the 
worst  points  of  the  national  character,  added  the  roguery  that 
may  be  so  easily  gained  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  bettmg-house, 
the  stable-yard,  and  training-ground.  He  kept  a  betting-book 
as  well  as  nis  master,  whom  he  was  always  ready  to  second  in 
mischief,  and  to  betray,  if  it  suited  his  private  interests  to  do  so. 

A  perfect  oracle  on  all  matters  pertaining  to  the  turf,  he 
knew  by  heart  or  rote  aU  the  entries  and  engagements  made  at 
the  various  race  meetings  throughout  the  country ;  and  knew 
shrewdly  which  horses  were  the  best  to  back  and  which  were 
likely  to  be  scratched 
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"  How  about  the  waggonette,  Trayner?"  said  Chesters,  "  You 
know  I  have  no  other  carriage,  Miss  Lennox,"  he  added,  paren- 
thetically, to  Mary. 

"  The  waggonette,  sir,"  repeated  Trajmer,  trying  to  fathom 
the  meaning  of  a  peculiar  glance  his  master  gave  him. 

"Yes,  the  waggonette  with  the  patent  springs,''  resumed 
Chesters,  with  a  remarkably  knowing  wink. 

"  The  springs  is  broke,  sh-,"  replied  Trayner,  with  a  similar 
mode  of  telegraph,  when  he  glanced  at  Miss  Lennox,  and  took 
in  the  whole  situation. 

"  Broken— the  devil  they  are  1" 

"  All  to  smash,  sir. ' 

"  Then  the  waggonette  won't  be  in  working  order  for ^ 

**  Not  for  ever  so  long,  sir." 

"Then  I  must  walk,  and  at  once  !"  said  Mary,  rising  from  her 
chair.    "  I  have  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

"Walk?  Listen  to  the  rising  blast  and  the  crash  of  the 
hailstones,"  urged  Chesters. 

"Ah,  there's  more  there  than  hailstones,  Miss,"  said  Trayner. 
"It  is  a  regular  feeding  storm.  The  snow  is  some  inches  deep 
already." 

"  Oh,  my  poor  papa  1"  exclaimed  Mary.  "  If  he  is  awake 
and  calling  for  me  !  Surely  the  lodgekeeper  will  accompany 
mer 

"The  two  old  women  at  Lonewoodlee  will  surely  suffice  as 
attendants  for  a  couple  of  hours." 

"  Hours  1    Impossible,  Captain  Chesters !" 

"That  will  do,  Trayner.  You  may  go,"  said  Chesters,  and 
his  fidus  Achates  vanished  with  a  leer,  which  he  conveyed  to 
the  servants  in  the  hall  below,  together  with  the  information 
that  "  the  master  had  been  ana  gone  and  done  it  again.  Here's 
a  lark  !  He's  got  that  girl  of  old  Lennox's,  and  means  to  keep 
her  in  Chesterhaugh  all  night  if  he  can — only  she  seems 
spirited,  and  likely  to  kick  over  the  traces." 

Mary  had  seen  something  of  the  man's  expression  of  face  as 
he  retired,  and  she  felt  that  in  her  anxiety  and  grief  for  Cyril 
Wedderbum  she  had  made  a  mistake  it  was  too  late  to  remedy 
pow;  but  it  was  destined  to  have  a  fatal  effect  upon  her 
interests  and  happiness  at  a  future  time. 


L 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  SNABE. 

She  rushed  to  the  window  and  drew  back  the  heavy  damask 
curtains.    Snow — ^snow  and  hail  on  the  bitter  blustering  wind 
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of  March  bad  wMtened  all  the  moorland  waste,  and  waa 
deepening  fast  there. 

she  permitted  the  curtain  to  drop  from  her  tremnlous  hand, 
and  returned  in  a  kind  of  despair  to  her  seat ;  for  althou^ 
the  distance  between  her  and  home  was  short,  the  night  was 
too  wild  for  her  to  venture  forth  alone. 

"It  will  serve  no  purpose  your  taking  this  little  delay  so 
much  to  heart,"  said  Chesters.  "You  must  have  patienca 
Pray  compose  yourself,  and  do  lay  aside  your  wraps." 

"Excuse  me,  I  cannot,"  replied  Mary,  in  a  choking  voice. 

"And  so  vou  came  to  ask  about  young  Wedderburn  !'* 

"  YeS)"  faltered  Mary ;  "  but  only  of  the  gatekeeper  as  I  was 
passing." 

**That  young  muff^  the  Master  of  Emescleugh,  is  making 
himself  excessively  busy  in  the  affair." 

"  But  they  are — alas !  must  we  say  were — neighbours — 
friends,"  urged  Mary,  with  surprise  at  his  tone. 

"  That  m  no  reason  why  he  should  have  come  to  me  thrice 
with  the  people  of  the  Procurator  Fiscal  in  the  prosecution  of 
inquiries.  He  should  join  his  regiment  In  London,  or  his  papa, 
my  Lord  Emescleugh,  at  his  government  in  the  Ionian  Isles, 
and  leave  Cyril  Wedderburn  and  his  fate  to  the  family  and  the 
local  authorities  ^  but  he'll  linger  on  here  no  doubt,  and  ent^ 
stakes  for  the  heiress.'' 

"What  heiress f 

"Haven't  you  heard  about  h^T  asked  Chesters,  with  a 
languid  but  malevolent  smile.  ^ 

"No." 

•*  Sir  John  Wedderbum's  brother  William  has  died  lately  at 
Madras,  and  left  his  whole  fortune,  some  three  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  at  least,  with  a  palace  in  the  Choultry,  to  his  only 
daughter — a  girl,  who  is  coming  to  Willowdean  as  her  new 
home.  She  is  a  great  beaut^r,  they  say  :  and  Mamma  Wedder- 
hmn,''  he  added,  a  little  spitefuUy,  ''had  an  eye  on  her  as  a 
wife  for  CyriL"  ^ 

"  I  know  nothing  of  it,"  sighed  Mary. 

"Ah,  but  I  do.  I  was  at  breakfast  with  the  family  on  the 
momii^  the  news  came,  and  I  read  the  whole  intention  in  Lady 
Wedderbum's  face  and  manner :  but  now,  as  Cyril  has  gone, 
that  le^  prig  Bob  will  very  likely  have  a  chance  of  making 
her  a  prize.* 

Mary  only  answered  these  surmises  so  slangily  expressed  by 
her  silent  tears  ;  but  while  he  spoke  she  remembereo,  as  one  in 
a  dream — ^for  she  had  not  slept  since  she  heard  them — the  words 
of  the  Doctor  about  a  rich  bride  in  prospect  for  her  lost  CyriL 

But  the  rumour  excited  neither  jealousy  nor  fear.  Oh,  what 
diditmatternow! 
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She  looked  so  exquisitely  lady-like  as  she  sat  with  her 
little  hands  folded  in  her  tiny  muff  which  rested  on  her  knees, 
and  her  veiled  face  upturned  to  Chesters,  that  he— no  bad  judge 
of  breeding  in  women  or  horses— thought  what  a  creditable- 
looking  wife  she  would  make  for  him  or  any  man ;  but  she  was 
poor,  and  he  was  up  to  the  ears  in  debt ;  thus  neither  her 
poverty  nor  her  beauty  excited  his  pity,  thoudi  they  gave  quick 
suggestion  to  his  worst  passions.  He  loved  Mary  in  a  fashion 
of  his  own ;  but  he  knew  that  the  wife  for  him  must  have 
money,  and  poor  Mary  had  none. 

Full  of  grief  as  he  saw  she  was  for  the  terrible  and  mysterious 
disappearance  of  Cyril  Wedderbum,  Captain  Rooke  Chesters 
was  lar  too  judicious,  or  far  too  cunning,  to  press  any  suit  of 
his  own  just  then.  He  could  wait  his  opportunity ;  but  he 
thought  that  if  by  luring  or  detaining  her  under  any  pretence 
in  his  own  house  for  a  few  hours,  he  could  compromise,  or  place 
her  in  a  false  position,  it  would  achieve  all  he  wanted  at  the 
time. 

All  that  day,  we  have  said,  she  had  not  taken  food,  yet  he 
pressed  her  in  vain  to  join  him  at  dinner.  She  felt  weak,  ill, 
and  giddy.  The  room  seemed  to  become  larger  and  larger  still : 
its  further  end  appeared  to  recede  as  if  to  a  vast  distance ;  all 
around  her  became  like  a  species  of  phantasmagoria,  and  only 
by  a  violent  effort  of  her  own  will  did  she  resist  the  faintness 
that  was  stealing  over  her. 

She  was  in  an  agony  of  mind  as  the  hours  of  the  stormy 
night  wore  on. 

She  pictured  to  herself  her  ailing  and  querulous  father  asking 
for  her,  in  an  alarm  that  might  grove  detrimental  to  his  shaken 
system-r-missing  the  poor  wan  girl,  who,  in  her  faded  dressing- 
gown,  was  at  all  hours  of  the  weary  night  ever  at  hand  to  give 
him  uie  medicines  or  soothing  draughts  prescribed  for  him  by 
Doctor  Squills ;  ever  ready  to-  arrange  the  pillows ;  to  caress 
him  and  bathe  his  hot  and  tremulous  hands  or  aching  head 
with  cold  water,  with  Rimmel  or  other  aromatic  vinegar  ;  and 
she  was  here — here  at  Chesterhaugh,  imprisoned  by  tne  dark- 
neasL  i^e  hail,  and  the  snow ! 

(testers  had  his  own  dark  purpose  to  achieve,  and  as  he 
forsook  champagne  for  claret,  and  idled  over  his  walnuts,  he 
viewed  her  impatience  and  her  mental  agony  with  perfect  com- 
posure, though  treating  her  with  well-bred  sympathy  the  while. 

But,  as  me  night  wore  on,  Mary  felt  more  and  more  the 
awkwardness,  the  ultimate  doubt  and  danger  of  her  position,  in 
being  thus  jdone,  without  a  lady  friend  or  chaperon,  in  the 
house  of  a  bachelor  ;  and  more  than  all,  one  who  bore  such  a 
local  reputation  as  Kalph  Rooke  Chesters  I  She  was  conscious 
that  the  very  servant— he  of  the  inevitable  calves  and  plush — 
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id|D  removed  the  dinner  and  brought  in  maraschino  and  coffee, 
inspired  by  some  of  Mr.  Bill  Trayner's  knowing  remarks  and 
crael  inferences  in  the  servants'  hall  below,  rc^garded  her  with 
curioTis  eyes. 

It  has  Deen  said  that  *'even  bad  men  have  some  good  traits 
in  them,  and  that  selfish  men  are  capable  oi^eeling!^ 

Perhaps  it  mav  be  so ;  but  Chesters  was  incapable  of  sensi- 
biUty  or  caring  for  any  one  but  himself,  and  was  destitute  of  a 
single  good  trait  or  generous  emotion  :  so  even  while  watching 
Mai/s  restlessness,  agitation,  and  her  evident  dread  of  the 
detention  she  was  undergoing,  he  muttered,  inwardly — 

"Pshaw !  women  can't  help  loving  those  who  love  them  ;  so 
111  make  a  bold  attempt  to  cozen,  if  I  cannot  crush  or  win  her  V* 

It  was  perhaps  a  little  dangerous  for  Mary  that,  though  she 
oftem  expressed  and  displayed  a  great  aversion  of  Chesters, 
there  were  times  when  she  did  not  altogether  feel  it ;  for  few 
women  can  hate  a  man  who  professes  to  love  and  consequently 
admire  them :  yet,  seeing  the  full  sense  of  her  false  position, 
she  began  to  hate  and  fear  him  now. 

Shomd  the  story  §et  abroad  that  she  had  spent  some  hours  in  his 
house,  under  any  circumstances,  it  was  a  contretemps  \h2it  might 
cost  her  dear ;  for  how  would  the  censorious  world  interpret 
her  conduct  or  acknowledge  her  reason  ?  That  she  had  come 
to  inquire  about  the  fate  of  Cyril  Wedderburn,  and  been  storm- 
stayed,  few  would  believe,  for  what  vital  interest  was  she  sup- 
pled to  have  in  the  lost  heir  of  Willowdean  % 

Alas,  alas  !  for  secret  loves. 

Secluded  though  her  life  had  been  at  Lonewoodlee.  she  knew 
quite  enough  of  the  world  to  be  aware  that  a  young  lady  could 
not,  with  propriety,  visit  a  gay  young  bachelor  as  she  appeared 
to  have  done — one  to  whom  she  was  neither  related  nor  engaged 
—and  it  was  this  consciousness,  together  with  the  craving  desire 
to  be  a^ain  by  her  father's  side,  that  made  her  so  steadily 
resist  taking  any  refreshment,  even  coffee,  or  doffing  any  part 
of  her  costume,  and  which  made  her  writhe  under  the  weU-bred 
conunonplaces  uttered  by  Chesters,  such  as  that  he  "  hoped  she 
wouldn't  fret.  What  the  deuce  was  the  §ood  of  it !  The  storm 
must  soon  abate ;  indeed,  it  was  abating  now.  It  is  very 
unfortunate,  no  doubt,"  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  adding^ "  but 
it  is  very  stupid  wors  this,  and  we  should  do  something  to 
amuse  each  other." 

Yet  he  could  neither  soothe  nor  amuse  her ;  he  could  not 
leave  her  for  the  smoking-room ;  neither  could  he  smoke  in  her 
presence,  and  so  betook  him  to  champagne  dashed  with  brandy, 
a  perilous  mixture,  through  the  influence  of  which  some  very 
dsuing  ideas  began  to  form  in  his  cunning  brain. 

Bad,  bold,  and  daring  as  he  was,  Booke  Chesters  would 
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scarcely  have  ventured  to  trepan  a  girl  of  Mary  Lenn<»^8 
undouDted  rank  in  the  county  into  a  false  position,  but  for  his 
perfect  knowledge  of  her  fatner's  helplessness,  his  poverty,  and 
tiie  bill  he  possessed.  Moreover,  the  only  man  who  -  would 
have  protected  her— the  lover  whose  arms  he  had  seen  around 
her  in  the  thicket — ^was  gone,  no  one  knew  where  or  how. 

"  There  is  a  climax  in  this  life,"  says  a  writer,  with  stern 
truth,  "  a  climax  in  mental  and  bodily  pain,  after  which  we  can 
feel  no  more,  and  after  it  all  other  sources  of  emotion  appear 
tame  by  comparison.''  And  this  climax  had  poor  Mary  passed 
already. 

Cyril  was  gone ;  her  father  she  knew  was  dying ;  and  when 
he  went,  who  would  she  have  to  care  for,  to  study,  or  to  lovel 
Hence  for  a  time,  perhaps,  she  cared  less  what  happened  to 
herself,  till  the  massive  black  marble  clock  on  the  mantelpiece 
struck  the  alarming  hour  of  eleven. 

"  Eleven  !    I  have  been  here  five  whole  hours !    Oh,  I  shall 

go  afoot,  if  I  die  on  the  moor  !  I  cannot  and  must  not  stay 
ere  another  moment !"  she  exclaimed,  starting  from  her  chair 
and  moving  towards  the  door.  "  Oh,  papa— my  own  papa — 
how  much  you  may  have  missed  me  I" 

*'  Be  not  m  such  a  hurry,  pray.  I  had  a  pleasant  surprise  for 
you,"  said  he,  laughing. 

"  How,  Captain  Chesters  T 

"Trayner  must  have  patched  up  the  springs  of  the  wag- 
gonette by  this  time.  He  is  a  clever  fellow,  Trayner,  and  if 
the  horses  are  put  to,  I  shall  take  you  over  in  a  few  minutes." 

'*  Oh,  thanks — a  thousand  times  thanks  1" 

"No  thanks  are  necessary." 

Again  he  rang  the  bell,  and  said,  with  perfect  calmness,  to 
the  servant  who  answered  the  summons  — 

"  Tell  Trajmer  to  get  out  the  waggonette,  if  it  is  ready ;  trace 
the  horses,  and  bring  it  round  to  the  front  door." 

Without  perceiving  in  the  least  the  intelligent  glance  that 
passed  between  Chesters  and  his  domestic,  Mary  could  know 
that  she  had  been  deluded  and  drawn  into  a  species  of  snare, 
the  object  of  which  she  did  not  then  quite  cleariT  comprehend. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  the  tramp  of  horses'  hoofs  and  the 
muffled  sound  of  wheels  amid  the  snow  without  were  heard^ 
and  Mary  rose,  her  face  almost  beaming  ynik  delight  tlurough 
her  veil,  as  she  took  his  proffered  arm  to  be  led  forth  on  ker 
way  home  at  last 

The  waggonette,  a  very  handsome  "bang-up  affSair,'  as 
Chesters  deemed  it,  was  drawn  xip  close  to  the  flight  of  steps 
which  led  to  the  entrance  door ;  and  the  long  lines  of  radiance 
from  its  two  silver  lamps  shone  far  amid  the  white  waste  of 
snoTV  in  the  now  treeleM  parL   The  storm  had  ceased,  the  wind 
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ha4  passed  a^ray,  and  the  doadB  w^e  divided  in  HeaTen  orer- 
head;  the  stars  shone  out  with  frosty  brilliance,  and  the  night 
vas  calm  and  dear.  The  steam  from  the  quivering  nostrils  of 
the  impatient  horses  curled  up  in  white  wreaths  above  their 


Cheaters  lifted  Mary— somewhat  Hngering^y,  even  caressinriy 
pediaps^  as  he  did  so — upon  the  front  seat,  and  carefully  folded 
a  warm  railway-rug  over  her  shoulders ;  then  buttoning  the 
leather  apron  across  her  knees  as  he  took  his  seat  beside  her. 
Mr.  Bill  Trayner  vaulted  up  behind,  and  away  they  went,  yet 
it  was  close  on  the  hour  of  twelve  (midnight)  ere  they  were 
dear  of  the  lodge-gates,  Hie  drowsy  keeper  of  which  observed 
with  surprise  the  lady  who  was  sttU  his  master's  companion — 
Miss  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee ! 

As  Chesters  bent  his  face  close  to  hers,  he  thought  the  time 
had  come  when  he  might  venture  to  say  sometning  tender, 
and  the  champa^e  he  had  imbibed  caused  him  to  do  it 
bhmtly. 

"  Women,  like  men,  may  love  many  times  in  life ;  but  none, 
Miss  Lennox,  as  I  now  love  you— believe  me,  I  speak  from  my 
heart** 

"At  lihis  time  I  enlxeat  you  not  to  torment  me  in  that  way," 
said  Mary;  "in  Heaven's  name,  I  implore  you!"  she  con- 
tinned. 

"  Ah,  you  think  only  of  Cyril  Wedderbum  T'  was  the  spiteful 
rejdnder. 

'*  I  do,"  said  Mary,  a  dash  of  anger  mingling  with  her  grief^  as 
her  tears  fell  fast  again. 

"  I  am  a  lover  as  well  as  he  was." 

**  Of  mine  do  you  mean  V* 

"Yes." 

"No,  sir— no,"  replied  Mary,  firmly.  "I  cannot  permit 
you  to  talk  thus,  and  take  advantage  of  my  situation.'' 

"  What  the  deuce  do  you  mean  V  he  asked,  bluntly. 

"  That  you  are  no  lover,  though  a  love-maker.'' 

"Are  they  not  the  sameT  asked  Chesters,  with  unaffected 
suiprise. 

Nay,  Captain  Chesters,  the  difference  between  them  is 
great.* 

^  "As  yon  please,**  said  he,  biting  his  nether  lip,  while  he 
H^tly  touched  the  horses  with  the  lash  about  the  ears. 

The  lodge-gate  had  scarcely  closed  behind  them  when  a 
mounted  gentleman,  wearing  an  Inverness  cape  of  rough 
material  (which,  like  his  half-Bullet  hat,  was  coated  vrith  snow), 
jmd  long  black  overalls,  came  up  at  a  hard  tret,  accompanied 
by  a  diminutive  groom.    On  passing  the  waggonette,  he  curbed 
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his  horse  abraptljr  back  upon  his  haunches,  and  half  looking; 
round,  cried  cheenly — 

"  Hallo,  Chesters,  old  fellow,  where  are  you  going  1  A  bitter 
night  for  March !" 

"  Very.  Gk)od  night,*'  replied  Chesters,  without  stopping ;  for 
the  speaker  was  young  Everard  Home,  the  Master  of  Ernes- 
cleugh,  who  was  very  much  surprised  to  see  a  young  lady 
leaving  the  ^te  of  Chesterhaurfi  at  that  time  of  night,  and 
alone  with  Kooke  Chesters !  But  in  a  few  minutes  he  was 
perfectly  wilightened  on  the  subject  by  his  groom,  who  rang 
the  lodge-bell  on  pretence  of  wanting  a  light  for  his  cigar. 

A  terror  seized  Mary  lest  she  might  have  been  recognized  by 
these  men.  She  said  nothing  of  it  to  Chesters.  for  the  deduction 
was  hundliating ;  but  her  tears  fell  again,  ana  she  whispered  in 
her  heart — 

"  Oh,  what  matter  is  it  1    I  have  no  Cyril  now !" 

She  was  soon  deposited,  with  great  politeness  on  the  part  of 
Chesters,  at  her  own  door,  and  in  her  anxiety  and  irritation  she 
darted  in  and  closed  it,  forgetting  even  to  thank  him  for  his 
escort 

Her  father  had  slept  soundly  for  hours ;  but  now  he  was 
awake,  and  calling  alternately  for  her  and  his  dead  son  Harry, 
upbraiding  them  both  for  neglect,  and  threatening  that  he 
would  break  his  own  neck  when  next  he  rode  to  the  hounds, 
"  even  as  he  once  hoped  that  fellow  Wedderburn  had  done  ;*' 
and  Mary's  heart  died  within  her,  when  she  found  his  intellect 
thus  wandering.  But  the  brave  girl  cast  aside  her  wrappings, 
took  his  old  head  carefully  in  her  tender  arms,  and  strove  to 
forget,  what  might  be  nervous  fancy  only,  tiiat  her  two  drowsy 
domestics  who  had  seen  her  arrive  in  Chesters'  equipage,  looked 
somewhat  oddly  on  her,  and  at  each  other. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CHESTEEHAUGH. 

Let  us  now  recur  to  a  few  nights  ago,  for  the  unravelling  of 
much  of  this  mystery. 

With  the  soft  memory  of  a  minute  and  delicate  little  face 
that  had  been  for  nearly  an  hour  so  close  to  his  own  in  the  dark 
thicket,  and  all  imaware  that  he  had  been  observed  or  watched, 
Cyril  Wedderburn  rode  at  a  hard  gallop  from  Lonewoodlee, 
and  ere  long  had  reined  up  at  Chesterhaugh,  tossed  his  bridle 
to  the  obsequious  Bill  Trayner,  who  tugged  his  forelock  as  he 
led  admiringly  away  the  bay  hunter,  and  then  Cyril  was  ushered 
into  the  same  dining-room  in  which  Mary  Lennox  was  after- 
wards to  spend  the  weary  and  anxious  hours  we  have  described. 
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"  Glad  to  see  you,  Wedderbum,"  said  the  host,  taking  liis 
proffered  hand  ;  "  punctual  to  a  minute  nearly." 

"Nay,  scarcely.  I'm  a  quarter  of  an  hour  late,"  replied 
Cyril,  who  was  flushed  by  the  rasping  pace  at  which  he  had 
ridden  the  few  miles  that  lay  between  Chesterhaugh  and 
Willowdean. 

"  The  salmon  won't  be  spoiled,  I  daresay,"  said  Chesters,  with 
an  imperceptible  smile ;  "  but  it  takes  one  some  time  to  get  round 
that  tnicket  at  Lonewoodlee,  if  one's  horse  don't  clear  the  stile. 
After  your  ride,  have  a  B  and  S." 

"  Thanks  ;  no.    I  suppose  you  mean  brandy  and  soda  T  said 
Qjrril,   who  disliked  skng,  and  who  coloured  a  little  at  the 
rdFerence  to  the  thicket  at  Lonewoodlee. 
"  A  ^lass  of  Madeira  then,  or  a  nip  of  Kinmiel  V* 
"Neither.    I  have  an  excellent  appetite,  and  don't  wish  it 
spoiled." 

"  Cautions  I**  muttered  Chesters,  under  his  moustache,  as  he 
eyed  with  covert  malevolence  and  suspicion  the  open  and 
handsome  countenance  of  his  guest,  who  sat  in  a  lounging  yet 
elegant  attitude  in  one  of  the  soft  elbow-chairs. 

Covers  for  two  only,  I  perceive ;  so  we  dine  alone  V 
"Yes.    I  wanted  Home  of  Emescleugh  to  join  us  ;  but  he  is 
engaged,    By-the-bye,  I  should  have  asked  your  cousin  Ramor- 

nie  and  your  brother  Bob,  but " 

"Robert  is  not  a  player,  neither  is  Horace,  and  we  meant  to 
turn  a  card  to-night,"  said  Cyril,  coldly,  and  evidently  disliking 
the  assumption  of  familiarity  in  the  other,  who  was  but  a 
recent  acquaintance. 
"  I  knew  that — Whence  my  omission." 

The  r^  reason  was,  that  when  Chesters  played  he  disliked 
to  have  spectators. 

"And  now  let  us  to  dinner,*'  he  added,  as  they  seated  them- 
selves at  table. 

The  viands  were  all  that  could  be  desired,  and  the  wines  also 
were  unexceptionable.  Cyril  was  not  a  toper,  so  the  suggestions 
of  Chesters  to  try  various  heady  vintages  fell  flatly  on  his  ear. 
as  he  contented  himself  with  pale  dry  sherry,  an  occasional 
glass  of  Sauteme,  and  after  dinner  adhered  rigidly  to  claret, 
greatly  to  the  disgust,  apparently,  of  his  entertainer. 

Their  conversation  ran  for  a  time  on  the  topics  of  the  day  : 
the  increasing  prospects  of  a  war  in  the  East ;  the  departure  of 
our  fleet  for  the  Baltic,  with  hopes  that  "  old  Charlie  Napier 
would  knock  Cronstadt  to  pieces  ;"  and  the  chances  of  the 
"  sick  man  at  Stamboul  being,"  as  Chesters  phrased  it,  "  snuffed 
out  by  the  Russians,"  unless  France,  Britain,  and  Sardinia  were 
prompt  in  succouring  him. 
Then  came  local  matters,  the  pack  of  harriers,  the  master  of 
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the  fexhonnds,  and  hia  new  mode  of  hnntingtlie  country ;  race 
meethigs  and  sporting  news  of  various  kinds,  till  after  the  claret 
lug  had  travelled  pretty  often  between  the  two,  Chesters,  with 
his  own  secret  purposes  and  his  own  ends  in  view,  began  to  t^ 
on  matters  more  nearly  concerning  themselves  ;  but  not  until 
the  cloth  had  been  removed  and  the  servants  had  withdrawn. 

*•  When  does  your  Indian  cousin  arrive  T 

"  Don't  exactly  knoWj''  replied  CWil,  curtly. 

"  Ah  !  when  you  are  m  Turkey,  Lady  Wedderbum  will  have 
to  play  the  duenna  closely  witn  the  heiress— three  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  by  Jove  f* 

"  Her  fortune  is  said  to  exceed  that.** 

"Fellows  will  swarm  round  her  like  flies  round  a  honey-pol" 

Cyril  made  no  reply,  but  toyed  with  the  embossed  grape 
scissors. 

"  Will  your  family  winter  in  Edinburgh  or  London  V*  asked 
Chesters. 

"  In  London,  of  course ;  if  they  don't  remain  at  WiHowdean." 

"  Edinburgh  is  a  seedy  place,  after  all,  with  its  legal  prigs 
and  tradesmen's  daughters — '  merchants,'  as  Dr.  Johnson  laugh- 
ingly said  the|r  called  themselves.  What  would  she  do  amid 
its  'upper  ten  dozen  V  No  suitable  match  would  be  there,  and 
small  amusement  among  its  dreary  gaieties.'' 

"  You  talk  bitterly  of  the  Athens  of  the  North,''  said  Cyril, 
smiling. 

The  truth  was,  that  Chesters  had  been  black-balled  at  one  or 
two  of  the  clubs  there ;  his  proposal,  that  character  was 
estimated  at  a  low  figure  indeed.  After  a  pause,  he  said, 
abruptiy — 

"  Why  don't  you  cut  the  service  now * 

"  On  the  eve  of  a  war  !"  exclaimed  OrnH 

"  Yes  ;  and  cut  in  for  the  heiress.  I  should  if  I  were  you, 
and  I  think  Lady  Wedderbum  would  like  it." 

"  I  trust.  Captain  Chesters,  and  I  doubt  it  not  that  Lady 
Wedderbum  will  leave  me  to  choose  for  myself,  said  Cyril 
with  considerable  hauteur  at  what  he  justly  deemed  presump- 
tion in  the  other. 

**  Don't  take  it  up  that  way,  my  dear  fellow.  Pardonnez  moi^ 
and  let  us  say  no  more  about  it  Will  you  try  a  glass  of  my 
port )  I  have  some  that  has  been  thir^  years  in  the  cellar  ; 
it  belonged  to  my  father  when  he  was  master  of  the  foxhounds, 
and  he  was  as  good  a  judge  of  wine  as  of  horses." 

^Thanks ;  no.  Ill  adhere  to  the  claret  It  is  one  of  the 
curses  which  attend  the  heir  to  a  fortune  or  a  title — even  a 
baronetcy,"  resumed  Cyril,  with  reference  to  Chesters*  adviceL 
and  feelmg  considerably  ruffled,  "to  have  his  matrimonial 
views  or  intentions  m^ae  the  subject  of  debate  and  specula- 

Digitized  by  V_T^V_;  V  l^ 


OHBSTEEHAUGH.  63 

tioD  among  aunts,  maiicli-making  mothers,  and  meddling  friends. 
This  or  tEat  girl  will  be  suggested  to  him,  and  |>erpetiially 
thrown  in  the  way  till  he  shudders  at  her  name  ;  while  the  one 
he  might  prefer— the  one  whom  perhaps  he  loves  in  secret — is 
deemed  unsuitable,  and  is  sedulously  kept  from  him." 

"Ah,  yes — very  true,''  said  Chesters ;  and  as  the  voice  of 
Cyril  grew  ^dually  tremulous,  the  inemory  of  the  former 
recurred  to  Sie  recent  scene  in  the  thicket,  and  a  pang  of 
jealousy  shot  through  his  heart. 

Chesters  and  Cjrnl  alike  loved  the  pure  and  simple-minded 
Mary,  and  it  was  perhaps  strange  they  should  both  do  so,  as 
they  were  so  different  in  their  habits,  tastes,  and  nature.  The 
former  was  a  man  without  soul  or  heart — selfish  and  sensual. 
The  latter  was  innately  refined,  so  his  love  was  as  full  of 
dehcacy,  tenderness,  compassion,  and  spirituality,  as  that  of 
Chesters  was  mere  earthly  passion,  amid  which  he  could  calmly 
see  with  satisfaction  that  ere  long  death,  debt,  difficulties, 
and  utter  friendlessness,  with  the  loss  of  Cyril  by  separation, 
would  cast  the  hapless  girl  completely  at  his  mercy  ! 

The  same  image  filled,  the  minds  of  both  these  men  at  the 
same  time,  but  each  viewed  it  from  a  very  different  point 

"You  know  Oliver  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee,  I  presume, 
being  so  near  a  neighbour  T  said  Cyril. 

"  Of  course ;  all  m  the  Merse  know  him  for  a  crotchety  old 
pmnp." 

"That  is  not  what  I  mean  ;  do  you  know  him  personiUly  T 
asked  Cynl,  with  marked  annoyance. 

"A  little." 

"You  visit  there,  probably T 

"WeU — ^no— I  cannot  be  said  to  do  so,"  drawled  Chesters, 
while  he  watched  Cyril  with  half -closed  eyes.  "Who  the 
deuce  would  go  there,  unless ^^ 

"Unless  what  r 

**  One  went  after  the  girl.** 

"Do  you  mean  his  daughter T  asked  Cyril,  swelling  with 
iccret  anger. 

"Certainly.  I  don't  mean  either  of  his  two  old  female 
domestics,    rass  the  claret  jug,  please." 

"I  waa  a  fool  to  accept  this  fellow's  invitation,"  thought 
C^ ;  •*!  shall  have  a  row  with  him  yet,  and  I  must  forbid 
his  visiting  Lonewoodlee  at  all  hazards,  even  if  I  declare  my- 
self to  the  old  gentleman.  I  must  take  care  of  Mary,  and 
watch  over  h^  if  he  cannot  do  so.  That  bill,  too—Chesters 
would  never  be  so  liberal  as  to  take  it  up  without  some  ulterior 
purpose." 

After  a  minute's  silence,  during  which  each  had  been  covertly 
eyeing  the  other,  D,gt,zedb,v.^^^i^ 
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"  You  took  up  a  bill  of  old  Mr.  Lennox's,  I  have  heard,''  said 
Cyril,  as  if  casually ;  "  that  was  most  kind  and  generous  of 
you." 

"Not  at  all— not  at  all ;  but  who  told  you  of  it  T 

"I  forget— heard  it  incidentally  somehow.  Have  you 
destroyed  it  r 

"  No,"  replied  Chesters,  as  he  stuck  his  glass  in  his  right  eye 
and  looked  Cyril  full  in  the  face.  "  I  have  it  here,"  he  added, 
drawing  from  his  breast  pocket  a  handsome  Bussian  leather 
case  (gSt  with  an  elastic  band),  wherein  he  kept  various  odds 
and  ends,  I  O  U's,  memoranda  of  races  and  coursing  matches, 
wilii  veterinarjr  recipes,  &c. ;  and  taking  the  fatal  shp  of  blue 
paper,  showed  it  to  Cyril,  and  replaced  it  in  the  pocket-book. 

"  It  has  been  noted  and  protested !"  exclaimed  Cyril  as  a 
flush  crossed  his  face.  "Why  did  you  not  destroy  it— what 
piece  of  cunning  is  this  V* 

"  Come,  come,  Wedderbum,  that  is  rather  a  harsh  term.  I 
had  it  noted  and  protested,  because,  although  I  took  it,  I 
cannot  afford  ultimately  to  lose  the  money.  Have  some  more 
winef 

Cyril  Wedderbum  shook  his  head. 

"  Come — one  glass  of  Madeira,  as  a  *  whitewasher,'  and  then 
I  ring  for  coffee. 

But  Cyril  rose  from  the  table  and  would  drink  no  more. 
His  mind  had  become  imbued  by  mistrust  and  suspicion  ;  yet 
he  felt  a  desire  to  obtain  that  bill  if  possible,  and  he  might  do 
so  amid  the  play  he  had  promised  to  have  with  Chesters  ;  so 
after  the  bay  hunter's  good  points  had  been  fully  discussed, 
after  the  stables,  the  gun-room,  the  billiard  and  smoking-rooms, 
had  all  been  lounged  through,  in  a  snug  little  parlour,  with  a 
box  of  cigars,  and  some  brandy-and-water  beside  theuL  they  sat 
down  to  cards— an  act  of  folly  on  the  part  of  Cyril  Wedderbum. 

The  monetary  difficulties  of  Booke  Chesters  were  nearly  as 
great  as  those  of  the  so-called  "  proprietor "  of  Lonewoodlee  ; 
but  he  possessed  the  skill  and  the  means  of  supplying  his  ex- 
chequer which  the  other  had  not.  His  carefully  studied  betting- 
book,  his  intimacy  with  most  of  the  horsey  men  on  the  turf, 
his  means  of  gettme  secret  information,  his  sharp  practice  and 
dexterous  hand  with  cards,  billiards  and  dice,  seldom  failed  to 
keep  him  in  tolerable  funds,  though  most  of  his  land  was 
mortgaged,  and  he  had  more  than  once  sought  the  sanctuary  of 
Holyrood  when  his  difficulties  had  been  greatest ;  and  it  was 
with  this  clever  schemer  that  Cyril  Wedderbum  sat  down  to 
be  regularly  "plucked." 
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CHAPTER  XL 

CHESTBRS'  "  MILD  PLAY.*' 

Like  many  other  apartments — even  the  bedrooms  at  Chester- 
hangh,  the  little  parlour  was  hung  with  pictures  of  lean,  bony, 
gaunt  horses,  with  little  particoloured  jockies  perched  on  them  : 
and  Cynl,  as  he  cast  a  glance  at  them,  thought  by  contrast  of 
the  soft  tender  works  by  Greuze,  the  sombre  Titians,  the 
Eaphaels,  the  Canalettis,  and  Corre^os,  whic]^  adorned  the 
walls  of  Willowdean,  interspersed  with  stately  and  creditable 
looking  portraits  of  his  forefathers,  who  had  been  all  good  men 
and  true  in  the  times  of  old. 

Several  packs  of  new  cards,  a  dice-box,  &c.,  were  produced, 
and  while  carefully  selecting  a  cigar  each,  cutting  the  ends 
thereof,  and  so  forth,  Cyru  reverted  to  the  subject  of  his 
favourite  new  horse. 

"  And  so  you  like  my  bay  hunter  T 

"Amazingly !  he  has  all  the  fine  points  of  thoroughbred—an 
ample  chest,  compact  bodv,  broad  loins,  a  small  head  and  thin 
neck,  the  legs  all  Done  ana  muscle ;  if  with  these  he  has  the 
requisites  of  courage  and  temper ^" 

"I  am  sure  he  has  both,  though  I  have  never  tried  him  yet ; 
but  what  the  deuce  shall  I  do  with  him  if  we  go  on  foreign 
service  T 

"You  should  have  thought  of  that  before  bujdng  him  ;  but 
as  the  night  is  so  cold,  I  would  give  him  a  warm  mash  with 
some  nitre  in  it.'' 

"  A  warm  mash— why  T 

"  You  came  here  at  a  rasping  pace,  and  the  animal  may  cool 
too  much.  I  would  have  his  eyes  and  nose  spunged  too,  after 
your  return." 

"Do  you  think  such  necessary T  asked  Cyril,  with  great 
simplicity.    "  I  know  you  are  a  judge." 

"ISkther." 

"I  am  somewhat  ignorant  of  horses." 

"  Shall  I  ring  for  Trayner  V* 

"If  you  please." 

Chester  fit  his  cigar  and  rang  the  bell,  but  on  hearing  steps 
approaching,  he  rose,  and  said— 

"  111  roeak  to  Trajmer  myself  about  it :  excuse  me  for  a 
moment,"  and  quitting  the  room  he  gave  some  instructions  to 
the  groom  in  an  imdertone.  CjnH  afterwards  remembered  hear- 
ing an  esroressdon  of  surprise  escape  the  man,  but  little  suspect- 
ing the  vue  trickery  to  which  his  norse  and  himself  were  about 
to  De  sul^ected ;  he  began  to  thirOk,  that  could  he  reconcile  or 
explain  away  the  affair  of  tiie  bill,  Chesters  was  perhaps  "not 
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such  a  bad  style  of  fellow,  after  all ;"  and  no  doubt  the  brandy- 
and-water  he  was  imbibing  went  far  to  strengthen  this  con- 
clusion. 

"  I've  made  it  all  right  about  vour  nag,"  said  Chesters, 
reseating  himself  at  the  table  and  tjing  his  glass  in  his  right 
eye ;  "  and  now  for  a  little  mild  play— what  is  it  to  be,  ^art6  or 
casino,  or  five-card  cribbage  T 

"  What  say  you  to  6cart6  f 

"Well,  Wedderburn,  6cart6  be  it — the  regular  gambler's 
game." 

Chesters  arranged  the  pack  into  thirty-two  cards,  withdrawing 
the  twos,  threes,  fours,  fives,  and  sixes. 

"  How  many  points  shall  we  have  V  asked  Chesters. 

"Five.    Cut  for  the  deal" 

They  did  so,  and  it  fell  to  Chesters. 

"  T^e  another  jorum  of  the  brandy-and-water.  Do  you  like 
those  cigars?  I  could  spare  you  a  hundred  or  so.  Oh,  no 
thanks  at  all :  they  are  quite  at  your  service.  Three  cards  tc 
you.  and  three  to  me." 

While  Chesters  chatted  thus,  to  throw  the  victim  off  his 
guard,  the  latter  played  in  a  careless  manner  that  was  usual 
with  nim,  talking  and  smoking  all  the  time,  and  quite  un- 
aware how  the  whole  faculties  of  Chesters  were  absorbed  in 
the  game,  which  is  one  of  a  nature  wherein  foresight  and  nice 
calculation  are  of  a  necessity  so  rec[uisite,  and  thus  he  was  no 
match  for  his  host,  who,  after  permitting  him  to  win  two  or  three 
games  at  guinea  points,  proposed  to  increase  the  stakes  to  five 
guineas. 

Now  flushed  with  play,  Cyril  rashly  assented,  and  the  game 
went  on. 

"  I  mark  the  king !"  said  he.  "  By  the  way,  that  ring  of 
yours,  Chesters,  is  a  splendid  one." 

"An  onyx." 

"  So  I  see.    Are  those  arms  yours  T 

"  No ;  it  belonged  to  that  Frenchman,  Louis  De  la  Fosse, 
whom  your  father  oefriended.    We  played  for  it^  and  I  won  it.'^ 

"Dia  you  actually  take  the  poor  fellow's  rmgl  A  family 
relic,  perhaps !" 

"  Well,  I  might  have  lost  mine  but  for  my  superior  play. 
Bravo !  that  card  plays  out  the  four  tricks." 

"  The  world  is  apt  to  shake  its  head  at  such  gaming  as  yours 
and  his  was." 

"  Pass  the  decanter.  Deuce  take  the  world  and  its  head  too ; 
though  it  shako  till  palsied,  what  is  it  to  me !"  cried  Chesters, 
laughing  bitterly. 

"  But  the  world  is  censorious." 

"So  are  all  one's  goodnatured  friends — *d — d  goodnatnred 
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friends,'  as  Scott,  I  think,  calls  them.  The  Frenchman,  De  la 
Fosse,  lost  some  thousands  to  me  by  backing  no  less  than  three 
losing  horses  at  the  Derby." 

Cyril  found  that  he  had  rapidly  lost  nearly  two  hundred 
pounds,  and  declined  to  play  more. 

"Not  eren  to  have  your  revenge  1"   asked  Chesters,  with 
feigned  surprise,  in  which  something  of  disdain  was  mingled. 
No,**  was  the  curt  reply. 

"  Why,  man  alive,  what  do  you'mean  V*  asked  Chesters,  in  a 
slightly  bullying  tone,  with  his  glass  shining  in  his  eye. 

"  Simplv  that  somehow,  Captain  Chesters,  I  do  not  like  your 
mode  of  playing." 

"Then  we'll  drop  this  and  try  casino :  it  is  a  good  game  for 
two.** 

"  Agreed — ^five  guinea  stakes,  as  before/' 

They  cut  for  the  deal,  which  fell  to  Cyril ;  but  though  he  won 
several  games,  which  only  served  still  further  to  flush  and 
excite  him,  in  the  end  he  found  he  had  no  better  luck  than 
before  ;  and  ere  long,  instead  of  getting  up  Mr.  Lennox's  bill, 
he  rose  from  the  table  minus  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  and 
had  given  Ms  I  O  U  f  or  three  hundred  more.  Tne  time  was 
dose  on  midnight  then,  and  he  insisted  on  having  his  horse 
brought  from  the  stables ;  so  once  more  the  acute  Mr.  William 
Trayner  was  summoned. 

Already  repenting  deeply  the  extreme  foUy  into  which  he  had 
been  lured  by  a  man  for  whom  he  felt  at  heart  only  contempt, 
and  resolving  never  more  to  pass  the  threshold  of  Chesterhaugh, 
Cyril — already  pondering  wnether  he  would  get  the  money  lost 
from  Robert  or  nia  doting  mother — put  on  his  riding  gloves, 
took  his  whip,  and  descended  the  steps  to  where  his  bay  horse 
stood  in  the  starlight,  champing  on  the  bit  and  pawing  the 
gravel  with  impatience. 

Had  he  looked  round  at  that  moment,  he  might  have  detected 
a  strange  and  unfathomable  smile  on  the  face  of  Chesters. 

The  horse  seemed  very  restive,  swaying  away  when  he  put 
his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  so  that  he  mounted  with  difficulty,  and 
gathered  up  and  shortened  the  reins. 

"  Allow  me,  for  a  moment,"  said  Chesters ;  "  there  is  some- 
tiiing  wrong  about  the  curb  chain,  I  think." 

"  The  bridle's  all  right,  sir,"  urged  Trayner,  who  still  held  it 
in  his  hand,  while  Chesters  very  deliberately  lengthened  the 
straps  a  hole  or  two.  "  Youll  ao  now,  Wedderburn.  Touch 
him  with  the  spur.    Good  night." 

•*  Good  night ;  thanks,"  cried  Cyril,  and  away  his  horse  went 
like  the  wind ;  and  he  was  barely  clear  of  the  lodge  gate  when 
he  found  the  animal  was  totally  unmanageable,  and  moreover 
had  got  the  bit  firmly  between  its  teeth  1 
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CHAPTER  XIL 

THE  LAST  OP  THB  BAY  HUNTEE. 

"  He  is  rightly  named  Rooke  Chesters,"  muttered  Cyril,  as  his 
horse  began  to  caracole  sideways  along  the  high  road,  **for  he 
has  rooked  me  to  some  purpose.  By  Jove  !  I  can  never  confess 
my  folly  to  my  father,  after  all  his  warnings  too.  Halloa,  old 
nag,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  T 

He  now  became  sensible  that  his  horse  was  becoming  ex- 
tremely restive ;  something  was  wrong  with  the  bridle  he 
knew,  but  the  conduct  of  the  animal  rapidly  became  so  out- 
rageous that  he  feared  to  dismount  lest  it  should  kick  him  or 
run  away,  in  which  case  he  felt  that  he  would  cut  a  ridiculous 
figure  before  his  own  household,  by  arriving  on  foot  and  whip 
in  hand  without  his  nag.  His  father  and  brother  he  knew 
would  quiz  him  unmercifully.  Dismount !  Pshaw !  the  idea 
was  not  to  be  thought  of.  So  being  a  good  horseman  he  kept 
his  saddle,  and  endeavoured  by  every  means,  first  to  soothe, 
and  then  by  the  whip  to  control,  the  growing  fury  of  the  bay 
himter,  but  strove  in  vain. 

It  was  swelling,  trembling,  and  panting  with  rage ;  its 
quivering  ears  lay  backward  flat,  its  head  was  outstretched, 
and  its  bloodshot  eyes  turned  bacK,  till  at  times  he  could  see 
the  white  of  them  in  the  darkness. 

After  plunginff  and  rearing,  and  endeavouring  by  every 
means  to  throw  the  rider,  and  after  twice  attempting  to  crush 
him  against  the  park  wall  of  Chesterhaugh,  he  suddenly  flung 
out  his  forefeet,  and  with  a  fierce  snort  of  ra^e,  galloped  at  a 
terrible  pace  along  the  high  road.  The  beautiful  bay  of  which 
Cyril  was  so  proud,  as  showing  all  the  best  points  of  a  fine 
English  himter,  seemed  now  changed  into  a  tearing  devil ! 

The  curb  chain  was  loose,  the  bit  was  clenched  between  its 
teeth,  the  reins  were  powerless,  and  Cyril  Wedderburn  could 
no  more  control  its  actions  than  he  could  rule  a  whirlwind. 

Ploughed  fields  and  gates,  stackyards  and  farmsteadings, 
houses  and  cottages,  all  sunk  in  darkness,  even  as  their  inmates 
in  sleep,  were  all  passed  with  frightful  speed,  and  seeking  only 
to  keep  his  seat  till  the  animal  became  exhausted,  Cyril  trusted 
to  his  skill  as  a  rider,  and  let  the  hunter  take  its  way. 

The  open  waste  of  Lonewoodlee,  the  dark  thicket,  and  the 
quaint  old  Tower  with  its  corner  tourelles,  were  quickly  at 
hand.  As  he  swept  past,  Cyril  saw  the  light  in  Mary's  window : 
nay  more,  he  saw  her  figure  for  an  instant,  and  then  it  was  that 
the  irrepressible  cry  which  Mary  heard  escaped  him;  for  he 
had  begun  to  fear  that  there  was  more  than  the  warm  mash 
f ermentmg  in  the  interior  of  his  maddened  nag ;  that  the 
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animal  had  been  drugged,  as  there  were  few  "horsey''  tricks 
of  whidi  Ealph  Eooke  Chesters,  and  his  man  Bill  Trayner. 
were  ignorant. 

As  this  exasperating  conviction  forced  itself  upon  him,  he 
conceived  the  iaea  of  stunning  the  horse  by  a  blow  between 
the  ears. 

His  riding  whip  had  a  ponderous  silver  handle,  and  with  the 
thong  twisted  round  his  right  hand,  he  dealt  upon  the  hunter's 
head  a  downward  stroke  that  might  have  felled  an  ox ;  but 
instead  of  finding  it  sink  beneath  him  as  he  confidently 
expected,  so  that  he  might  leap  from  the  saddle,  a  fresh  gust 
of  rage  seemed  to  inspire  the  horse,  which  actually  bounded 
from  the  earth,  and  snorting,  panting,  and  quivering  afresh,  it 
went  blindly  and  madly  thundering  onward  in  its  fierce  career. 

This  was  at  Falaknowe,  where  the  whip  which  had  dropped 
from  his  hand  was  afterwards  found. 

For  a  time  he  had  thought  that  the  horse  might  know  its 
way  home,  and  stop  at  the  park-gate  of  WiUowdean  ;  but  gate 
and  lodge  had  long  been  left  bemnd,  the  woods  and  house  of 
Renton  too ;  the  rising  ground  beyond  was  soon  devoured  by 
the  rapid  hoofs,  and  (jynL  might  liavo  sidd,  with  Mazeppa,  as 
akrm  gathered  in  his  heart — 

"All  behind  was  dark  and  drear, 
And  all  before  was  ni^ht  and  fear. 
How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 
In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay 
I  could  not  tell ;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  this  were  human  breath  I  drew — ** 

for  before  him  were  the  impending  bluffs  of  a  rocky  shore,  and 
the  dashing  billows  of  the  German  Sea  1 

By  stem  use  of  his  spurs,  burying  the  sharp  rowels  in  blood, 
he  had  forced  the  animal  to  clear  by  a  flying  leap  more  than 
one  closed  toll-gate  ;  but  the  idea  pressed  upon  him,  that  if  he 
lost  his  seat  or  was  dashed  on  the  hard  road,  to  be  found  a 
bleeding  mass  of  broken  bones,  of  what  the  emotions  of  the 
molher  who  doted  on  him,  of  his  tender  Mary,  of  his  ambitious 
father,  and  of  all  his  friends  would  be,  if  he  were  brought 
home  to  Willowdean  an  unsightly  corpse  ;  and  now,  as  death 
seemed  close  and  nigh,  innumerable  episodes  of  his  -pBjat  life — 
good,  bad,  and  foolish — came  thronging  fast  upon  him,  as  he 
rode  this  terrible  race.  With  these  came  a  longing  for  ven- 
geance upon  Chesters,  and  a  loathing  of  the  infuriated  brute 
uiatbore  him.  How  he  longed  for  a  loaded  pistol,  that  he 
might  put  a  bullet  through  its  head. 

Cyril  was  an  excellent  horseman,  and  had  always  been  a 
little  vain  of  his  riding  ;  but  now  he  was  becoming  worn  out. 

After  a  twenty  miles  run,  the  horse  had  now  left  the  high- 
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way,  and  was  traversing  one  of  those  large  fields  (of  some  forty 
Scottish  acres  or  so)  that  are  peculiar  to  the  Merse  and  West 
Lothian.  It  had  been  recently  ploughed,  and  as  the  hunter's 
small  hoofs  and  slender  fetlocks  sank  deep  amid  the  soft  and 
loamy  soil,  while  its  panting  and  breathing  grew  harder,  Cyril 
hoped  that  it  was  weary  and  would  soon  stop  ;  but  the  hope 
was  vain. 

Cyril's  fingers  were  powerless  with  grasping  the  twisted  reins 
of  the  useless  bridle,  and  his  arms  ached  and  tingled  to  the 
shoulders  with  the  long  strain  upon  them ;  his  whole  body 
trembled,  and  he  felt  that  little  now  would  dismount  hin^  so 
fast  and  furious  had  been  the  career  of  his  runaway  steeo,  so 
many  the  leaps  he  had  made  over  gates  and  walls  of  turf  and 
stone,  over  high  hedges  and  deep  water-courses ;  a  regular 
steeplechase  over  everything  that  came  in  his  way.  The 
roughest  hurdle-race  was  as  nothing  compared  with  it ;  and 
now,  we  have  said,  before  him  lay  the  sea. 

He  knew  the  ground  well,  and  the  whole  locality  ;  he  had 
too  often  rambled  there  bird-nesting  when  a  happy,  heedless 
boy,  and  while  hunting  or  shooting  in  manhood ;  and  he  knew 
also  every  foot  of  that  terrij>le  shore  from  Ejrmouth  to  the 
Bridge  of  Dunglass ;  and  he  was  aware  that  at  the  end  of  the 
field  he  traversed  there  was  no  enclosure,  no  wall  or  hedge,  no 
boundary  but  the  giddy  verge  which  overhung  the  sea  that 
foamed  some  forty  feet  below.  So  now  the  time  had  come 
when  he  must  cast  himself  from  his  saddle  or  perish. 

He  released  his  right  foot  from  the  stirrup-iron,  but  somehow 
omitted  to  clear  the  left  so  readily.  In  a  moment  he  was  on 
his  back  among  the  soft  loamy  furrows,  and  dragged  furiously 
along  ;  the  next,  he  felt  himself  shot  fearfully  through  the  air, 
which  seemed  to  whiz  upward  past  him. 

"  God — oh,  God  save  me  !"  escaped  him,  while  his  mother's 
face,  and  Mary's  too,  flashed  on  his  memory,  with  Mary's  gentle 
voice  and  tender  eyes,  as  he  fell  through  space ;  and  ere  he 
could  again  respire  he  found  himseK  headlong  in  the  midnight 
sea,  with  the  black  water  closed  above  his  head. 

Panting  he  rose  to  the  surface,  but  to  sink  again  and  again, 
for  he  was  weak,  powerless,  and  breathless ;  yet  being  a  good 
swimmer,  when  he  rose  the  third  time  he  kept  himself  afioat 
and  looked  around. 

He  was  free  from  the  fatal  bay  hunter  now. 

High  over  him  towered  a  ridge  of  those  black,  beetling  rocks 
which  bound  the  shore  and  culminate  in  the  difiia  of  Fast 
Castle  and  those  of  St  Abb,  covered  with  sea  fowl,  and  wiUi 
the  foam  of  the  German  Ocean  rolling  against  them.  The 
moon,  which  had  been  hitherto  veiled  by  a  mass  of  clouds,  now- 
emerged  from  them,  and  as  she  was  waning  from  amid  the 
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ngged  edges  of  the  floating  vapour,  her  light,  cold,  pale,  and 
ghastly,  shone  along  the  tossing  sea. 

Even  if  he  could  have  protracted  his  existence  by  swimming, 
in  the  end  he  must  perish ;  for  aU  along  that  shore  no  footing 
place  or  sandy  beach  was  nigh,  and  the  waves,  he  feared  too 
sorely,  would  dash  him  on  the  bluffs  a  battered  corpse. 

Already  his  horse,  with  true  instinct,  had  turned  to  the  shore 
and  swam  through  the  billows,  which  dashed  it  again  and  again 
upon  the  wall  of  rock  the  slippery  face  of  whicn  it  beat  and 
pawed  with  its  hoofs  in  vain  to  hnd  a  footing. 

A  mass  of  weedy  and  isolated  rock  some  yards  from  that 
perilous  shore  caught  the  eye  of  Cyril  in  the  moonlight.  The 
waves  boiled  and  seethed  around  but  not  over  it.  There  he 
would  find  footing  he  hoped  for  a  time,  till  daylight  broke  and 
his  situation  mi^ht  be*seen  from  the  land  or  the  sea ;  and  with 
a  prayer  of  thankfulness  to  Heaven  in  his  heart  and  on  his  Hps, 
he  swam  boldly  and  reached  its  slippery  apex  by  grasping  ^e 
seaweed  that  covered  it. 

Cold  and  drenched  he  sat  there  with  the  white  waves  seething 
round  him  ;  and  he  could  remember  that  many  a  time  when  he 
was  a  boj  he  had  striven,  by  tossing  stones  from  the  cliff  above, 
to  hit  this  identical  rock  which  now  afforded  him  a  temporary 
place  of  safety. 

Ere  long  he  felt  sensible  that  the  water  was  rising,  that  the 
tide  was  flowing  inshore,  and  might  in  time,  perhaps,  cover  the 
rock,  in  which  case  he  was  certain  to  be  washed  off  ana  drowned. 
The  moon  soon  disappeared  behind  that  stupendous  rock  which 
is  crowned  by  the  ruins  of  Fast  Castle,  and  is  inaccessible  on  all 
sides,  save  bv  a  narrow  neck  of  land,  and  then  a  double  gloom 
seemed  to  fall  upon  the  sea.  About  a  mile  off  he  could  see  a  soli- 
tary light  in  the  window  of  a  house  upon  the  shore,  the  licht  too 
probably  of  some  watcher  bv  a  sic£  bed ;  and  wistfully  and 
yeamin^y  he  regarded  it,  as  he  sat,  or  crouched  rather,  on  that 
isolated  rock,  perishing  miserably  within  a  few  miles  of  his 
splendid  home. 

There  he  knew  that  by  this  time  all  would  be  a-bed,  after  his 
&ther,  his  brother,  and  Horace  Eamomie  had  had  a  few 
amicable  strokes  at  billiards,  and  after  lus  mother  had  grown 
weaiy  of  weaving  out  the  future  of  the  coming  heiress  ;  and  hi 
knew  that  Gervase  Asloane,  the  old  butler,  would  be  sleepil) 
awaiting  his  return  from  Chesterhaugh. 

One  other  light  was  visible  for  a  time ;  it  was  on  board  a 
large  steamer  about  eight  miles  distant  in  the  offing,  where 
cn^uaUy  it  passed  out  of  sight  as  she  sped  on  her  way  to  £ng- 
und  or  Holland. 

To  shout,  Cyril  knew  was  worse  than  useless ;  few  craft  ever 
ventured  near  that  iron  shore,  and  there  his  voice  would  be 
heard  by  sea  birds  only.  og tzed by k^^kj^^^ i^ 
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Poor  Cyril  Wedderbum !     He  had  not  been  much  given  to 

grayer  since  he  became  a  man  of  the  world,  or  since  he  had  last 
sped  his  childish  orisons  at  his  mother's  knee;  but  now,  in  his 
hour  of  desperate  need,  he  invoked  Grod  earnestly  for  deliver- 
ance from  a  death  so  early  and  so  terrible  as  that  which  menaced 
him :  and  by  a  strange  idiosyncrasy  of  the  human  mind,  amid 
these  pious  thoughts,  and  amid  the  bewildering  horrors  of  his 
situation,  there  occurred  to  his  ear  and  his  memory  scraps  of 
mess-room  songs,  of  frivolous  banter,  and  operatic  airs,  as  if  in 
grotesque  mockery,  till  he  feared  he  was  going  mad  1 

Suddenly  a  terriole  cry — a  cry  that  seemed  to  belong  neither 
to  Heaven  nor  earth— a  cry  altogether  dissimilar  to  any  other 
sound  he  had  ever  heard  before,  pierced  his  ears.  Its  singularity 
of  tone  made  the  pulses  of  his  heart  stand  stilL  Were  tne  tales 
he  had  heard  of  the  water  kelpy,  and  his  shrieks  of  triumph 
over  the  drowning,  true  after  all  1 

No  other  sound  followed  but  the  monotonous  dashing  of  the 
waves,  the  hiss  of  the  surf  upon  the  rocks,  and  the  voices  of  the 
now  startled  sea  birds  as  they  were  roused  from  their  nests  by 
that  unearthly  yelL 

It  was  the  death  scream  of  his  drowning  horse ;  for  a  horse, 
when  in  extremity  of  terror,  can  utter  a  dreadful  cry  at  times ; 
and  now  its  body  floated  passively  in  the  eddy  roimd  a  wave- 
beaten  promontory,  the  sport  of  the  billows,  and  Cyril,  with 
little  regret  certainly,  saw  it  tossed  to  and  fro  in  the  starlight, 
till  it  disappeared,  and  that  was  the  last  he  saw  of  his  fatal  bay 
hunter ! 

And  now  another  deep  invocation  of  God  escaped  him,  for 
he  became  assured  that  slowly,  but  steadily  and  terribly,  the 
rising  tide  was  closing  round  him ! 


L 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

GBIEF. 

In  his  exciting  conversation  with  Mary,  worthy  Squills,  the 
village  doctor,  had  not  over-rated  the  grief  and  consternation 
which  the  great  catastrophe  excited  among  the  bereaved  family 
at  Willowdean.  "  There  are  days  in  some  lives  which  are  so 
full  of  pain  that  no  term  of  after  years,  no  joy  or  peace  of  after- 
granting,  can  enable  us  to  think  of  them  without  a  shudder, 
even  to  the  last  hour  of  existence."  So  was  it  with  Lady  Wed- 
derbum then,  on  that  black  fatal  day,  and  for  many  a  day 
after,  when  memory  went  back  to  the  terrible  shock  her  nervous 
system  had  received. 
Accustomed  from  her  infancy  to  all  the  perfect  repose  and 
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care  that  wealth,  positiOD,  and  prosperity  so  frequently  inspire, 
this  calamity  seemed  beyond  all  her  power  of  realization  as  a 
fact! 

The  absence  of  Cyril  from  the  formal  morning  prayer  read 
by  Sir  John  (the  Wedderbums  were  rather  High  Church),  and 
from  breakfast,  excited  no  great  surprise :  and  when  it  was 
reported  from  me  stable-yard  that  neither  he  nor  his  horse  the 
famous  ba^r  had  come  home  last  night,  the  natural  conclusion 
of  the  familv  circle  was  that  he  had  been  pressed  to  remain  at 
Chesterhaugn,  and  would  doubtless  ride  home  in  time  for  the 
family  luncheon ;  but  Sir  John,  who  disliked  some  of  Booke 
Chesters*  proclivities,  particularly  his  proneness  to  gamble, 
was  surprised  that  his  son  (usually  so  careful  and  fastidious  in 
his  acquaintanceships)  should  so  far  tax  that  person's  hospi- 
tality. 

When  Lady  Wedderbum,  in  her  &jy  little  dressing-room, 
was  in  deep  consultation  with  Miss  Mora  M*Caw  about  her 
style  of  mourning  for  her  Unde  William,  of  Madras,  and  the 
proper  sets  of  jewellery,  jet,  silver,  or  gold,  to  be  worn  there- 
with, and  also  when  the  season  for  second  mourning  arrived, 
the  startling  tiduigs  came,  in  the  form  of  a  vague  rumour  at 
first,  that  her  son  Cyril  had  left  Chesterhaugh  about  midnight, 
and  had  now  been  absent,  xmaccounted  for,  none  knew  where 
or  how,  for  twelve  hours  ! 

For  one  so  extremely  regular  in  all  his  habits  and  so  temperate 
in  conduct,  this  seemed  incomprehensible,  and  every  hopeful, 
vague,  and  wild  surmise  was  indulged  in  only  to  culminate  at 
last  in  the  fear  of  some  terrible  accident  or  outrage,  and  yet  the 
people  pf  the  district  were  peaceful  and  orderly. 

Tnen,  as  the  Doctor  had  related  to  Mary,  Horace  Ramomie, 
and  all  the  household,  assisted  by  friends  and  neighbours,  set 
forth  to  search  the  country.  His  hat  was  found  at  Buncle-edge, 
and  his  whip  at  Falaknowe,  five  miles  nearer  the  sea :  but  Lady 
Juliana  Emescleugh  sent  her  son.  the  Master,  with  tne  darkest 
tidings  of  all,  that  Cyril's  well-known  bay  hunter  had  been 
discovered  drowned,  and  fearfully  bruised  and  battered^  among 
the  rocks  eastward  of  Fast  Castle,  and  then  the  conviction  that 
a  dreadful  calamity,  the  details  of  which  were  incomprehensible, 
had  taken  place. 

The  Coastguard  were  set  to  work,  the  shore  was  searched, 
and,  save  where  the  rocks  were  impassable  or  inaccessible,  every 
creek  and  cranny  were  examined  Tbetween  Broxmouth  and  the 
Iledheugh  shore ;  a  fleet  of  fisherboats  dragged  aU  the  water 
in  the  viciniiy,  but  all  their  seeking  was  vain. 

No  further  trace  was  found  of  Cyril. 

The  telegraphs  were  at  work,  with  descriptions  of  his  person 
and  clothing,  and  rewards  were  offered  for  information,  with  no 
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better  suceeas,  and  thus  four  days  of  agonizing  suspense  and 
horror  were  passed  by  the  family  at  Willowdean. 

All  the  servants  sorrowed  for  Cyril,  the  feminine  portion 
especially ;  he  was  so  handsome,  and  always  so  smiling  and 
suave ;  and  old  Qervase  Asloane,  on  whose  back  he  had  ndden 
many  a  time  when  a  boy,  wept  for  him,  and  Miss  Flora  M'Caw 
wept  toa  Solitary,  and  of  a  necessity  selfish  though  her  life 
haa  been,  she  felt  genuine  grief  for  the  loss  of  so  fine  a  young 
man,  and  recalled  me  secret  hopes  and  tender  passion  in  which 
she  had  once  ventured  to  indulge  when  the  heir  of  Willowdean 
was  in  his  mere  boyhood,  in  the  time  that  seemed  so  long  past 
now. 

Messages  and  cards  of  condolence  poured  in  from  friends  and 
neighbours ;  and  among  others  came  a  black-ed^ed  note,  per 
Mr.  Bill  Trayner,  from  Rooke  Chesters,  expressing  profound 
sorrow  for  the  untoward  event,  and  enclosing  Cynl's  I  O  U 
for  three  hundred  pounds,  which  "he  hoped  Sir  John  Wedder- 
bum  would  find  it  convenient  to  liquidate,  as  he  was  just  about 
to  travel'* 

"  Oh,  detestable  taste  !"  exclaimed  Horace  Ramornie,  with  a 
flush  of  an^r  and  contempt  on  his  handsome  face ;  out  Sir 
John,  though  his  brown,  manly  hand  trembled  the  while,  signed 
a  ch^ue  for  the  amount,  and  enclosed  it  to  Chesters  without 
a  word  of  comment. 

He  then  looked  sadly  at  the  I  O  U,  the  last  words,  no  doubt, 
his  son's  hand  had  traced,  and  with  a  sigh  threw  it  into  the 
fire. 

When  the  second  and  third  day  passed.  Lady  Wedderbum 
was  too  ill  to  leave  her  bed  and  it  required  all  the  skill  of 
Doctor  Squills,  and  all  the  solace  of  Miss  M'Caw,  with  the  aid 
of  camphor,  sal-volatile,  and  Rimmers  vinegar,  to  save  her  from 
a  succession  of  fainting  fits. 

Cvril  was  ffone — ^gone  for  ever  ! 

These  words  seemed  ever  in  her  heart  and  on  her  lips,  and  to 
be  written,  as  it  were,  in  letters  of  fire  upon  the  wall,  and  this 
feeling  seemed  to  fill  the  air  around  her.  The  stunning  sense 
of  her  bereavement  was  most  keen  in  the  wakeful  hours  of  the 
night  and  of  the  early  morning.  Then  it  seemed  to  rush  Hke 
a  flood  upon  her.  Never  more  would  her  slender  fingers  run 
caressingly  through  his  rich  dark  hair ;  never  more  would  his 
soft,  and  beautiful,  yet  manly  eyes,  turn  affectionately  to  hers ; 
never  again  would  his  voice,  always  so  sweetly  modulated  when 
addressing  her,  fall  upon  her  listening  ear. 

A  lonely  girl  at  Lonewoodlee  was  full  of  exactly  similar 
thoughts,  sorrows,  and  memories ;  yet  those  of  the  bereaved 
mother  were  perhaps  the  deepest  —  the  most  keen  and  the 
hardest  to  bear.    Cyril  was  her  first-bom— the  apple  of  hi^  ciye. 
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To  her  he  was  beautiful  as  Absalom  was  to  David,  and  as  she 
thought  (d  that,  she  repeated  in  her  heart— 

•*  Oh  Absalom,  my  son,  my  Absalom, 

/  Would  to  God  my  life  would  ransom  thine !" 

Had  Lady  Wedderbum  seen  Mary  Lennox  then,  and  known 
the  common  cause  of  their  grief,  she  might  have  forgiven  and 
even  loved  her ;  but  she  had  never  yet  connected  the  idea  of 
Mary  with  her  son. 

When  Cyril  was  absent  with  his  regiment— the  Fusileers — 
the  sight  of  his  empty  chair,  his  vacant  place  at  table,  always 
inspired  her  with  sadness ;  but  she  knew  that  he  was  no  longer 
a  boy,  and  could  not  be  kept  for  ever  by  her  side.  Now  nis 
place  would  ever  more  be  vacant,  or  filled  by  a  terrible  shadow 
— an  unseen  presence  only.  Even  his  grave  she  would  never 
look  upon  ;  and  every  relic  of  Cyril— the  portrait  painted  of 
him,  as  a  cnerry-cheeked  boy  ensign,  in  his  first  red  coat  and 
epaulettes,  with  pipe-clayed  belt  and  black  bearskin )  the  lock 
of  his  hair  whicn  had  never  left  her  bosom  since  he  joined  his 
regiment,  then  warring  on  the  banks  of  the  Sutledge  ;  his 
unused  books,  his  bed,  the  soft  cambric  pillow-case  his  cheek 
had  touched,  his  favourite  meerschaum  pipe,  lying  where  he 
had  last  left  it— all  became  as  something  sacred  in  her  eyes,  and 
inspired  her  with  bursts  of  the  most  passionate  grief. 

The  schemes  she  had  been  so  fondly  forming  for  his  aggran- 
dizement, by  marriage  with  his  rich  cousin  who  was  coming 
home,  were  all  forgotten  now ;  and  in  the  bewilderment  of  her 
grief  she  almost  forgot  to  pray.  Poor  Lady  Wedderbum  was 
stupefied ;  and  the  snow  of  that  sudden  storm  which  imprisoned 
Mary  Lennox  at  Chesterhaugh  added,  while  it  lasted  on  hill 
and  moor,  double  desolation  to  her  heart,  for  the  gloom  of  the 
weather  adds  keenly  to  the  grief  of  the  imaginative  and  im- 
pressionable. 

Where  was  now  the  future  she  had  pictured,  with  Cyril's 
children  crowing  and  nestling  upon  her  knee?  Kobert,  her 
younger  son — the  future  Baronet— yet  was  left  to  her ;  but  at 
present  all  her  sorrows,  tears,  and  regrets  were  for  the  lost 
one. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

AN  UNWELCOME  VISITOR, 

"Thk  fifth  day,  and  no  news  of  him  yet— no  trace,  save  the 
dead  horse !  By  Jove !  what  can  have  happened  1  I  meant  only 
to  break  a  few  of  his  bones,  or  spoil  his  pretty  face,  perhaps, 
for  Mary,  and  nothing  more.    Where  the  devil  can  he  have 
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drifted  to— the  coast  of  Holland  perhaps  "J  Handsome  of  tiid 
old  boy  to  cash  up  the  I  O  U.  Wish  it  had  been  for  six 
hundred,  though  T 

Thus  thought  Ralph  Rooke  Chesters,  when  on  the  afternoon 
of  the  fifth  day— on  Monday— after  the  disappearance  of  Cyril 
he  dismounted  at  Lonewoodlee,  under  the  door  which  bore  the 
quaint  legend,  and  presenting  his  card,  asked  for  Miss  Lennox. 

"  Miss  Lennox  was  at  home,"  Alison  said,  and  ere  long  she 
received  him  in  the  gloomy  apartment  which  ^passed  for  her 
drawing-room,  with  its  chintz-covered  furniture,  its  chiffonnieres 
of  painted  wood,  its  old-fashioned  girandoles,  and  the  meagre 
finery  of  her  mother's  bridal  days,  to  which  her  own  eyes  had 
become  accustomed.  Her  piano  stood  open,  for  though  her 
heart  was  full  of  grief,  ^e  had  been  compelled  to  sing  and 
play  to  amuse  her  Father. 

"To  what  do  I  owe  the— the  pleasure  of  this  visit T  said 
Mary,  politely  yet  coldly,  for  the  memory  of  yesterday's  snare 
haunted  her  unpleasantly,  and  secretly  she  resented  it. 

"  My  anxiety  lest  you  should  have  suffered  from  the  snow 
(now  nearly  gone,  by-the-bye)  and  the  cold  drive  in  an  open 
waggonette,*'  replied  Chesters,  with  as  soft  a  smile  as  his  face 
could  assume. 

"Thanks  ;  I  am  well,"  said  Mary,  still  more  coldl^r,  for  there 
was  something  in  the  manner  of  Chesters  which  inspired  doubt 
and  dislike.  Yet  he  placed  his  hat  on  the  table,  brushed  a 
speck  off  his  tweed  kmckerbockers  with  his  handkerchief,  and 
quietly  seated  himself  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  meant  to 
remain. 

**  And  the  old  gentleman.    How  is  he  T 

•*  As  usual,"  sighed  Mary ;  "  very  weak  and  ailing.  I  know 
not  with  what ;  and  I  don't  think  that  Doctor  Squills  knows 
either." 

"  Get  some  other  skill  than  this  cub  of  a  parish  doctor  pos- 
sesses.   Send  to  town — to  London  or  Edinburgh." 

But  Mary  shook  her  head  and  sighed  again  as  she  thought  of 
their  slender  means  ;  and  there  was  a  pause,  during  which  she 
hoped  that  he  would  soon  go,  as  she  had  to  be  at  the  railway 
station  at  a  certain  hour  to  receive  certain  medicines  which  the 
Doctor  had  ordered  from  Edinburgh  for  her  father's  use. 

She  was  conscious  that  Chesters  was  regarding  her  earnestly : 
indeed  he  had  been  unable  to  get  out  of  his  evil  mind  the  effect 
of  her  pretty  and  ladylike  little  figure  while  she  sat  so  many 
hours  m  his  dining-room  last  night ;  so  he  had  come  in  the 
prosecution  of  his  nefarious  suit ;  but  old  as  he  was  in  the  ways 
of  the  world  he  lived  in,  he  felt  an  awkwardness  in  his  mode  of 
advancing  it ;  for  Marv  looked  so  provokin^ly  calm  and  com- 
posed, and  so  exquisitely  ladylike  ;  her  beautifully  dressed  hair 
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00  gorgeous  in  colour  and  qaantit3r,  with  her  plain  bat  perfect 
toilet,  and  her  only  ornament,  a  simple  broocn,  nestling  at  her 
pretty  neck. 

To  Mary's  eye  he  looked  older  to-day  and  less  careful  in  his 
costume ;  his  nose  was  certainly  redder,  and  the  blotches  on  his 
cheeks  were  deeper  in  colour ;  his  watchful  and  sinister  grey 
eyes  were  more  restless  in  expression,  and  it  soon  became 
evident  that  he  had  been  imbibing  freely,  though  the  day  was  yet 
young.  WinCj  or  something  worse,  alone  could  have  made  him 
depart  from  his  policy  of  yesterday  and  blunder  on  as  he  did 
while  the  young  girl's  grief  was  so  fresh  and  keen. 

He  rose,  and  coming  close  to  the  chair  in  which  she  was 
seated,  laid  his  hand  on  the  back  of  it,  touching  her  rounded 
shoulder  as  he  did  so ;  and  lowering  his  voice,  he  said — 

"  Miss  Lennox  :  or  may  I  call  you  Mary  T 

"Yes,  if  you  choose.  You  have  known  me  since  I  was  a 
mere  duld.** 

**  I  have  served  in  India  since  then,"  said  he,  with  an  ill- 
concealed  grimace ;  for  he  winced  at  the  remart,  or  what  it 
inferred  ;  and  oblivious  of  the  tender  scene  he  had  witnessed 
in  the  thicket,  and  the  grief  which  filled  her  heart,  he  said — 

"I  am  come  to  ask  you  if  you  will  allow  me  to  love  you, 
Maiy  Lennox  r 

"I  can  neither  prevent  people  from  loving  or  hating  me,"  she 
replied,  evasively ;  for  she  remembered  the  bill  which  he  pos- 
sessed; the  power  it  gave  him  over  her  father,  and  she 
trembled  in  her  heart. 

"Ah,  Mary,  who  could  hate  youT  he  whispered,  bending 
still  nearer  her  face. 

"But  I  beg  that  you  will  not  speak  of  love  to  me.** 

"Whyr 

"For  a  reason  I  care  not  to  give.  Pray  let  that  suffice," 
urged  Mary,  as  she  bit  her  lip  and  kept  her  pale  face  averted 
to  hide  the  tears  with  which  her  eyes  were  filled. 

"  Then  you  love  another  V  said  Chesters,  bluntly. 

"  That  is  my  affair,  sir." 

"But  you  do  ;  or  shall  I  say,  did^ 

"As  you  please,"  replied  the  girl,  wea,rily,  shrugging  her 
shoulders,  and  her  words  seemed  to  come  from  her  heart. 

"  At  least,  I  have  a  kind  of  admission  from  your  own  lips/' 
he  resumed,  with  a  half -muttered  imprecation  under  his  sandy 
gr^  moustache,  and  with  a  dangerous  gloom  in  his  false  and 
simster  eyes.    "  But  do  you  know  your  own  mind  ]'' 

"  I  trust  that  I  do,"  was  the  gentle  reply. 

"You  are  right  to  speak  doubtfully." 

Mary  changed  her  seat  to  the  other  side  of  the  fireplace ;  for, 
as  his  face  came  nearer  hers,  a  kind  of  shiver  passed  over  her. 
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"I  do  not  understand  you,  Captain  Chesters,''  said  sliOi 
haughtily,  as  she  erected  her  pretty  head,  and  looked  at  him 
intently  and  steadily. 

''  I  say  you  are  right  to  speak  doubtfully,  for  at  your  yean  a 
girl  scarcely  knows  her  own  mind,''  he  resumed  more  tenderly^ 
again  drawing  near  her  and  attempting  to  take  her  hand.  "  It  is 
quite  possible  to  love  one  person  at  one  time,  and  another  much 
more  at  a  future  time  ;  and  thus  you  might  love  me.  Who  is 
the  writer  that  says,  *  we  may  love  with  but  a  part  of  our 
nature— for  the  heart  must  love  something — ^until  we  chance 
upon  a  being  our  every  nature  sympathizes  with  ;  one  that  will 
awaken  new  faculties  to  love  with  •  one  that  we  can  love  with 
all  the  love  we  gave  the  first,  witn  still  more  added — a  being 
made  for  us,  and  us  alone.' " 

Chesters  poured  out  this  quotation  at  a  breath,  for  he  was 
sensible  that  his  utterance  was  becoming  thicker,  and  a  smile 
of  disdain  passed  over  Mary's  face. 

"I  don't  know  who  the  writer  is,"  said  she,  with  growing 
irritation,  as  she  rang  the  bell,  "but  it  all  sounds  very  French — 
like  some  of  the  maxims  of  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau.  One  thing 
I  am  sure  of,  Captain  Chesters ;  my  nature  would  never  sympa- 
thise with  yours,  and  I  could  never — ^pardon  me  for  saying  so — 
marry  a  man  old  enough  to  be  my  father." 

Chesters  ground  his  teeth  at  this  reply,  and  a  little  hollow 
and  bitter  laugh  escaped  him  ;  for  with  all  his  open  and  secret 
admiration  of  Mary,  which  was  genuine  enough — as  the  charms 
of  her  person  and  manner  were  undeniable — a  marriage  with 
her  formed  no  part  of  his  plans.  He  was  about  to  renew  the 
subject,  when  old  Alison  appeared,  in  answer  to  the  summons 
of  her  yoimg  mistress,  who  said — 

"Ask,  please,  if  my  papa  feels  well  enough  to  see  Captain 
Chesters."    ^  , 

"  He  has  just  been  inquiring  for  him.  Miss." 

"  Good.  Come  with  me,  Captain  Chesters,  if  you  are  so  dis- 
posed.   Papa  sees  so  few.  that  your  visit  will  be  quite  an  event." 

Now  Chesters,  with  all  his  suavity  and  plausibility,  when  he 
had  an  object  in  view,  could  rarely  give  much  sympathy  to  any 
one  or  anything,  and  above  aU,  he  hated  the  boredom  01  illness 
or  sickness  in  himself  or  others,  felt  just  then  only  anger  at  the 
quick  mode  in  which  Mary  cut  short  his  intrusive  love-making  ; 
but  he  bowed,  and  followed  her  into  the  room  where  poor  Oliver 
Lennox  lay  in  the  bed  from  which,  it  was  too  probable,  he  would 
never  rise.  The  oppressive  odour  of  the  sick  room  in  such  a 
chill  season,  and  in  such  a  house,  where  the  walls  were  of  such 
enormous  thickness,  was  unpleasantly  perceptible  to  Chesters, 
and  had  the  result  of  making  his  recent  potations  more 
seriously  affect  his  brain. 
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However,  being  withal  a  well-bred  man,  he  shook  the  thin 
wan  hand  of  Mr.  Lennox  with  ai)parent  cordiality,  made  the 
nsual  polite  bat  conventional  inquiries  about  his  health,  and 
received  the  same  unmeaning  ana  querulous  replies,  which  he 
had  heuxl  a  score  of  times  in  the  same  place. 

Weak  and  worn  though  he  was,  could  Oliver  Lennox  but 
have  seen  into  Chester's  hearty  and  read  the  plans  he  cherished 
there,  he  would  have  smote  lum  by  his  bedside ! 

Propped  on  pillows  which  his  daughter's  tender  hand  had 
arranged,  Mr.  Lennox,  looking  twenty  years  older  than  his  time 
of  Ufe  warranted,  had  been  lying  the  whole  forenoon  with  his 
clear  blue  restless  eyes  bent  on  the  muirland  scene  that  stretched 
for  miles  away  before  his  window — ^the  acres  upon  acres  that 
were  no  longer  his  own ;  acres  won  and  held  by  his  forefathers 
in  the  old  stirring  times  of  Scottish  raids  and  wars. 

The  snow  of  the  unexpected  storm  had  already  disappeared ; 
the  day  really  looked  like  one  in  spring ;  the  sky  a  deep  blue : 
the  air  soft  and  ambient.  The  bulb  roots  were  expanding  amid 
the  prepared  mould  in  Mary's  little  garden  on  the  southern  side 
of  the  Tower ;  the  primroses  and  wild  violets  were  cropping  up 
beneath  the  sprouting  hedgerows  ;  the  grass  looked  greener  on 
the  lonely  hill  sides  and  in  the  meadows,  over  which  the  shadows 
of  the  clouds  were  passing  quickly ;  and  even  the  bleak  Lam- 
mermuir  looked  less  bleak  than  was  its  wont ;  for  the  day  was 
of  a  kind  to  make  one  feel  content  for  the  present,  hopeful  for 
the  future,  and  prayerful  to  God. 

Oliver  Lennox  felt  its  genial  influence  in  his  own  fatuous 
way  J  but  not  so  his  daughter,  for  her  heart  was  rent  by 
anguish  for  the  loss  of  Cyril,  and  mortification  for  the  annoy- 
ance which  the  suit  of  Chesters  occasioned  her. 

"  How  land  of  you  to  come  and  see  an  old  broken-down  fellow 
such  as  I  am,"  said  the  invalicL  turning  his  sharp  aquiline  face 
to  his  \isitor,  and  presenting  his  hand  for  a  second  time. 

"Not  at  alL  my  good  friend.  Glad  to  see  you  looking  so 
welL  Egad  !  I  shouldn't  wonder  to  see  you  in  the  saddle  again, 
scouring  across  the  country— the  leading  man  in  the  field. 

But  Mr.  Lennox  only  shook  his  head  and  sighed  despond- 
ingly,  while  Mary  felt  disgust  for  the  untrue  sympathy  of 
Cheaters,  who  stood  sucking  the  ivory  handle  of  his  whip,  while 
she  rearranged  with  her  quick  hands  the  pillows  under  her 
father's  head. 

^  It  was  just  on  such  a  bree2y  March  day  as  this  I  hunted 
last,  Chesters,"  said  the  invalid,  with  a  sad  smile.  *'We  all 
came  at  a  slapping  pace  through  Oxendean.  and  round  Buncle- 
edge,  till,  odcdy  enou^  a  bed  of  sweet  violets  and  primroses — 
only  think  of  it !— in  Kenton  Wood  quite  threw  the  hounds  off 
the  scent,  and  the  fox  escaped  1    Since  that  day  Oliver  Lennox 
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has  never  been  in  the  hunting  field,  or  backed  but  an  old  Gal- 
loway cob." 

"  Take  courage.  There  is  a  good  time  coming,  as  the  song 
has  it" 

"  My  Mary  is  the  veritable  *  Brownie'  of  Lonewoodlee,  who 
cooks  and  watches  in  the  night,  and  all  that,  so  I  should  not 
repine,"  said  Mr.  Lennox,  with  a  fond  smile,  as  he  played  with 
her  snowy  and  statuesque  fingers  ;  "  but  her  unwearying  love, 
and  all  her  tender  kindness  cannot  avert  fate,  or  hide  the  out- 
stretching  of  the  Shadowy  Hand." 

"  Oh,  papa,  do  not — do  not  pierce  my  heart !"  implored  the 
girL 

"  How  much  more  of  Uf e  is  there  in  this  old  grumbler  yet  V 
thought  Chesters,  as  he  actually  gnawed  the  whip-handle  with 
his  teeth,  while  watching  admiringly  the  contour  of  Mary's 
bust,  the  taper  form  of  her  white  arms,  and  the  high  arch  of 
her  instep,  as  she  hung  about  her  father's  bed. 

'*  You  will  be  land  to  her,  Chesters,  when  I  am  gone,"  said 
Lennox,  in  his  usual  querulous  way ;  and  the  request  was  so 
much  in  unison  with  Chesters'  own  thoughts,  that  the  blotches 
deepened  to  scarlet  in  his  face. 

"Kind  to  her,  Mr.  Lennox?"  he  faltered. 

"  Yes.  I  leave  so  few  friends  behind  me  now,  that  Mary's 
future  fills  my  heart  with  intense  anxiety." 

"  Papa  dearest,  fear  not  for  me,"  said  Mary,  becoming  deeply 
agitated. 

"  Had  your  brother  Harry  but  been  spared—" 

"Don't  talk  of  poor  Harry,  papa,"  urged  Mary,  as  her  father's 
mind  was  apt  to  wander  then,  and  to  confound  the  past  and 
the  present  together ;  "  do  not  talk  thus,  papa,  when  strangers 
are  present.  You  may  live  I  hope  and  trust  for  many  years  to 
come.  '  God  alone  decides  who  shall  live  to  suffer,  or  who  shall 
suffer  and  die.'    I,  perhaps,  may  be  one  of  the  latter." 

A  scarcely  perceptible  gesture  of  impatience  escaped  Chesters  ; 
but  slight  though  it  was,  the  quick  eye  of  the  invalid  detected  it. 

"  Well,  I  daresay  I  weary  you.  Take  Chesters  into  the  dining- 
room,  Mary,  and  give  him  a  glass  of  Madeira,  or  brandy-and- 
water,  after  the  ride.  I  always  took  a  horn  after  a  gaUop  in 
my  day — the  day  that  will  never  come  again.  Lonewoodlee 
had  ever  a  name  for  hospitality,  and  it  shall  not  lose  it  while  I 
am  above  the  turf,  lassie." 

"  Thanks :  then  we  shall  adjourn  to  the  dining-room,"  said 
Chesters,  and  glad  to  escape  from  the  sick  chamber,  he  shook 
the  hand  of  Oliver  Lennox,  and  ere  long  found  himself  in  the 
sombre  little  dining-hall,  seated  on  one  of  the  square-elbowed 
haircloth  sofas,  and  looked  down  upon  by  a  few  faded  and 
gloomy  portraits  of  the  Lennoxes  of  past  times,  in  wigs,  wide 
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cufe,  and  pasteboard  skirts,  or  breastplates  of  steel,  just  as 
Lely,  Eamsayj  or  Medina  had  depicted  them ;  and  somehow  he 
thought  that  in  all  the  faces  of  these  dead  men  he  could  read 
something  of  scorn  and  scrutiny,  so  his  eye  avoided  them,  and 
he  applied  himself  to  mixing  a  stiff  glass  of  brandy-and-water, 
while  Mary  hovered  irresolutely  near.  She  was  all  anxiety  that 
he  should  depart,  for  in  an  hour  now  the  train  would  be  in,  and 
she  wished  to  receive  in  person  the  medicines  that  were  coming 
for  her  father.  She  dreaded  also  to  mention  her  errand  or 
purpose,  lest  he  might  offer  to  accompany  her,  and  give  the 
affliction  of  yet  more  of  his  society. 

But  Chesters  found  himself  perfectly  comfortable.  His  din- 
ner-time was  three  hours  distant  yet;  the  brandy-and-water 
proved  quite  tew  his  taste— so,  too,  was  Mary — thus  he  at  once 
resumed  the  thread  of  their  conversation,  but  in  a  more  jocular, 
or  as  Mary  justly  deemed  it,  more  insolent  tone  ;  for  helpless- 
ness and  friendlessness  encouraged  this  vaurien,  while  her  rare 
beauty  inspired  his  worst  passion. 

"  Ah,  Mary^,  we  might  be  so  jolly  if  you  would  only  learn  to 
love  me  a  little."  Then  becoming  maudlinly  sentimental,  he 
proceeded  to  quote  Shelley — 

'*  See  tbe  mountains  kiss  high  Heaven, 
And  the  waves  clasp  one  another ;        , 
No  sister  flower  will  he  forgiven, 

If  it  disdain  its  hrother. 
And  the  sunheams  kiss  the  earth  s 
.  And  the  moonbeams  the  sea. 
^"What  are  all  those  kissings  worth, 
If  thou  kiss  not  me  V* 

•*  The  order  of  that  line  should  be  reversed ;  but,  by  Jove, 
my  voice  is  getting  quite  feathery  1" 

He  was  becoming  inarticulate,  and  almost  tipsyl 

**  Captain  Chesters,''  said  Mary,  gravely,  "  do  not  go  on  thus, 
I  implore  you  !  You  would  pity  me  if  you  knew  all— the  hor- 
ror of  living  alone,  or  nearly  alone,  in  this  dreary  house ;  my 
sole  occupation  the  sad,  sad  one ^^ 

"  Of  what  ]"  said  he,  as  tears  choked  her  utterance. 

"  Soothing  and  amusing  a  dying  father." 

"Oh  bosh!  my  dear  girl,"  was  the  coarse  response;  "the 
old  fellow  may  hve  long  enough  yet ;  and  I  am  sure  that  he 
would  rather  have  me  for  a  son-in-law — I  who  know  so 
thoroughly  the  points  of  a  horse  and  the  secrets  of  the  turf — a 
thoroughbred  sportsman,  who  could  take  the  county  pack  in 
hand,  and,  had  I  the  means,  would  hunt  the  Merse  and  Lauder- 
dale as  they  never  were  hunted  before — than  yonder  mooning 
fellow  from  whom  you  parted  in  the  thicket  on  the  night  he 
disappeared.  Ah,  you  sly  puss,  you  little  knew  that  I  saw  you 
there  r 
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Mary  felt  herself  grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  she  flushed  to 
the  temples  with  anger,  as  these  rude  and  almost  fiercely  spoken 
remarks,  so  wounding  to  her  delicacy,  fell  on  her  sensitive  ear. 
Again  her  hand  went  to  the  bell  for  the  purpose  of  having 
Chesters  shown  to  the  door  at  all  hazards  of  the  future,  but  ere 
she  could  ring  Alison  Home's  hard  and  wrinkled  visage  ap- 
peared, and  she  announced  that  "Captain  Chesters*  servant, 
Trayner,  wished  to  speak  with  him  immediately/' 

"  Send  him  up  then,"  said  Chesters  sulkily.  **  Most  singular, 
this  !  What  the  deuce  can  the  fellow  want  with  me  1  I  l6f t 
him  in  the  stables." 

"  He  says,  sir,  that  he  has  something  for  your  private  ear," 
replied  the  greyhaired  domestic. 

Now  Chesters  had  so  many  strange  involvementSj  and  so 
many  secrets  to  keep,  that  he  very  palpably  changed  colour  on 
hearing  this,  and  felt  compelled  to  go  to  ms  servant,  who  had 
dismounted  at  the  door,  and  was  now  dressed  in  livery,  with 
an  orthodox  cockade  and  brown  leather  belt. 

Mary  only  heard  Chesters  utter  a  fierce  exclamation  of 
astonishment  in  reply  to  a  communication  made  by  Trayner, 
who  was  cooUy  smoking  one  of  his  master's  cigars,  concern- 
ing "Willowdean  and  a  telegram  ;*'  and  then,  without  the 
courtesy  of  returning  to  bid  her  adieu,  or  making  any  explana- 
tion whatever,  her  unwelcome  visitor  rode  off  towards  Chester- 
haugh,  accompanied  by  his  servant  •  and  Mary  could  see  from 
her  window  that  as  they  galloped  along  the  road  they  were  side 
by  side  and  in  close  and  rapid  conversation. 

About  what] 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  SPRING  EVENING. 

Eee  the  night  fell  and  the  moonlight  paled  out  on  the  Lam- 
mermuirs  and  on  the  sea,  Mary  was  fated  to  hear  what  this 
secret  communication  was ! 

"  What  had  happened  at  Willowdean — ^what  was  the  nature 
of  the  telegram  1"  she  asked  of  her  own  heart  and  of  Alison  in 
vain  ;  the  discovery  of  Cyril's  body  in  the  sea,  or  cast  upon 
the  snore  perhaps,  and  even  she  who  loved  him  so,  yea  as  ner 
own  soul,  dared  not  ask  permission  to  look  upon  his  pallid 
face  again! 

This  conviction  was  a  great,  a  bitter,  and  a  mortifying  grief  ! 
Well,  well,  if  the  world  were  going  to  pieces,  she  knew  mat  she 
must  attend  to  the  health  and  wants  of  her  father,  and  on 
looking  at  her  watch,  she  found  that  she  had  not  a  moment  to 
lose  if  she  would  be  at  the  station  when  the  train  from  the 
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Nor£h  came  in.    She  tied  on  her  fflnart  hat  and  veil,  took  her 
tiny  mnff,  and  set  forth. 

She  might  have  sent  Alison  Home,  bnt  she  had  a  craving  to 
be  a  little  ahroad  in  the  open  air,  for  the  atmosphere  of  the 
house  seemed  to  stifle  her,  and  there  were  times  when  the 
damorons  fluttering  of  her  heart  amounted  to  agony,  and  when 
she  felt  as  one  in  a  dream — one  enduring  sorrows  not  her  own, 
but  those  of  another. 

She  passed  the  thicket  and  the  stile  where  she  had  been 
wont  to  meet  him  in  the  evening,  and  she  glanced  at  both  wist- 
fully. No  need  was  there  now  to  wait  with  anxious  heart  to  watch 
the  clock,  or  wonder  whether  papa  would  be  asleep,  awake,  or 
fretful  when  the  time  for  trysting  came.  All  was  ended  now  ! 
and  yet  as  she  looked  at  the  rude  steps  of  the  stone  stile,  grey 
and  spotted  with  lichens,  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  could,  in 
her  mind's  eye,  trace  the  outline  of  her  handsome  and  winning 
lover's  figure,  waiting  for  her  as  of  old—as  he  had  waited  only 
five  days  ago— her  lost  Cyril. 

Never  more !  Oh,  how  much  of  sadness,  of  bitterness,  and 
hopelessness,  do  these  two  words  contain  I 

Save  in  a  few  hollow  places  on  the  hill  sides,  the  snow  of  the 
preceding  night  had  totally  disappeared.  The  sunset  deepened 
uito  a  warm  and  russet  glow  on  the  summits  of  the  pastoral 
hills,  the  air  was  balmy,  and  the  chirping  of  the  birds  came 
clearly  upon  it,  with  the  voices  of  cnildren  from  a  distance. 
The  green  buds  were  swelling  in  the  hedgerows,  and  near  a 
cottage  which  had  once  been  a  lodge  of  Lonewoodlee  (now  let 
to  a  cotter)  she  saw  a  group  of  rosy,  barelegged  "bairns"  peep- 
ing With  wonder  into  the  first  bird's  nest  of  the  season,  which 
some  unwary  sparrow  had  built  in  the  cleft  of  an  open  bush. 
The  rooks  were  cawing  aloft,  the  brown  hares  were  gliding 
lonong  the  glistening  furrows  of  the  freshly  ploughed  fields,  or 
"mains"  as  they  are  named  in  the  Merse  ;  there  was  a 
fragrance  and  odour  of  verdure  in  the  air,  and  though*  the 
month  is  usually  a  rude  and  boisterous  one,  Mary,  as  she 
walked  rapidly  on,  could  not  be  insensible  of  the  genial  in- 
fluence of  spring. 

Pausing  at  times,  she  looked  fondly  and  sadly  back  to  the 
^oomj  old  Tower,  the  tourelles,  bartizan,  and  stone  roof  of 
which  stood  out  so  darkly  against  the  bright  blue  evening  sky. 
There,  in  the  stirring  times  of  old,  by  the  Border  Laws,  or 
Leges  Marchiamm,  her  forefathers  had  been  compelled  to  keep 
a  watch  with  alarm-bell  and  fire-pan,  to  give  warning  to  the 
North,  to  Soltra  and  Dunpender,  when  the  English  crossed 
tiie  Tweed  or  entered  the  Merse,  and  now  their  descendants 
trembled  at  t^e  approach  of  an  angry  creditor !  How  long 
would  her  dwelling  be  there,  and  where  would  be  her  home 
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when— but  slie  thrust  that  thought  aside  as  too  painful,  and 
hastened  on. 

She  passed  ere  long  the  handsome  modern  gate  and  Grecian 
lodge  of  Willowdean,  the  pillared  peristyle  and  white  facade  of 
which  she  could  see  at  a  (ustance  between  the  trees  of  the  park 
(or  chase,  it  might  be  called  in  England),  and  an  irrepressible 
sob  escaped  her  for  one  who  would  never  more  be  under  its 
roof  •  and  thus,  with  the  tears  welling  but  unseen  beneath  her 
closely  tied  veu,  she  entered  the  market  town  of  Willowdean, 
which  owed  its  existence  and  prosperity  to  the  Wedderbums. 

It  is  a  quaint  old  Scottish  Burgh  or  Barony,  and  was  so  long 
before  the  union  of  the  kingdoms,  remaining  very  much  un- 
changed for  more  than  a  century  after,  and  singularly  so,  as  in 
Scotland  nothing  stands,  for  there  whatever  fails  to  "  go  ahead  " 
must  decline  and  pass  away,  like  many  of  the  burghs  of  Fife. 
It  has  stood  almost  unchanged,  even  by  the  railway,  save  for 
the  erection  of  a  few  gaver  shops  and  taverns— unchanged  in 
its  general  aspect  since  Queen  Mary  made  her  famous  ride  to 
Hermitage,  and  from  its  aspect,  its  cross— a  slender  shaft  of 
stone  surmounted  by  a  moulded  unicorn — ^its  kirk,  and  crow- 
stepped  gables  abutting  on  the  street,  its  quaint  outshots  and 
turnpike  stairs,  one  might  expect  to  see  the  mailed  knights  of 
Mary,  or  buff-coated  troopers  of  Leslie,  fresh  from  Marston 
Moor,  drinking  at  the  market  well,  or  "chaffing"  the  girls  at 
the  grated  windows  of  the  houses,  some  of  which  still  show 
the  iron  crosses  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem. 

The  town  once  boasted  of  a  castle,  but  after  being  burned  by- 
some  Northumberland  raiders  in  the  time  of  Charles  IL,  it  has 
dwindled  down  to  a  few  vaults  and  a  green  mound,  the  favourite 
resort  of  the  children  for  games  and  play.  Willowdean  still'^ 
boasts  of  a  parochial  bam,  called  a  kirk,  where  God  is. 
worshipped  according  to  the  cold  and  stern  form  ordained  in 
1559  by  the  Lords  of  the  Congregation,  when  Mary  of  Guise 
was  Regent  of  the  realm,  enlightened  Scottish  lords  who  could 
barely  make  their  mark  like  an  Irish  navvy,  and  who  (could 
such  an  investment  have  been  made)  would  have  sold  their 
fathers'  skins  to  Oueen  ElizabetL 

This  church  had,  however,  attached  to  it  the  Gothic  fragment 
of  an  older  fane,  still  called  the  Lennox  Aisle,  and  there  lay- 
most  of  the  forefathers  of  her  who  now  entered  the  street  afoot, 
and  sick  and  sad  at  heart. 

To  manjr  of  the  "  burgh  merchants  "  in  that  little  town  was 
her  father  in  debt,  yet  everywhere  did  Mary  meet  with  respect ; 
all  touched  their  hats  to  her,  for  the  memory  of  her  father's 
open-handed  youth  was  a  popular  one :  and  in  a  place  so 
sequestered  and  out  of  the  route  of  the  tourist,  even  in  fast- 
changing  and  radical  Scotland,  some  more  respect  is  paid  at 
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times  to  the  representative  of  an  old  family  than  might  bo 
accorded  to  a  wealth.y  parvenu,  and  all  the  more  readily  when 
the  said  representative  is  a  lovely  yoimg  girl  like  Mary  Leunox. 
In  the  middle  of  the  street — the  town  has  but  one,  Wi':n  a  few 
thatched  closes  or  alleys  diverging  therefrom— she  encountered 
a  group  of  little  children  dancing  hand-in-hand  and  singing  in 
chorus  one  of  those  local  rhymes  which  are  so  peculiar  to  the 
Lowlands,  as  they  came  merrily  along,  enumeratmg,  toan  air  of 
their  own,  several  localities,  thus — 

*•  Braw  Bu?htrig  and  braw  Belcbester, 

Leethoim  and  the  Peel ; 
The  lad  wha  gets  a  'wife  frae  there 

Will  ever  do  "weel ; 
But  better  far  in  ViTillowdean, 

And  bonnier  will  he  see, 
If  he'll  ride  further  up  the  muir. 

Unto  the  Lonewoodlee." 

Then,  as  they  suddenly  perceived  and  recognised  Miss  Lennox, 
the  little  creatures  blushed  and  curtseyed ;  and,  but  for  the 
chi'onic  sadness  of  her  heart,  Mary  could  have  smiled  at  the  old 
rhyming  compliment  to  the  alleged  beauty  of  the  ladies  of  her 
family. 

At  last  she  reached  the  railway  station,  of  which  no  descrip- 
tion is  necessary,  as  such  edifices  bear  a  strong  family  resemblance 
all  over  Europe.  There  were  the  same  liveried  porters  loitering 
about  that  one  sees  everywhere ;  passengers  with  labelled 
luggage  awaiting  the  up-train  or  the  down -train  ;  the  book-stall, 
wSn  its  inevitable  rows  of  yellow,  green,  or  red  novels,  Punch, 
and  the  Illustrated  News. 

Mary  had  not  long  to  wait.  With  a  shrill  and  vicious  whistle, 
the  train  for  England  swept  out  of  the  tunnel,  a  long  pennant 
of  smoke  streammg  behind,  and  its  crimson  lamps  flammg  like 
the  eyeballs  of  a  demon  in  front,  for  the  twilight  had  deepened 
to  the  gloaming  now.  Clang  went  the  bell,  the  engine  "  slowed," 
and,  amid  the  bustle,  the  opening  and  slamming  of  doors,  the 
production  and  notching  of  tickets,  the  choice  of  seats  and 
stowal  of  luggage,  the  darting  of  the  tnirsty  into  the  refreshment- 
room,  and  so  fortn — for  all  had  to  be  adjusted  and  the  train  off 
in  five  minutes,  if  it  would  avoid  the  express  for  Berwick— Mary 
looked  in  vain  for  the  familiar  face  of  the  friendly  guard  who 
frequently  did  her  little  services,  and  who  was  to  bring  her  the 
important  packet  from  town. 

The  man  on  duty  this  evening  was  a  total  stranger  to  her. 

"A  packet  for  you.  MissT  said  he,  in  reply  to  her  inquiries. 
•*  What  k  the  name  r 

**  For  Mr.  Lennox,  of  Lonewoodlee." 
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''ItwasgiventoagenUemaamthetrain;  be  offered  to  take 
charge  of  it." 

"By  whom  r 

"The  other  gaard,  to  whom  he  seemed  well  known,  and  to 
whom  he  offered  in  person  to  deliver  it." 

"  Singular  ;  a  gentleman  !"  exclaimed  Mary,  in  vague  alarm 
that  the  long-expected  packet  might  be  lost  or  stolen. 

"  Yes,  Miss  ;  a  regular  gentleman,  for  he  gave  me  a  crown 
when  smoking  in  the  van." 

"But  where  is  her 

"  Yonder,  on  the  platform,  Miss.  Seats,  gentlemen,  seats  !" 
and  cutting  short  the  conversation,  the  bustlmg  official  hurried 
away,  touching  the  brass-lined  peak  of  his  cap. 

Clang  went  the  doors  and  the  bell ;  the  engine  panted  and 
screamed,  the  train  glided  away,  and  Mary  went  towards  the 
gentleman  indicated  ly  the  guard.  He  was  speaking  in  an 
animated  manner  to  a  few  of  the  loiterers  on  the  platform,  who 
had  formed  a  group  about  him,  and  Mary  fancied  that  he  had 
a  small  sealed  packet  in  his  hand. 

Irresolute  about  addressing  him,  she  lingered  for  a  moment^ 
till  something  in  his  air  and  manner  stirred  a  secret  chord  in 
her  heart,  which  vibrated  painfully,  and  a  low  cry  escaped  her 
lips,  when  the  handsome  face,  with  the  well-known  moustache 
and  tender  loving  eyes  of  the  lost  one,  was  turned  towards  her  ! 

"  Oyxil !"  she  exclaimed,  and  would  have  fallen,  but  that  his 
arm  was  instantly  thrown  around  her. 

"  Mary — Mary  Lennox  I" 

It  was  he,  but  looking  paler  and  thinner,  and  strangely  attired ; 
and  they  met  thus  abruptly  amid  a  group  of  people  on  the  open 
and  most  prosaic  of  places—a  railway  platform  ! 

Great  though  his  excitement,  Cjndl  Wedderbum  had  that 
horror  of  a  "scene"  natural  to  every  well-bred  Briton,  and 
rapidly  recovering  his  consciousness  of  the  necessity  for  appear- 
ing calm  and  unmoved,  he  lifted  his  hat,  and  said — 

"  Take  my  arm,  Miss  Lennox :  allow  me  to  see  you  out  of  this 
place.  I  have  here  the  packet  addressed  to  your  father.  I  hope 
to  hear  that  he  is  better.  Qood  evening,  gentlemen  and  friends ; 
thanks  for  all  your  kind  wishes  and  congratulations." 

He  drew  Mary's  -arm  through  his,  waved  his  hat  to  the 
people  who  had  recognized  and  crowded  about  him  on  the 
platform,  welcoming  his  return — ^resuscitation,  what  you  will — 
with  a  genuine  cheer  that  died  away  in  a  buzz  of  speculation 
and  wonder,  for  the  Wedderbums  were  deservedly  popular  in 
the  district  \  and  then  he  led  away  Mary,  who  was  in  a  state  of 
intense  bewilderment,  for  much  of  utter  terror  was  mingled  with 
her  joy,  so  that  her  steps  tottered  as  they  left  the  station  and 
proceeded  through  the  street  of  Wijlowdean,  where  the  window^ 
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of  the  little  shops  were  begiiming  to  be  lit  with  feeble  gas.  or 
still  more  feeble  candles,  and  from  thence  out  upon  the  famuiar 
highway  that  stretched  beyond.      


CHAPTER  XVL 

.    A  HAPPY  WALK  HOMi; 

"  Cyeil,'*  exclaimed  Mary,  in  a  low  but  piercing  voice,  while  she 
clung  to  her  lovefs  arm ;  "  in  the  name  of  mercy  and  for  the 
love  of  blessed  Heaven,  explain  all  this  terrible  mystery  I" 

"  Oh,  my  darling,  my  darling,  how  pale  and  wan  you  look !" 
he  exclaimed,  as  he  lifted  her  veil  and  kissed  her  tenderly. 

"And  you  too,  CyriL  But  speak  of  yourself,  not  me,"  she 
added,  dropping  her  head  weanly  on  nis  breast,  and  giving 
way  to  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping.  "  What  has  happened  to 
you,  where  have  you  been,  and  how  have  you  returned  in  so 
sudden  and  unexpected  a  manner,  from  the  grave — ^from  the 
very  grave,  at  it  seems  to  me  1  I  have  wept  and  mourned  for 
you  as  one  who  was  numbered  with  the  dead !  Oh,  the  horror, 
the  black,  indescribable  horror  of  those  days  and  nights  now 
past!" 

**  My  tender,  loving  Mary  T 

"  Oh,  Cyril,  hold  me  up.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  die  just  now— 
the  shock  of  joy  is  so,  so  great  to  see  you  again  ;  to  hear  your 
voice,  for  the  sound  of  which  I  have  longed  in  a  species  of 
silent,  gasping  yearning,  that  no  words  can  describe,  and  which 
God  alone  knows  !'* 

"  So  have  I  longed  for  you,  Mary,*'  said  he,  in  a  broken 
accent,  for  her  words  and  the  tone  of  her  voice  moved  him 
deeply,  as  it  had  in  it  that  wonderful  tremolo  which  added  so 
much  to  its  power. 

Oh,  was  it  real,  and  not  a  dream  1 — each  asked  of  their  hearts 
—this  clinging  and  gasping  embrace  in  which  they  both  in- 
dulged for  a  time,  in  a  happy,  happy  silence,  too  deep  for 

WOTds. 

After  a  pause,  Cyril  said — 

**I  telegraphed  to  my  brother  Robert  that  I  should  arrive 
by  this  train,  and  asked  him  or  Horace  Ramomie  to  meet  me 
with  the  trap  or  carriage,  and  drive  me  home ;  but  there  must 
have  been  some  mistake,  for  neither  are  here,  which  is  lucky,  as 
I  shall  have  the  tmexpected  joy  of  a  walk  home  with  you,  my 
darling  Mary,  my  wee  wife,  who,  strange  to  say,  has  been  the 
HrH  to  ^eet  me  !" 

So  this  must  have  been  the  telegram  referred  to  by  Trayner 
in  hi«  rapid  communication  to  Chesters,  who,  in  the  true  spirit 
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of  jealousy,  fear,  or  malevolence,  had  ridden  off,  witliout 
mentioning  it  to  her. 

"  Surely  you  would  not  have  left  me  another  night  in  grief 
and  suspense]"  said  Mary,  plaintively. 

"  Not  another  hour !  1  telegraphed  to  the  family  at  Willow- 
dean,  first,  of  my  safety ;  and  again  that  I  was  to  be  home  by 
the  evening  tram.  I  meant  to  nave  gone  to  Lonewoodlee  by 
the  way,  my  excuse  for  doing  so  being  this  packet^  which  I 
should  have  left  for  you,  with  a  sufficient  message,  if  we  had 
failed  to  meet." 

"But  the  mystery,  Cyril— the  mystery  of  your  story;  tell 
me  all  1"  she  implored,  with  a  heart  full  of  love  and  natural 
curiosity. 

In  a  few  words  he  rapidly  sketched  all  the  adventures  of  the 
night  on  which  he  disappeared — adventures  he  would  yet  have 
to  detail  to  many  a  listener,  but  to  few  that  would  usten  so 
lovingly  and  breathlessly  as  poor  Mary  Lennox — ^horrors  that 
were  to  come  back  in  many  a  dream  !  He  told  of  his  dining 
at  Chesterhaugh ;  of  the  mght  spent  in  rash  gambling  there ; 
of  his  desire,  but  failure,  to  get  possession  of  her  father's  bill ; 
and  then  how  his  horse  had  proved  first  restive  and  afterwards 
mad,  and  completely  ungovernable;  of  the  fierce  race  by  Buncle- 
edge  and  Falaknowe — a  ride  like  that  of  the  Wild  Huntsman 
of  German  renown — till  he  was  borne  right  into  the  sea ;  of 
the  narrow  escape  he  had  from  being  dashed  to  pieces ;  but 
how,  by  the  aid  of  kind  Providence,  he  had  reached  the  frag- 
ment of  isolated  rock,  and  sat  there  in  cold  and  misery,  with 
the  moon  waning,  the  night  deepening,  and  the  tide  rising  round 
him,  while  all  nope  of  reaching  the  land  by  swimming  was 
futile,  as  the  cliffs  rose  sheer  like  a  wall  from  the  sea,  which 
was  rolling  with  a  mighty  force  against  them ;  and  Mary  heard 
all  this,  with  hands  clasped  upon  his  arm,  with  exclamations  of 
compassion  and  dismay,  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  her 
parted  lips  revealing  her  closely  set  little  teeth. 

He  described,  that  around  him  there  wheeled  flights  of  the 
snow-white  solan  goose,  the  black  guillemot,  the  grey  gull,  and 
other  sea  birds  ;  and  that  once  there  came  a  seal — a  seadog,  as 
the  Scottish  fishermen  name  it— which  swam  in  circles  round 
the  rock,  with  its  bullet-shaped  head,  black  glittering  eyes,  and 
two  fore-paws  alone  visible,  as  it  paddled  about ;  and  often  the 
memory  of  that  incident  came  back  in  dreams,  for  he  had 
envied  the  animal  its  amphibious  nature,  while  the  rising  tide 
flowed  over  his  feet  and  legs  ;  and  often,  in  the  same  visions  of 
nightj  came  back  the  sounds  he  had  heard  when  there — ^the 
gurghng,  the  hissing,  and  the  surging  of  the  sea,  as  the  ridgy 
waves  succeeded  each  other  in  unvarying  rage,  round  the  roct 
on  wjiich  he  sat  and  against  the  cliffs  that  bailed  over  hinif 
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Mary  shuddered  and  shed  many  a  tear  while  she  listened, 
though  Cyril  appeared  to  speak  somewhat  lightly  of  the  affair, 
as  "  a  dcTil  of  a  spill — an  awful  mess— a  narrow  escape,"  and 
so  forth. 

The  strange  weird  scream  of  his  d3dng  horse  was  ultimately 
the  means  of  saving  him.  It  had  been  heard  to  seaward  on 
board  of  a  small  fishing  smack,  the  skipper  of  which  lay  to, 
and  sent  his  little  boat  in  shore  to  discover  whence  that  un- 
earthly cry  proceeded ;  and  two  men  who  rowed  it,  and  whos^ 
sui)erstitious  fears  inspired  them  with  the  utmost  unwillingness 
for  the  duty,  fortunately  descried  Cyril  by  the  starlight,  and  were 
just  in  time  to  save  him.  He  swam  off  towards  them,  and  was 
taken  on  board  the  smack,  speechless  with  cold  and  exhaustion. 

The  kind  fishermen  took  every  means  in  their  limited  power 
to  restore  him ;  they  placed  him  in  one  of  the  only  two  berths 
they  possessed,  for  the  entire  crew  consisted  but  of  five  lAen, 
and  of  these  three  were  always  on  duty ;  they  drew  off  his  wet 
clothes,  covered  him  cosily  up,  and  gave  him  the  only  medicine 
they  knew  of— a  totfull  of  hot  stiff  grog—and  then  he  fell  into 
a  deep  slumber. 

When  morning  came,  the  smack  was  out  at  sea,  on  her  home- 
ward voyage  to  the  coast  of  Angus.  Cyril  awoke  feverish  knd 
ilL  The  atmosphere  of  the  little  den  in  which  he  lay  was 
redolent  of  tar,  stale  herrings,  and  coarse  tobacco,  and  every 
way  was  not  conducive  to  a  speedy  recovery.  His  head  ached 
fearfully ;  his  whole  frame  felt  as  if  bruised  and  battered ;  his 
senses  wandered,  and  it  was  not  until  the  evening  of  the  second 
daythat  his  preservers  learned  who  he  was ;  whence  came  the 
singular  cry  they  had  heard ;  how  he  chanced  to  be  on  that 
isomted  rock,  and  that  they  would  be  well  rewarded  for  having 
saved  him. 

The  smack  was  light ;  they  had  sold  their  cargo  of  herrings 
to  the  French  at  Dunbar,  and  were  anxious  now  to  haul  up  for 
their  own  homes,  somewhere  about  Montrose;  but  a  head  wind 
drove  them  into  the  North  Sea,  and  four  days  elapsed  before 
they  succeeded  in  landing  him  at  Lunan  Bay,  where  he  lost  no 
time  in  telegranhing  home,  and  starting  by  the  first  train  for 
the  Merse ;  and  this  was  the  solution  of  all  that  recent  sorrow 
and  mystery. 

"  Had  my  left  foot  not  been  freed  from  the  stirrup  in  my 
fall,  or  had  my  horse  not  uttered  that  remarkable  cry  which 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  fishermen,  I  had  been  lying  now 
a  drowned  corpse  in  yonder  sea,  Mary,'*  said  Cyril,  in  con- 
clusion. 

Mary  still  sobbed,  as  she  was  terribly  excited  by  the  whole 
narrative ;  but  joy  made  her  face  seem  radiantly  beautiful ;  and 
|n  a  l^T^rst  of  CQi^den(;e  that  was  perhaps  40t  overwise,  she  told 
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him  of  Cliesters'  love-declaration  to  herself,  and  of  his  having 
been  en  perdtte  in  the  thicket  on  the  night  they  had  last  met 
CTril's  eyes  sparkled  with  indignation ;  he  knit  his  brows,  gave 
his  moustache  a  fierce  twirl,  and  said — 

''  I  see  it  all,  Mary.  His  jealousy  made  me  the  victim  of  some 
foul  revengeful  trickery,  which  I  shall  yet  have  imravelled 
and  punished  I" 

Mary  omitted  to  speak  of  her  detention  at  Cbesterhaugh ; 
for  now  the  annoyance  to  which  Chesters  had  subjected  her 
more  than  ever  by  his  address,  her  repugnance  of  him,  tiie 
mortification  she  had  occasionally  felt  as  a  high-spirited  girl 
for  the  secresy  of  her  love  affair  with  Cyril  himself,  and  the 
plans  and  precautions  they  were  compelled  to  observe,  were  all 
forgotten  m  the  joyous  conviction  of  his  safety— the  charm  of 
his  manner  and  presence. 

What  delight  to  lean  again  upon  his  arm ;  to  feel  her  hand 
pressed  caressinglv  to  his  side  ;  to  look  into  his  face  and  hear 
his  voice ;  and,  an !  how  different  were  his  tone  and  bearing 
from  those  of  Chesters,  when  with  genuine  interest  he  asked 
about  the  health  of  her  father.  Was  this  evening  walk  not  all 
a  dream,  a  sudden  madness  % 

"  Oh,  Cyril,  you  do  not  know  my  papa  1"  she  exclaimed,  in 
answer  to  some  remark. 

"  Save  by  sight,  as  mere  neighbours,  and  not  very  friendly 
ones  now ;  out  I  wish  I  did  know  him." 

"  He  is  altering  fast,  and  looking  so  fearfully  wizened  and 
pale,  even  I,  who  see  him  hourly,  can  perceive  that." 

"  Poor  old  man  I" 

At  last  they  were  close  to  Lonewoodlee,  where  the  old  Tower 
and  its  dense  thicket  stood  sharply  defined  in  purple  shadow 
against  the  last  flush  of  light  that  lingered  in  the  amber  tinted 
west. 

Mary  still  clung  to  Cyril,  loth  to  part  from  one  so  recently 
and  so  suddenly  restored  to  her,  till  he  whispered  softly  in 
her  ear — 

"  You  forget,  Mary  dearest,  that  I  have  a  fond  mother  at 
Willowdean,  longing  to  see  me  too.'' 

"  True.  I  am  most  selfish  in  detaining  you  so  long  from  all 
at  home,  and  I  have  to  read  or  sing  papa  asleep  •  for  he  cannot 
read  now,  and  his  nights  are  so  dml  and  lonely.  Oh,  Cyril, 
how  I  shall  sing  to-nignt !" 

"  Would  that  I  were  there  to  hear  you.  Good-night,  my 
sweet  Mary,  until  the  usual  hour  to-morrow.    Gk)od-ni^t." 

Another  moment  and  he  was  gone,  and  Mary  lingered  at  the 
gate  until  his  rapid  footsteps  died  away. 

**  Where  was  all  this  to  end  %"  thought  Cyril,  as  he  walked 
hastily  homeward.  He  felt,  as  a  gentleman  and  man  of  honour, 
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that  this  secret  love  for  Mar:i^  Lennox  was  tmjnst  to  her,  and 
might  peril  her  good  name ;  it  was  trifling  witn  her  undoubted 
pcmion  and  with  his  own,  and  he  resolved  that,  come  what 
might,  he  must  ere  long  declare  it  to  his  family,  despite  the 
mohurs,  rupees,  and  thousands  of  cousin  Gwendolyne,  and  the 
ambitious  views  of  his  father  and  mother,  the  latter  especially. 

Mary  had  as  yet  but  one  thou^t,  as  she  rushed  with  a  happy 
heart  into  her  room  and  threw  on  her  hat  and  seakkin  jacket ; 
that  the  first  kiss  after  his  return  had  been  on  her  cheek,  even 
before  that  of  his  mother. 

Was  this  a  little  bit  of  the  superstition  or  the  selfishness 
which  exists  with  all  love  1  Perhaps  so ;  but  then  she  had 
barely  a  bowing  acquaintance  with  Lady  Wedderburn,  and 
situated  as  she  was  with  her  son,  the  humiliation  of  that  cir- 
cumstance was  somewhat  ^Jling  to  Mary's  pride. 

But  how  wild  was  the  joy  of  the  impulsive  girl !  How  she 
sang  and  played  that  night  for  hours,  lost  in  happv,  happy 
dres^  !  He  had  been  restored  to  her  again,  her  lover,  the 
hope  of  her  future  life ;  he  who  to  her  was  "  gallant  and  gay 
as  the  young  Lochinvar  f  and  yet,  who  in  reality,  was  only  a 
very  good  specimen  of  a  gentlemanly  officer  of  the  Line.  She 
forsot  all  about  the  tenor  and  brevity  of  his  leave  of  absence, 
andthat  he  might  be  summoned  away  at  a  moment's  notice; 
she  forgot  all  but  that  he  had  been  restored  to  the  world  and 
to  her,  and  that  he  k)ved  her,  oh,  so  truly !  Of  all  fears  she 
was  oblivious  for  a  time,  till  other  thoughts  than  ioyous  ones 
stole  gradually  into  her  mmd ;  and  then  her  wnite  fingers 
strayed  mechsmically  over  the  ivory  keys  of  the  piano,  and  her 
tremulous  voice,  like  the  last  faint  notes,  died  away. 

Alas !  there  can  be  no  human  happiness  without  some  alloy ! 

She  now  recalled  some  of  Booke  Chesters'  malevolent  hints 
and  speeches  about  the  wealth  and  beauty  of  the  expected 
cousin,  and  of  Lady  Wedderbum's  evident  views  concerning 
her  and  Cyril ;  though  from  what  precise  source  he  drew  those 
deductions  was  quite  unknown,  unless  the  ready  invention  of 
a  mind  inflamed  by  jealousy. 

When  this  Indian  heiress  came,  rich  and  lovely — for  Chesters 
had  assured  Mary  that  she  was  lovely — ^would  there  be  any 
chance  in  their  destiny  'i  Oh,  she  must  not  think  of  that ; 
Cyrilcould  never  change,  never  forget  all  they  had  been  to 
each  other.  * 

"AlasT  thought  she,  "this  man— this  Rooke  Chesters,  for 
whom  I  care  nothing— can  come  openly  to  see  me,  to  taUc,  and 
even,  if  I  permitted  him,  to  walk  with  me ;  while  Cyril— Cyril 
WedderburiL  who  is  to  be  my  husband,  whom  I  love  so  ;  love 
as  Heaven  alone  knows — ^I  see  only  by  stealth !  It  is  hard  ; 
very  hard !  b^t  this  is  not  a  ni^ht  on  which  I  should  repine," 
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and  she  lifted  up  ber  hands  and  her  soft  eyes,  while  her  heart 
was  full  of  prayerful  thoughts  and  gratitude,  to  Heaven. 

"Forsaking  may  be  human,  but  betraving  is  the  vice  of 
devils  f  ana  Chesters  only  sought  to  betray,  to  lure,  and 
destroy.  Yet  Mary  knew  not  of  that,  though  aware  of  his 
terrible  character,  for  he  had  actually,  but  somewhat  jocularly, 
spoken  of  marriage  ;  and  Mary  shivered  at  the  thought. 

In  her  small  turret-chamber  that  night — ^the  same  from  the 
window  of  which  she  had  heard  the  wild  cry  and  seen  the 
galloping  horse — she  shed  happy  tears,  as  she  prayed  beside 
her  httle  couch  ;  for  the  gloom  that  once  enveloped  her  soul 
had  departed,  and  all  the  bitter  past  seemed  now  a  vanished 
dream ' 


CHAPTER    XVIL 

COUSIN  GWENNY. 

Great  contentment  and  supreme  happiness  reigned  at  Willow- 
dean,  where  long  consultations  were  held  by  the  gentlemen 
concerning  Chesters,  who  had  suddenly  taken  his  departure  to 
London.  They  had  doubts  of  what  to  do,  for  suspicion  was 
not  proof,  and  Cyril  had  to  conceal  the  espionage  practised  on 
himself  at  Lonewoodlee,  and  that  jealousy  had  aught  to  do 
with  the  supposed  treacherous  trick  played  to  his  horse. 
Hence  the  whole  affair  seemed  inexplicable  to  his  father,  his 
brother,  and  cousin,  till  in  Cyril's  mmd  there  stole  a  kind  of 
cloudy  doubt  even  of  Chesters'  guilt. 

"Could  it  be  possible,"  he  asked  of  himself,  "that  he  could 
conceive  and  carry  out  a  scheme  so  singularly  infamotte  against 
an  unsuspecting  guest?" 

For  the  next  day  or  two,  Cyril  foimd  some  difficulty  in  keep- 
ing his  appointments  with  Mary,  for  his  doting  mother  could 
scarcely  trust  her  tall,  curly-pated  and  heavily-moustached 
captain  of  Fusileers  out  of  her  sight,  she  had  so  much  to  ask 
and  to  learn  :  and  nobly  were  the  poor  skipper  of  Angus  and 
the  four  fishermen  of  his  smack  rewarded.  Cyril,  however, 
wrote  little  notes  to  Mary,  mal^g  his  excuses,  and  expressing 
his  love  for  her ;  and  such  notes  were  a  great  solace  to  her  in 
her  loneliness  at  home. 

How  trivial  now  seemed  the  adoption  of  mourning  for  Uncle 
William ;  the  suits  of  black  for  the  family  and  servants,  the 
note-paper  and  cards  with  sable  edges  ana  crests,  when  com- 
pared with  the  ^oom  of  such  preparj^tions  for  th^  Ip^s  of  th^ 
hQir  of  Willowdean ! 
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Qjoil  knew  that  of  course  he  was  his  father's  heir ;  and  that 
if  God  and  the  Enssian  bullets  spared  him  in  the  expected  war, 
he  might  in  time  become  the  !Baronet  of  Willowdean ;  but 
with  ail  his  interest,  personal  and  sentimental,  in  the  old  family 
estate,  he  felt  bored  when  his  father  talked  to  him,  as  country 
gentlemen  vrUl  talk,  of  the  probable  appearance  of  the  crops 
and  the  face  of  the  countrjr,  of  the  farm  and  pasture  land,  of 
top  dressing,  subsoil,  and  tile  drainage,  especially  for  the  lowei 
meadows  and  three  great  fields  of  the  home-farm ;  the  weight 
of  pigs.  "By  Jove,"  Cyril  would  mentally  exclaim,  "the 
weight  of  pigs  P* 

He  could  feel  an  interest  when  the  county  pack  was  on  the 
tapis^  or  when  he  heard  that  the  covers  would  require  looking 
to ;  tiie  patent  powder  to  feed  the  pheasants ;  the  rooting  out 
of  weasels  and  foumarts ;  of  the  new  stables,  and  so  forth ; 
but  never  in  agriculture,  which,  in  all  its  branches,  hq  viewed 
and  voted  as  an  unqualified  bore.  Hunting  after  a  night 
poacher,  who  occasionally  visited  the  home-farm  in  "the 
glimpses  of  the  moon,^  was  more  in  Cyril's  way  than  the  alter- 
nation of  green  or  white  crops,  and  so  forth  ;  but  his  thoughts, 
if  not  with  the  regiment,  were  ever  at  Lonewoodlee. 

Horace  Eamomie  felt  some  interest  in  Sir  John's  topics,  for 
though  he  had  not  an  acre  of  land,  he  repined  occasionally  at 
the  loss  of  the  old  patrimonial  estates  of  his  family,  and  felt 
somewhat  too  keenly  his  dependence  on  his  uncle. 

Lady  Wedderbum  was  now  intent  apparently  on  the  arrange- 
ments necessary  for  the  reception  of  the  expected  ward  :  but 
the  diief  thought  of  her  mind  was  obvious  to  all,  and  she 
could  not  avoid  recurring  to  it  whenever  she  and  Sir  John  were 
alone. 

"  I  know  that  CSnril  cannot  quit  his  regiment  with  honour 
just  now,  when  it  nas  got  letters  of  readiness,"  said  she,  on  one 
occasion  •  "but,  dear  Sir  John,  I  should  so  like  him  to  sell  out, 
and  reside  quietly  at  home.  He  is  not  obliged  to  pursue  his 
career  as  a  soldier,  like  Horace,  who  is  penniless." 

"  Quit !"  repeated  Wedderbum,  testily,  "  I  should  think  not. 
Quit  on  the  eve  of  a  war  !  I  would  rather  see  the  lad  in  his 
coffin  than  taunted  with  showing  the  white  feather." 

**  In  three  days  Gwenny  will  be  here,  and  if  she  is  so  hand- 
some as  Doctor  Chutnay  of  Madras  assures  us  she  is,  she 
must  be  charming  !  And  if  Cyril  must  go  soon,  I  should  wish 
— ^wish  that  he  were  married,  or  at  least,  solemnly  contracted  to 
her.    You  understand  me,  Wedderbum  1" 

"Why  such  hasty  hopes  and  plans,  Kate  1" 

"  Because,  as  I  have  already  hinted^  some  one  else  may  marry 
her,  and  it  would  be  an  act  of  injustice  to  Cyril  and  ourselves 
to  permit  all  her  wealth  to  pass  out  of  the  family.    Besides,  our 
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neighbotir  Chesters,  every  way  a  bad  style  of  mail)  may  see  And 
admire  her,  with,  views  of  his  own." 

"  If  he  ever  should  meet  her,  which  after  recent  events  I 
think  barely  probable,"  said  Sir  John,  somewhat  angrily. 

"  Then  there  is  the  Master  of  Emesdeugh." 

"  I  don't  envy  your  task  as  chaperon^'  said  Sir  JohiL  laughing : 
"you  will  be  in  dread  of  every  young  fellow  in  the  county ! 
But  suppose  that  the  girl  may  have  been  foolish  enough  to  fall  in 
love  with  some  enterprising  subaltern  on  the  overland  ronte 
home — ^we  hear  of  such  results  everyday — ^some fellow  in  whose 
pleasant  society  she  has  been  cast  by  sea  and  land  for  a  month 
or  more?    She  may. come  here  engaged  ;  married,  perhaps  !" 

The  bare  suggestion  of  such  a  catastrophe  filled  Lady  Wed- 
derbum  with  unutterable  dismay ;  all  the  more  easily,  perhaps, 
that  the  same  fear  had  occurred  to  herself. 

The  three  days  glided  away.  By  the  evening  train  Miss 
Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum  was  expected  to  arrive  from  London; 
and  Cyril,  who  had  not  seen  Mary  Lennox  for  four  consecutive 
days,  Vcsolved  to  take  advantage  of  the  incidental  bustle  at 
home  to  ride  over  to  Lonewoodlee  for  an  hour  after  dinner  • 
but  just  as  Gervase  Asloane  was  removing  the  clol^  and 
placing  the  decanters  before  Sir  John,  Lady  Wedderbum  said — 

"  You  are  aware,  Cyril,  that  your  cousin  will  be  at  the  railway 
station  in  two  hours  from  this  time  T 

"  Yes.  Does  she  travel  alone  T  asked  Cyril,  with  provoking 
indifference  of  manner. 

*'  Alone.    No.    Could  you  imagine  that  she  would  do  so  T 

"  How  then — ^with  whom  %  Has  old  Chutmay  come  all  the 
way  from  Madras  with  her?'' 

"  She  travels  with  her  maid.  You  will,  of  course,  go  over 
with  the  carriage  to  meet  her,  as  your  father  has  complamed  of 
a  twinge  or  two  of  gout." 

"  Can't  Horace  or  Robert  go  T  asked  the  Captain,  blimtly, 
as  he  filled  his  glass  with  golden-coloured  Chateau  d'Yquem 
from  a  white  crystal  bottle. 

"If  Sir  John  cannot  go,  you  should  and  mustj  as  his  repre- 
sentative." 

"  Why  must  the  whole  house  be  under  arms  because  a  little 
Indo- Briton  is  coming  home  ?" 

"  Cyril  I"  she  exclaimed,  lifting  up  her  plump  white  hands. 

"Besides,  mamma,  dear,"  said  he,  with  something  of  his 
coaxing  manner  when  a  boy,  "  the  fact  is  I  have  a  particular 
engagement." 

'^Withwhomr 

The  Captain  coloured  slightly,  gave  his  moustache  a  twirl, 

and  said- 
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"Oh,  what  does  it  signify  1  To  look  at  a  horse  I  wish  to  tftke 
back  with  me  to  the  regiment" 

"Not  a  bay  hunter,  1  hope,"  said  his  brother  Robert 

"  I  haye  had  enough  of  bay  hunters,"  replied  Cyril,  with  a 
short  laugh ;  said  th^i  he  added,  "Horace,  my  man,  as  your 
superior  ofl&cer,  I  order  you  to  go  upon  this  tour  of  duty." 

*'  With  pleasure,"'  replied  Horace ;  but  Lady  Wedderbum 
struck  in — 

"K  Cyril  is  not  courteous  enough  to  go  for  his  cousin,  let 
Robert  appear  alone.    Why  trouble  poor  Horace  V* 

"Why  not,  mamma?  What  trouble  can  it  be  to  look  after  a 
pretty  girl  ?    Let  Horace  go,  by  aU  means." 

•'But  he  is  not  her  cousin  !" 

**  What  does  that  matter,  Kate?  Let  him  go  also,"  said  Sir 
John,  while  a  droll  but  furtive  sndle  was  exchanffed  by  Cyril 
and  Horace  Ramomie ;  the  carriage  will  surely  hold  three.  I've 
known  it  come  from  a  ball  with  six.  Her  maid  may  sit  in  the 
rumble  with  the  servant— an  arrangement  which  perhaps  may 
be  agreeable  to  them  both.  Asloane,  order  the  carriage  to  be 
here  punctually  at  seven." 

Determined  to  have  his  own  way,  and  no  longer  grieve  Mary 
by  his  protracted  absence,  Cyril  left  the  dinner  table  early, 
while  Lady  Wedderbum  nad  serious  misgivings  about  him ; 
and  punctually  at  the  hour  ordered,  the  handsome  family  car- 
riage, with  its  two  bright  coloured  bays,  with  plated  harness ;  its 
two  resplendent  lamps,  and  a  pair  of  spotted  JDalmatian  do^  in 
attendaiice,  departed  with  Robert  and  Horace  Ramornie  for  the 
railway  station,  from  whence,  in  less  than  an  hour,  it  returned 
with  the  heiress  and  her  half-caste  Indian  maid,  a  tawny 
woman,  whose  dress,  as  yet,  was  a  strange  but  ample  scarlet 
garment,  enveloping  her  whole  person ;  and  the  tall  footmen 
were  immediately  in  requisition  to  carry  in  her  bullock  trunks, 
portmanteau,  and  a  huge  **  overland,"  covered  with  black  canvas 
and  bound  with  iron. 

More  than  ever  provoked  and  piqued  by  the  unaccountable 
absence  of  Cyril  at  this  interesting  juncture,  Lady  Wedderbum 
—though  after  her  late  terror  she  felt  she  must  forgive  him 
everything— started  forward  with  aU  eagerness  as  the  drawing- 
room  door  was  thrown  open  by  Asloane,  and  a  wonderfulfy 
handsome,  and  evidently  Tiighly-bred  young  girl,  attired  in  a 
fashionably  accurate  suit  of  deep  mourning,  and  all  in  the  most 
exquisite  taste,  was  led  in  by  Horace  and  Kobert,  who  saw— as 
the  latter  afterwards  said — ^his  mother^s  "company  smile" 
brighten  into  one  of  genuine  affection  and  sympathy,  as  she 
embraced  and  kissed  on  both  cheeks  the  young  heiress,  of 
whom  she  was  now  to  be  the  custodian  and  chaperon, 

"  Wdcolne  to  Willowdean,  my  dear,  dear  girl,"  said  Sir  John, 
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taking  both  her  hands  in  his,  and  saluting  her  with  great  ten- 
derness. "  I  am  your  old  uncle  Wedderbum ;  yet  not  perhaps 
so  very  old,  after  all,"  he  added,  with  a  smile,  while  she  looked 
wistf mly  and  earnestly  in  his  face,  as  if  seeking  to  trace  there  a 
likeness  to  her  dead  father  ;  but  though  striving  hard  to  do  so, 
she  failed,  yet  thought  in  her  heart — 

"  I  shall  always  love  him,  because  he  is  my  papa's  only 
brother.    And,  dear  Aunt  Wedderburn,  these  are  my  cousins  V* 

"  One  is  your  cousin  Robert.  Cyril  you  shall  see  ere  long, 
Gwenny." 

"  Doctor  Chutnay,  of  Madras,  who  was  so  kind  to  poor  papa 
and  me,  has  seen  my  cousin  Cyril  at  Chatham  Barracks,  and 
says  he  is  so  handsome  1" 

"  He  is,  indeed,  Gwenny  !"  said  Lady  Wedderbum,  greatly 
delighted  by  this  remark ;  "  but  now,  dearest  girl,  you  must  be 
weaiy  with  your  long  journey,  though  you  would  stop  at  York 
and  Berwick,  of  course.  Permit  me  to  see  you  to  your  room, 
or  Miss  M*Caw  will  do  so,  and  take  off  some  of  your  things,  if 
your  maid  is  too  weary." 

And  with  a  bow  of  acquiescence,  and  a  bright  pleasant  smile, 
the  young  lady,  who  had  evidently  made  a  most  favourable  im- 
pression on  sil,  retired  to  her  own  apartments;  while  Lady 
Wedderbum  tumed  to  Sir  John,  and  said — 

"  A  delightful  girl — ^so  charming  and  winning  !  How  pro- 
voked I  am  by  Cyril's  protracted  absence— about  a  horse,  tea 
Who  goes  to  buy  horses  at  night  T 


CHAPTER  XVin. 

PIEST  IMPRESSIONS. 

Fortunately  for  his  mother's  peace  of  mind,  Cyril  arrived 
even  before  his  cousin  descended  from  her  rooms,  where  her 
own  maid,  Zillah,  and  Lady  Wedderbum's  abigail,  had  begun 
to  unpack  the  huge  overland  and  portmanteaus,  which  were 
filled  with  Indian  marvels  in  the  form  of  Delhi  needlework  and 
Champac  jewellery  of  miraculous  fabric  j  Dacca  muslins,  ivory 
fans  and  puzzle-balls ;  inlaid  boxes  of  ivory  and  silver  from 
Bombay,  for  essences  and  perfumes :  and  now,  with  memoiy 
of  the  sad  and  tender  kiss  of  Mary  Lennox  lingering*  on  his 
cheek — a  kiss  all  the  sadder  and  perhaps  f  orebodmg,  as  she  had 
heard  of  the  arrival  of  this  terrible  Indian  heiress — he  had  to 
welcome  and  salute  his  cousin,  to  whom  he  tendered  many 
**  apologies  for  an  absence  that  was  so  perfectly  unavoidable  ;' 
and  then  came  coffee,  with  a  little  repast  for  the  fair  traveller, 
who,  though  conscious  that  she  was  an  object  of  undisguised 

Digitized  by  VnW^^VH^ 


FmST  IMPEESSIONS.  97 

interest,  and  as  such,  undergoing  inspection,  never  betrayed 
the  slightest  confusion  ;  for  the  mode  of  life  in  India,  and  the 
nearly  total  want  of  privacy  peculiar  to  it,  together  with  the 
number  of  persons,  faces,  places,  and  scenes  she  had  met  on  the 
long  route  overland,  rendered  her  perfectly  self-possessed, 
without,  however^he  least  over-confidence.  ■ 

Gwendoleyne  Wedderburn  was  more  than  a  pretty  girl. 
Though  colourless — even  pale — she  was  in  fact  remarkably 
beautiful,  with  a  vast  quantity  of  fine  dark  hair,  and  very  dark 
hazel  eyes,  with  long  black  lashes,  which  she  inherited  from  her 
Welsh  mother,  "  Gwendoleyne  Ap-Khys  of  LlancMllwydd,"  as 
Lady  Wedderourn  frequently  reminded  her.  Her  hands  and 
feet  were  beautifully  formed ;  she  carried  her  head  perhaps  a 
little  too  haughtily ;  but  she  was  conscious  of  her  own  appear- 
ance, and  had  been  petted  and  treated  with  extreme  deference 
in  the  sunny  land  she  had  come  from.  Her  mouth  was  very 
perfectly  curved,  and  when  in  repose  and  not  smiling — ^whicli 
was  seldom—the  upper  lip  resembled  a  little  Cupid's  bow, 
while  the  under  was  like  a  tiny  cherry. 

She  formed,  Cyril  thought  (and  he  was  no  bad  judge),  a 
perfect  picture,  as  she  sat  a  Rttle  apart  from  all  at  a  small  tripod 
table,  with  a  little  hastily-prepared  dinner  before  her,  served  on 
Dresden  china.  Her  figure,  slight  and  graceful,  clad  in  a  crape 
dress,  the  blackness  of  which  contrasted  so  powerfully  with  the 
dazzling  whiteness  of  her  shoulders  as  they  gleamed  in  the  light 
of  the  gaselier  which  fell  in  a  flood  about  her.  Her  dress  was  cut 
low  about  the  neck  and  bust — Lady  Wedderburn  thought  a  little 
too  low.  especially  when  her  black  lace  shawl  fell  oflf.  A  necklet 
of  jet  Deads  encircled  her  delicate  and  slender  throat,  and  save 
it  and  one  magnificent  ring  of  pearls  and  diamonds,  other  orna- 
ment she  had  none  but  her  beautiful  hair,  which  was  dressed 
to  perfection. 

"Heavens !  if  that  should  be  an  engagement  ring !"  thought 
Lady  Wedderburn,  as  she  glanced  nervously  at  the  girl's 
hand. 

Her  face  was  expressive  of  innocence  and  sweetness,  just 
sug^restive  a  little  of  pride ;  and  every  moment  she  became 
more  and  more  radiant  as  she  became  more  familiar  with  those 
about  her,  and  jested  and  chatted  with  her  "  three  newly-found 
cousins,**  as  she  called  them.  Her  manner  and  voice  were  sweet, 
and  the  girl  was  full  of  pretty  ways  ;  thus  every  action  of  her 
head  or  hands  was  graceful. 

*•  Suppose  all  these  three  young  fellows  fall  in  love  with  her, 
my  Lady  Wedderburn  will  be  in  a  nice  dilemma  then  1  And 
what  is  more  likely  to  happen  in  a  country  house,  where  people 
have  so  little  to  do,  and  are  so  much  thrown  together'^''  thought 
Sir  John  Wedderburn,  who  was  regarding  her  with  a  fond  and 
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fatherly  smile,  and  seeking  to  trace  out  sosie  memory  of  Ms 
brother,  tiie  Willie  of  other  days— the  days  of  rambling,  riding, 
and  bird-nesting  in  Renton  "Woods  and  Willcvdean— -but  save 
a  phrase  or  two  which  escaped  her,  he  found  movnB  for  a  time. 

Lady  Wedderbum  claimed  nearly  all  tb^  good  points  of 
Gwendoleyne,  as  inherited  from  the  Wedder burns ;  but  Sir 
John  saw  that  the  girl  was  more  like  what  het  beautiful  Welsh 
mother  had  been  when  first  she  came  to  W  illowdean  on  her 
happy  bridal  tour,  ere  she  went  to  India,  the  land  of  splendid 
exile ;  and  Cyril,  while  he  hung  over  her  chadr,  while  he  con- 
versed with  her  and  looked  into  the  bright  depths  of  her  dark 
and  liquid  eyes,  was  thioking  how  different  wai  the  lot  of  this 
wealthy  and  beautiful  cousin  as  contrasted  with  that  of  the 
lonely  girl  he  had  lately  quitted,  and  who  at  that  moment  was 
probably  hanging  about  her  father's  sick  bed ;  and  he  felt  that 
11  is  genuine  and  growing  admiration  of  Gwendoleyne's  beauty 
was  a  species  of  treason  to  Mary  Lennox. 

Will  he  always  think  so  'i    We  shall  see. 

Though  the  death  of  her  father  was  a  recent  event  compara- 
tively, Gwenny  was  neither  sad  nor  sorrowful  now,  save  when 
she  spoke  of  him,  and  then  would  her  voice  become  tremulous 
and  her  eyes  suffuse  with  tears,  for  she  was  sot\  and,  by  nature, 
impressionable. 

Since  leaving  Madras,  she  had  been  nearly  ftix  weeks  on  the 
route  home,  in  a  splendid  Peninsular  and  Oriental  liner, 
crowded  with  gay  cabin  passengers,  officers  of  the  Queen's  ana 
East  Indian  armies,  Civil  Service  men,  &c. — ^bappy  fellows,  all 
coming  home  on  leave  or  to  retire  altogether,  as  the  case  might  be. 

She  had  seen  many  marvels  that  were  evc/>  glories  to  her 
Indian  eyes,  since  she  had  watched  with  teara^  from  the  lofty 
poop  of  the  JRojah,  the  low,  fiat,  sandy  shore  c^f  Madras,  so  long 
her  home,  with  the  Castle  of  St.  George  acd  all  the  white 
minarets  and  gilded  pagodas  sinking  into  the  blue  sea,  as  the 
vessel  steamed  out  of  the  roads.  She  had  seen  Aden,  with  its 
splintered  rocks  and  arid  shore  of  sand  aad  ashes,  where, 
according  to  Mohammedan  fable,  once  the  roje-garden  of  Irem 
bltfomed;  and  she  had  seen  the  sun's  raya  shining  like  the 
Scriptural  column  of  fire  through  the  Gate  of  Tears,  as  she 
sailed  past  Perim  into  the  Eed  Sea.  Then  she  spoke  of  Suez, 
with  its  mosques  and  bazaars,  and  the  exciting  journey  through 
the  desert ;  and  she  clasped  her  pretty  hands  at  the  memory  of 
some  of  the  scenes  she  had  witnessed  ther« :  its  occasional 
horrors — camels,  even  men,  lying  dead,  partly  decayed  or  wholly 
skeletons,  and  naif  buried  m  the  shif  tmg  sand^  with  the  blacJt 
vultures  novering  over  or  perching  on  them,  and  for  a  back- 
ground to  the  whole,  the  IVramids  rising  in  the  distance,  like 
purple  cones  against  a  sky  oi  fire  and  amber.     And  then  there 
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was  the  awftd  thirst  endured  there— a  thirst  that  rendered  bitter 
beer,  potass,  and  sherry,  veritable  nectar,  however  homdy  they 
may  be  deemed  elsewhere. 

Then  came  the  Mediterranean,  where  she  had  encountered 
one  of  those  sudden  storms  peculiar  to  that  sea,  when  its  waves 
changed  from  dark  blue  to  pale  green,  and  from  thence  to  pur- 
ple and  silver,  while  the  rain  descended  as  if  the  windows  of 
Heaven  had  been  opened  again.  But  old  Gibraltar,  its  rock 
and  town,  its  terraces  and  batteries,  had  filled  her  with  delight, 
and  so  did  everything  else. 

By  that  time,  most  of  her  compagnons  du  voyage  were  married 
ladies,  old  officers,  or  mvalids — a  statement  which  soothed  some 
of  Lady  Wedderbum's  fears — and  so,  chatting  merrily,  she  told 
of  all  she  had  seen ;  and,  in  the  energy  of  her  manner,  and  full 
of  her  narrative,  which,  somehow,  she  addressed  chiefly  to 
Horace  Ramomie — but  then  he  too  nad  recently  come  home  by 
the  P.  and  O.  route — when  she  laid,  quite  involuntarily,  her  soft 
ungloved  hand,  with  its  white  modelled  fingers,  on  hjs  arm,  the 
young  man  felt  a  thrill  run  through  him,  though  he  was  not  *'a 
cousin  " — a  circumstance  on  which  their  mutuS  Aunt  Wedder- 
burn  placed  so  much  weight 

Did  this  new  friend,  this  lovely  girl,  possess  some  magnetic 
power,  or  what  was  it?  for  Horace  felt  himself  grow  giddy  with 
delight  whenever  she  touched  him. 

She  heard  Cyril's  thrilling  story  of  his  late  terrible  adventui^e. 
which  was  so  keenly  fresh  in  his  mind  and  in  the  minds  of  all 
the  household,  but  while  she  listened,  it  seemed  to  Lady  Wed- 
derbum,  who  was  nervously  observant,  that  her  eyes,  ^*  whose 
lids  seemed  to  be  fringed  with  feathers  from  a  bird's  wing 
rather  than  with  ordinary  lashes,  so  thick  and  soft  lay  their 
shadows  on  her  cheek/'  from  time  to  time  sought,  not  those  of 
Cyril,  but  of  Horace  Ramomie. 

Gwenny  was  soon  found  to  be  generous  to  a  fault,  and,  by 
the  suitable  presents  she  lavished  on  all  sides,  she  made  friends 
with  alL  Her  poor  papa's  magnificent  hookah,  with  its  snaky 
coil  of  silk  and  gom,  and  its  pure  amber  mouthpiece,  shf  had 
brought  carefully  home,  with  many  other  mementos,  for  her 
uncle  Wedderbum.  To  Lady  Wedderbum  she  gave  a  beautiful 
diamond  ring,  and  made  poor  little  Miss  Flora  M*Caw  radiantly 
happy  by  a  set  of  gold  Champac  ornaments,  necklacCj  rings,  and 
bracelets,  that  the  Begum  Sumroo,  or  even  the  terrible  Queen 
of  Delhi,  might  have  worn  with  credit. 

Three  days  saw  her  perfectly  domesticated  and  at  home  in 
her  new  abode ;  but  many  things  there  excited  her  surprise. 

"  How  few  servants  you  have,  dear  Auntie !"  said  she  one 
day,  "  only  the  Kitmutgar  Asloane — such  a  droll  name  he  has ! 
--a  few  bheestiesj  syces,  and  ayahs,  a  butler,  coachman,  two^ 
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valets,  and  a  few  women.  How  on  earth  do  you  contrive  to  do 
with  so  few  ]  We  had  nearly  fifty  at  our  house  in  the  Choul- 
try, besides  six  punkawallahs." 

"  Fifty  !  where  did  you  find  beds  for  them  all,  Gwenny  T 

"  Ohj  they  slept  on  mats,  everywhere  or  anywhere — on  the 
stairs,  m  the  corridors,  on  the  roof,  or  in  the  verandahs,  when 
the  rainy  season  was  over." 

"  Such  arrangements  would  scarcely  suit  Willowdean,**  said 
her  aunt,  laughing. 

The  fireplaces,  the  carpeted  floors,  the  total  absence  of  a  great 
dark  punkah  swaying  noiselessly  overhead,  all  filled  her  with 
a  wonder  that  was  5most  childisL  Horace  and  Cyril  could 
both  speak  with  her  of  India,  having  served  there ;  the  former 
two  years,  and  the  latter  five.  Poor  Bob  knew  nothing  about 
it,  so,  as  he  was  rather  ignored,  he  fumed  a  little  in  secret^  and 
thought  to  himself,  "  when  those  fellows'  leave  of  absence  is  up, 
I  shall  have  it  all  my  own  way — ^patience  till  then." 

All  the  ideas  of  the  young  heiress  were  odd  for  a  time,  being 
of  course  those  of  an  Indo-Briton.  The  Indian  summer  had 
just  ended  when  she  left  Madras,  and  the  Scottish  spring  had 
just  begun  when  she  arrived  at  Willowdean,  hence  the  verdure 
was  not  so  great  as  she  might  have  found  it  in  Devonshire.  The 
fruit  and  flowers  in  the  conservatory  seemed  all  strange,  puerile, 
and  meagre  to  her  eyes.  Luxury  and  splendour  there  appeared 
but  little.  There  was  no  state  kept,  she  thought,  at  Willow- 
dean;  no  horde  of  half -nude  native  servants,  obsequious  to 
slavery;  no  camels,  with  gorgeous  housings;  no  elephants, 
bearing  gilded  howdahs  with  silken  curtains  :  no  dhoolie  or 
palaquin  bearers,  singing  gaily  as  they  trotted  along.  She  woke 
at  unearthly  hours  in  the  morning,  to  the  astonishment  and 
annoyance  of  the  butler  and  housemaids,  and  wished  to  have  a 
drive,  as  if  she  were  still  at  the  Choultry  of  Madras  ;  and  then, 
the  perpetual  clouds,  and  more  than  all  the  occasional  mist 
from  the  German  Sea — white,  dense,  and  palpable —fiUed  her 
with  wonder,  accustomed  as  she  had  been  to  the  pure  and  deep 
blue  sky  of  Hindostan. 

She  smiled,  and  even  laughed  with  provoking  playfulness, 
when  Lady  WedderburUj  who  was  fond  of  "talking  peerage," 
expatiated  on  the  historical  and  somewhat  shady  traditionary 
glories  of  the  Welsh  race  of  Ap-Rhys  of  Llanchillwydd  ;  on  the 
famous  Dafydd-ap-GwHym-ap-Rhys,  who  inherited  all  the 
virtues  of  Howel  Dha,  whose  daughter  had  been  his  great-great- 
^andmother,  and  gave  him  the  blood  of  the  Pendragons.  All 
this  sounded  odd  to  Gwenny -—very  odd— for  her  papa  had  been 
a  man  of  the  world,  a  thorough  man  of  business,  who  stuck  to 
his  ledgers  and  counting-house,  always  looking  forward,  setting 
little  store  upon  the  past,  and  nothing  at  all  upon  a  dead 
ancestry. 
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Grervase  Asloane,  the  old  housekeeper,  and  other  domestics, 
she  somewhat  shocked  by  using  the  piano  on  Sunday,  and  by 
yawning,  more  than  a  young  laay  should,  in  church — ^the  paro- 
chial bam— oh,  good  heavens  !  how  unlike  it  was  to  the  lofty, 
airy,  and  white  chunam-coated  cathedral  of  the  Bishop  of 
Madras  !  Then  there  was  no  organ,  and  to  her  ears,  the  psalm- 
singing  sounded  but  as  a  torrent  of  dissonant  strains. 

Her  conversation  for  a  time  naturally  enough  ran  on  mem- 
ories of  the  brilliant  land  she  had  left — the  Choultry  of  Madras, 
with  all  its  stately  palaces,  the  black  and  the  white  towns,  and 
the  catamarans  tossing  amid  the  white  and  foaming  surge, 
which  there  boils  for  ever  on  the  shore*  of  chowries  and 
mosquito  curtains ;  of  punka  wallahs  ana  tattywettcrs ;  of 
bheesties  and  peons,  and  other  p  rsons  and  things  incompre- 
hensible to  Lady  Wedderburn,  who,  however,  was  greatly 
delighted  that  Cyril  could  talk  with  her  on  such  mysterious 
matters,  and  understood  what  she  meant.  But  then,  unluckily, 
Horace  Ramornie  knew  all  about  them  too,  and  had  been  m 
garrison  at  Vellore  ;  still  Bob  sulked,  and  when  Sir  John 
Kkughed,  voted  it  all  "  a  dreadful  oore." 

one  was  astonished  to  find  that  people  slept  in  their  beds, 
and  not  merely  on  them ;  that  blankets  and  broadcloth  were 
used  even  in  summer ;  that  the  butter  was  neither  poured  out 
like  cream  nor  thickened  with  dead  flies.  The  state  of  the 
thermometer  was  a  source  of  perpetual  wonder  to  her,  and  she 
said  to  Horace — 

**  Is  it  as  cool  always  at  Willowdean  as  on  the  Blue  Moun- 
tains of  Madras  in  the  wet  season  ?" 

But  greater  surprises  were  in  store  for  her,  when  winter  came 
with  its  frost  and  snow,  its  skaters  and  curlers  on  loch  and  river. 

With  all  her  kindness  and  goodness  of  heart.  Lady  Wedder- 
burn, in  pursuit  of  her  secret  wish,  was  singularly  injudicious. 

Gwenny  had  come  among  her  relations,  an  orphan.  Horace 
R^nomie,  though  now  a  soldier,  a  young  lieutenant  of  the  Line, 
could  remember  the  time  when  lie,  too.  came  to  Willowdean  in 
the  days  of  his  early  orphanage,  and  tne  lonely  hours  when  he 
lay  in  nis  little  bed  at  night,  seeing,  in  fancy,  ms  parents'  faces 
amid  the  darkness,  and  longing,  with  all  a  childish  longing  and 
yearning,  "  for  a  touch  of  the  vanished  hand,  and  the  sound  of 
a  voice  that  was  still ;"  and  these  recollections  made  him  very 
tender  in  his  manner  to  Gwenny,  though  Horace  had  ever  a 
gentle  and  a  winning  way  with  aU  women,  old  as  well  as  young. 

"  Cousin  Horace,"  said  she,  on  one  occasion,  "  and  you  have 
been  an  orphan  like  myself  ;  now  strange  !" 

"  Horace  is  not  your  cousin,  but  Cyril  is,"  said  Lady  Wedder- 
burn, in  a  pointed  manner,  as  she  passed  through  the  drawing- 
room  into  the  conservatory. 
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Her  words  conveyed  a  volume,  for  Gwenny  blushed  scarlet, 
and  the  young  man  grew  pale. 

"I  am  not  your  cousin,  Miss  Wedderbum — ^woidd  that  I 
were,"  said  he,  with  a  low  sigh. 

"  Why,  what  difference  would  it  make  V* 

"  For  then  I  might— might  claim  something  more  than  mere 
friendship.'' 

"  Not  my  cousin  1'*  queried  Gwenny,  her  dark  eyes  dilating 
as  she  spoke.  "  Oh,  I  know  that  you  are  not,  though  Lady 
Wedderbum  is  aunt  to  us  both  ;  but  why  call  me  Miss—s&y 
Gwenny,  as  Cyril  and  Robert  do." 

"  Gwenny  then,"  said  Horace,  tremulously  and  softly,  for  the 
girl's  wonderful  beauty  bewildered,  while  her  frank  and  candid 
manner  charmed  and  entranced  him  ;  but  he  felt  a  secret  con- 
sciousness that,  before  Lady  Wedderbum,  to  call  Gwenny  by 
her  abbreviated  name  would  be  rather  injudicious. 

While  shrinking  from  the  idea  of  rivalling  his  cousin  Cyril, 
and  earning  thereby  the  an^er  of  such  benefactors  as  his  unde 
and  aunt,  Horace  Ramomie  was  in  love  with  all  tlie  deep 
strength  of  a  young  man's  first  and  genuine  passion.  The  giri. 
as  we  have  said,  was  undoubtedly  beautiful,  and  if  love  will 
olorify  all  it  looks  on,  to  his  eyes  the  face  and  presence  of 
(jrwondoleyne  became  as  something  divine,  and  Horace  was 
iatoxicated  by  her ! 

Night  after  night  he  lay  awake  for  hours,  feeding  his  soul 
with  the  idea  of  Gwendolejoie  ;  longing  for  and  yet  nervously 
dreading  his  recall  to  the  regiment,  amid  this  strange  and  fresh 
emotion  that  had  grown  in  lus  heart,  and  which  was  alike  his 
torment  and  dehght 

He  would  sigh  deeply  and  bitterly,  clasping  his  hands  in  the 
dark,  as  he  thought  of  his  cousin  Cjrrirs  greater  chances  of 
success,  his  superior  position,  his  attainments,  and  many  genuine 
good  qualities ;  and  also  of  his  aunt's  too  perceptible  (H)position  ; 
and  then  he  would  wring  them  like  a  love-sick  girl,  for  Horaco 
was  by  nature  shy,  impressionable,  and  enthusiastic. 

Another  was  wringing  her  hands  at  times  in  Lonewoodlee, 
and  weeping  the  silent  tears  of  sad  and  bitter  misgiving ! 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

SCHEMES. 

Lad?  ERNESCiiEUGH,  a  large,  showy,  and  fashionable-looking 
woman,  had  driven  to  WiUowdean  with  her  son  Everard,  the 
Master  of  Emescleugh,  who  was  a  lieutenant  in  the  Household 
Brigade,  on  hearing  of  the  new  arrival ;  and  though  the  future 
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lord  was  so  wealtky  tliat  money  was  no  particular  object  to  him, 
the  beauty  of  Owwmy,  and  the  piquancy  that  was  in  all  she  did 
and  said,  imprei«ed  him  favourably;  and  now  a  series  of 
dinners,  picnica,  drives  to  various  places  of  interest,  and  even  a 
pleasure  excunion  in  his  yacht,  were  schemed  out;  but,  to 
some  of  the  former,  and  more  especially  the  latter,  I^dy 
Wedderburn  was  decidedly  opposed ;  and  the  too  recent  death 
of  Sir  John's  only  brother  afforded  her  a  good  pretext  for  doing 
so,  and  keeping  G  wenny  at  home,  while  Cyril's  leave  of  absence 
lasted,  at  least. 

Lady  Ernesdeiigh  urged  her  to  take  Gwenny  to  London,  and 
have  her  present^  at  the  very  first  drawing  room  next  season  ; 
adding,  that  if  Lady  Wedderburn  cared  not  about  going  to  town. 
she  would  herself  be  only  too  happy  to  act  as  cJiapermi  to  a  girl 
so  beautiful  and  to  certain  to  make  a  sensation  ;  out  the  watch- 
ful mother  had  no  desire  that  the  wealthy  heiress  should  be  lost 
to  her  Cyril  in  tb«  splendid  whirlpool  of  London  society,  while 
he,  perhaps,  was  fighting  the  Eussians.  Heaven  alone  knew 
where,  for  as  y©t  the  scene  of  the  expected  war  was  vague 
indeed. 

Her  whole  Mm  was  to  "  bring  the  young  people  together," 
and  in  this  iikstance  it  was  overdone.  Cyril  saw  through  her 
scheme,  though  Gwenny  did  not ;  and  he  was  both  amused  and 
bored  by  it,  for  the  master-thought  evinced  itself  in  many 
trifling  ways. 

*' Gwenny,  my  darling,"  said  she,  one  evening,  in  tha 
drawing-room,  "I  am  sure  your  cousin  longs  to  hear  you  sing 
and  play.    Don''i  you,  Cyril  T 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Cyril,  who  had  been  furtively  looking  at 
the  French  clock  on  the  white  marble  mantelpiece,  and  thinking 
it  was  almost  time  he  was  drawing  near  the  stile  at  Lonewoodlee. 
**  Of  course,  if  ebc  will  so  far  favour  us,"  he  added,  hastening  to 
open  the  piano,  set  up  the  music-frame,  and  adjust  the  stool ; 
devoutly  hopi\ig  xhe  while  that  the  performance  would  be  as 
short  as  possible, 
"  I  play  little,  und  sing  less  now,"  said  Gwenny. 
"  Gwendoleyn^  !"  exclaimed  Lady  Wedderburn,  as  she  shook 
her  lace  lappets  %nd  diamond  pendants. 

"  Besides,  deadest  Aunt^  Horace  Ramornie  is  a  critic,  and  I 
dislike  to  play  br;f ore  critics." 

"You  played  and  sang  to  7dm  yesterday,"  said  Robert 
Wedderburn,  before  Horace,  who  was  about  to  deprecate  being 
deemed  a  critic,  could  speak. 

*'  True ;  but  lie  pressed  me  so,"  said  Gwenny,  with  the 
faintest  blush- 

"  Come,  Horace,  and  press  her  again,"  urged  Cyril,  with  a 
nonchalant  laugh. 
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"  Will  you,  then,  favour  me— us,  I  mean,"  whispered  Horace^ 
leading  her  to  the  piano,  while  his  cheek  reddened. 

She  seated  herself  at  the  instrument,  spreading  all  her  crape 
flounces  over  the  stool,  and  began  at  once  the  prelude  to  some 
little  air  she  had  picked  up  abroad.  Her  voice  was  sweet  and 
tender ;  but  neither  the  words  of  the  song  nor  her  execution 
were  brilliant ;  and  Cyril,  while  he  listened,  admiring  the  while 
her  ivory  neck  and  pretty  hands,  was  thinking  of  another  whose 
fine  voice,  a  glorious  soprano,  could  thrill  his  heart  to  the  core. 

Lady  Weddcrbum  often  found  her  eldest  son  and  his  cousin 
in  the  conservatory — in  the  library,  and  even  in  tiie  billiard- 
room  ;  and  always  left  them  discreetly,  little  thinking  that 
Gwenny  was  in  the  first  instance  merely  expatiating  on  the 
superior  flora  of  Madras  and  the  Camatic ;  in  the  second, 
perhaps  selecting  a  book  or  so  by  Cyril's  suggestion  ;  and  in  the 
third,  that  he,  so  far  from  talking  of  love  when  loolang  into  the 
soft  dark  eyes  of  Gwendoleyne,  was  discussing  most  learnedly, 
cue  in  hand,  on  the  screw  and  side-twist ;  of  losing  and  winning 
hazards ;  of  what  a  famous  stroke  Probyn  of  ours  was ;  ot 
winning  no  end  of  scores  off  the  red  ball  running  ;  of  pool  and 
pyramid ;  all  of  which  were  as  Sanscrit  and  Oordoo  to  the  fair 
listener. 

Busy  with  his  steward  or  ground  bailie,  ridinff  about  one  day 
or  rambling  the  next,  with  weeder  in  hand,  nis  sturdy  legs 
cased  in  brown  leather  gaiters,  and  his  wide-awake  garnished 
with  hooks  and  flies.  Sir  John  spent  most  of  his  time  out  of 
doors,  looking  after  his  estate,  seeing  where  trees  were  to  be  cut 
down  or  others  planted,  water- courses  to  be  changed,  or  little 
bridges  to  be  built ;  and  only  once  did  he  speak  to  Cyril 
of  Gwenny,  and  even  then  at  Lady  Wedderbum's  suggestion. 

"If  you  mean  to  propose  for  your  cousin,  Cyril,  you  have  my 
free  consent.  Do  so,  and  do  it  at  once.  You  know  our  maxim 
in  hunting " 

"  Never  crane  if  you  mean  to  take  a  leap  1" 

"  Exactly.  And  now  I  am  off  to  see  now  the  tile-draining 
gets  on." 

"Is  she  not  handsome,  Cyril  ]"  said  LadyWedderbumon  one 
occasion,  passing  her  arm  tnrou.^h  that  of  her  son,  as  he  stood, 
abstractedly,  looking  from  the  library  window  on  the  gravelled 
terrace,  where  Gwenny  and  Horace  were  feeding  the  peacocks 
with  crumbs  of  biscuits. 

"  Of  course  she  is  handsome,'*  replied  Cyril,  twirling  his 
moustache  ;  "  but "  and  he  paused. 

"But  what  r 

"  One  sees  so  many  handsome  girls  in  every  garrison  town. 
At  such  places  as  Canterbury  they  are  thick  as  blackberries.'' 
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''But  few  garrison  liacks  have  three  hundred  thousand 
pounds.** 

"  Few  indeed,"  replied  her  gay  captain,  laughing.  "And  as 
for  loving  them,  fellows  only  go  in  for  that,  mother  dear,  till  the 
route  comes.  It  is  a  very  limited  liability  after  all ;  and  then 
we  leave  them  little  pink  notes — perhaps  a  lock  of  hair ;  or 
simply  send  our  servants  with  our  august  bits  of  pasteboard, 
sciibbled  P.  P.  C,  for  Dublin  or  Delhi,  Brighton  or  Beloochistan, 
as  the  case  may  be ;  the  mess-plate  is  packed,  the  colours  are 
cased,  and  away  we  go  with  the  band  playing,  *  Good-bye,  sweet- 
heart, good-bye.' " 

"Cyril,  you  will  drive  Gwenny  to  Coldingham  to-morrow, 
and  show  her  the  ruins  of  the  Priory." 

*'I  don't  think  that  a  girl  who  has  seen  the  vast  rock-hewn 
temples  of  the  Buddhists  and  the  Pjrramids  of  Egypt  will  care 
mucn  about  our  old  Priory.  Besides  she  is  to  be  driven  there 
by  Horace.  He  knows  aU  about  these  old  places  more  than  I 
do ;  and  can  tell  her  the  whole  story  of  how  Edgar,  King  of 
Scotland^  built  it  in  the  eleventh  century,  and  gave  it  to  the 
monks  of  Durham,  and  all  that  sort  of  thin^." 

"  Horace  !  It  is  always  Horace,"  said  his  mother,  with  un- 
disraised  annoyance. 

"Besides,  1  am  encaged." 

"  How— where,  and  with  whom  T  she  asked,  while  the  gloom 
deepened  on  her  fair  and  open  brow. 

"Three  questions,  mother  dear.  You  worry  me  !  How  am  I 
engaged  ^  By  a  previous  arrangement.  Where  1  At  Ernescleugh 
to  dinner.  With  whom  ?  The  Master.  And  now  you  have  it 
all,"  said  he,  kissing  her,  as  he  used  to  do  in  boyhood. 

Still  she  was  dissatisfied,  and  taking  his  hand  in  hers,  led 
him  into  her  beautiful  little  boudoir— that  toy  chamber,  with 
the  blue  satin  and  silver  hangings,  where  she  kept  all  Cyril's 
Indian  presents  to  herself. 

"  Come,"  said  she,  as  she  closed  the  door, "  I  must  speak  with 
yon  seriously  on  the  subject  that  is  nearest  my  heart.' 


CHAPTER  XX. 

MY  LADY  EXPOSTULATES. 

Cyril's  love  for  Mary  Lennox  was  great ;  all  the  greater  that 
his  heart  was  an  honest  one,  and  that  so  much  of  compassion 
was  blended  with  his  love.  He  knew  that  when  he  left  her  for 
the  East  she  would  be  alone — most  terribly  alone — if  her  father 
died  :  for  with  his  life  her  means  would  pass  away.  So  Cvril 
had  teen  thinking  seriously  of  a  secret  marriage,  and  thus 
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making  for  her  such  a  provision  or  position  as  would  compel 
his  family  to  support  her  honourably,  if  he  fell  in  action,  or 
died  of  those  diseases  which  follow  an  army  into  the  field. 

But  he  felt,  on  consideration,  that  proposing  or  effecting  such 
a  measure  would  perhaps  be  an  act  of  mjustice  both  to  Mary 
and  his  family,  placing  her,  perhaps,  in  a  false  position  with 
them  in  particular  and  the  world  in  general 

Too  well  he  knew  that  to  announce  openly  his  engagement, 
or  a  resolution,  to  marry  the  poor  and  penniless  Mary  Lennox, 
^e  daughter  of  a  bankrupt  and  spendthrift,  would  excite  the 
greatest  opposition — perhaps  a  quarrel  with  his  father  and 
mother,  wnom  he  justly  loved  and  respected. 

On  the  strength  of  his  opposition,  Sir  John  might  take  very 
high  ground  and  cut  off  his  allowance ;  without  it  could  he 
re.ioin  the  regiment  *?  and  if  he  failed  to  do  so,  on  the  eve  of  a 
war,  where  would  his  honour  be  as  a  soldier  and  a  man?  He 
felt  sure  that  even  his  brother  Robert  would  open  his  eyes  very 
wide  with  wonder  at  such  a  matrimonial  scheme  ;  for  he  had 
studied  law  long  enough  to  have  imbibed  something  of  the 
caution  peculiar  to  the  legal  tribe. 

Cyril's  monetary  difficidties  were  not  trivial.  He  had  come 
on  leave  from  an  expensive  regiment  to  retrench  a  little,  and 
within  a  few  days  he  had  lost  the  bay  hunter,  just  after  pajdng 
Ernescleu^h  for  him ;  and  with  what  he  had  lost  at  cards  with 
Chesters,  Qiis  made  over  a  thousand  pounds.  Then  he  had  some 
gambling  and  other  debts  at  headquarters ;  but  no  I  O  U's 
were  permitted  to  circulate  in  the  Koyal  Fusileers,  by  a  mess 
regulation  of  that  corps,  where  the  word  of  a  brother  officer  was 
always  deemed  sufficient. 

He  felt  worried  on  every  hand,  and  once  or  twice  his  evil 
angel  whispered  that,  were  Mary  Lennox  less  winning,  less 
sweet,  and  more  than  all,  less  helpless,  he  might  listen  to  his 
mother's  suggestions ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  evu  idea  insinuated, 
than  the  honest  fellow  cmshed  it  in  his  heart.  He  could  never 
be  false  to  his  tender,  true,  and  secret  love  ! 

With  his  mind  thus  agitated  by  conflicting  thoughts,  it  may 
be  imagined  with  what  patience  he  listened  to  his  mother,  who 
still  retained  his  hand  confidingly  and  caressingly  in  hers,  as 
she  seated  herself  by  his  side  on  a  blue  satin  fauteuil^  and 
begun  thus  sententiously — 

"  The  whole  of  this  beautiful  estate  of  Willowdean,  when  it 
comes  to  you,  as  in  the  course  of  events  it  will,  burdened  as  it 
is  by  sundry  old  debts,  and  the  allowances  to  your  brother  and 
Horace  Kamornie,  will  not  yield '* 

"And  to  you,  mother  dear." 

"  Don't  talk  of  me :  I  have  no  wish  to  survive  my  dear 
bttsband.    Will  not  yield,  I  was  about  to  say,  enough  for  one 
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of  70Tir  expensive  tastes  and  liabits ;  therefore,  a  wealthy  mar- 
riage is  necessary." 

^  You  flatter  me  ;  but  I  love  to  be  independent." 

"And  like  many  independent  men,  may  end  by  making  a 
fool  of  yourself,"  she  auided.  with  more  bluntness  of  manner 
than  was  usual  with  her.  "  Pardon  me,  Cyril,  but  perhaps  you 
have  done  so  already. 

"Howr  , 

"By  fonning  some  unsuitable,  if  not  unworthy,  attachment" 

Cyril's  handsome  face  flushed  and  grew  pale  imder  her 
scrutiny. 

** Mother  dear,*'  said  he,  gently,  "you  never  spoke  to  me  in 
this  strange  tone  before.  Oh,  why  adopt  it  nowl  I  know 
what  you  mean  and  wish ;  but  do  not  ask  me  now,  at  least" 

"  Tnen  if  you  will  not  be  so  attentive  to  your  cousin  as  I 
wish,  promise  me  one  thing,  Cyril." 

"  Twenty,  if  you  choose,  mother." 

"  That  you  form  no  hasty  attachment  elsewhere,  and  enter 
into  no  engagement  without  consulting  me  V 

Again  he  coloured  perceptibly,  for  he  felt  that  the  keen  eyes 
of  his  mother  were  watching  him,  while  the  earnest  grasp  of 
her  soft  white  hand  tightened  upon  his;  but  he  replied, 
evasivfely.  and  with  a  laugh— 

"  I  shall  engage  the  Russians  only.  There,  will  that  suffice 
you  1  I  beg  your  pardon,  dearest  mother,"  he  urged,  "  but  do 
let  us  cease  this  most  unpleasant  subject :  and  now  PU  have  a 
quiet  weed  in  the  conservatory." 

But  Lady  Wedderbum  was  not  yet  done  with  him,  and  said, 
with  growing  excitement — 

"Am  I  to  conclude  that  you  are  a  bad,  or  unnatural  son, 
Cyril,  who  woidd  repay  my  love  and  anxiety  with  banter  T* 

"Because  I  won't  propose  to  a  woman — a  girl  I  don't  care 
for,  and  who  does  not  care  for  me  1   By  Jove  !  it  is  too  absurd." 

"Your  interjections  are  not  choice.  If  Gwendoleyne  is 
beautiful  in  her  eighteenth  year,  what  wHl  she  be  some  time 
hence,  in  the  full  development  of  womanhood  V* 

"Adorably  lovely,  I  know ;  yet  I  am  in  no  mood  to  marry." 

"  No  mood  to  marry  Aer,  perhaps,"  said  Lady  Wedderbum, 
with  a  sudden  flash  in  her  eyes.    "  Think  of  her  wealth." 

"I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  I  have  thought  of  it,"  said  Cyril, 
with  a  sigh ;  "  all  the  more  that  I  am  pretty  close  run  for 
money,  both  here  and  at  headquarters ;  but  for  Heaven's  sake, 
don't  let  us  have  a  row  about  Gfwenny." 

"A  *row!'  How  can  you  talk  in  this  slangy  mode  to  me? 
How  dare  you,  Cyrill"  she  added,  rising.  "I  thought  that  you 
rather  boasted  of  your  good  taste  over  such  men  as  Chesters  of 
Chesterhaugh." 
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"  Ton  my  soul,  you  go  beyond  old  Colonel  Baliawder,  of  the 
dep6t  battalion !  But,  my  lady  mother."  said  he,  kissing  her 
hand  with  playful  respect,  and  caressing  tne  braids  of  her  black 
hair,  which  was  now  becoming  seamed  with  white,  "  like  some 
of  the  well-fed  perch  in  yonder  pond,  I  am  content  to  coquette 
with  the  sweets  and  crumbs  that  come  my  way,  even  as  Gwenny 
is  now  throwing  them  in ;  but  as  for  matrimony,  that  I  leave 
to  a  sober-sided  fellow  like  Robert,  or  a  melancholy-eyed  Romeo 
like  Horace  :  and  now  that  I  think  of  it,  she  changes  colour  so 
visibly  when  Horace  speaks  to  her,  that  I  begin  to  suspect " 

"  That  he  is  in  love  with  her  r 

"No." 

"What  then  r 

"  By  Jove !  that  she  is  in  love  with  Am,"  replied  Cyril, 
quietly  selecting  a  cigar  from  a  handsome  case  (embroidered 
for  him  by  some  confiding  garrison  beauty),  and  preparing  it 
for  smokmg  by  carefully  biting  off  the  end,  and  heedless  fliat 
his  mother's  eyes  were  sparkling  with  resentment. 

"  Are  you  aware  that  what  I  urge  is  also  your  father's  wishi" 
sh«  asked. 

"Likely  enough,"  replied  Cyril,  with  growing  annoyance. 
"  There  are  Baronets  as  well  as  Knights  of  the  Golden  Calf, 
and  both  are  more  numerous  than  the  Knights  of  the  Golden 
Fleece." 

"  Go  on,  sir,  go  on  ;  though  I  never  before  heard  you  sneer  at 
yourgood  papa." 

"  Blow  you  pervert  my  words  !  I  do  not  sneer  ;  but  in  all 
this  matter  has  poor  Gwenny  no  right  to  be  consulted  V 

"  Not  much ;  she  is  so  young,  she  is  our  ward,  whom  we  are 
to  see  properly  bestowed  in  marriage ;  and  where  could  she  be 
given  more  properly  than  to  one  whom  we  have  known  from 
his  boyhood  1" 

"  And  a  little  earlier,"  said  Cyril,  laughing  outright. 

"You  may— nay,  you  must  win  her,  if  you  will  only  try, 
Cyril." 

"  But  I  don't  want  her.  By  Jove  !  think  of  a  fellow  going  in 
for  matrimony  and  the  corps  having  got  its  letters  of  readiness. 
I  might  be  telegraphed  away  from  the  very  altar — have  to  make 
a  halt  of  it,  a  half -married  man.  There  would  be  a  little  melo- 
drama for  you !    The  whole  thing  is  absurd,  mother." 

"  Well,  when  you  return  1" 

"Who can  count  on  returning?  There  are  such  things  as 
shot  and  shell,  shipwreck,  camp-fever,  frost  and  starvation,  and 
so  forth,"  was  the  gloomy  response.  "  I  may  be  taken  prisoner 
by  the  Russians,  and  never  heard  of  again." 

"  Do  not  talk  so,  Cyril,  I  implore  you.  Marry  Gwenny  and 
get  on  the  staff.    If  you  will  still  soldier,  let  it  be  at  home." 

"  If  I  do  may  I  be— cashiered,  that  is  all  !* 
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Usually,  liady  Wedderbum's  manner  had  all  the  perfect 
serenity  and  unrufiled  calmness  peculiar  to  good  and  gentle 
breeding,  but  now  her  brow,  wont  to  be  so  smooth,  became 
clouded  over ;  wrinkles  actually  appeared  where  none  nad  been 
visible  before ;  her  fine  mouth  became  compressed,  and  an  ex- 
pression, almost  of  baleful  spite,  stole  into  her  clear,  dark  grey 
eyes,  as  she  drew  herself  up  to  her  full  height,  and  said,  with 
half-averted  face — 

"  I  know  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  this  steady  opposition 
to  my  wishes." 

"  To  whom,  mother  r 

"That  artful  girl  at  Lonewoodlee.  Ah!  servants  will  talk, 
and  local  gossips  too  !'*  and  with  a  scornful  sweep  of  her  skirts, 
she  glided  from  the  boudoir,  even  as  she  did  so  repenting  that 
she  should  leave  in  wrath  the  Absalom  she  had  so  nearly  lost 
by  a  terrible  fate ! 

"  So,  so,  it's  out  at  last !  Local  gossips  have  been  busy  with 
Mary's  name — curse  them  !"  muttered  Cyril.  "  Mamma  has 
opened  the  trenches  with  a  vengeance !  Well,  I  am  not  a  boy, 
though  she  seems  disposed  to  treat  me  as  such.  What  is  to  be 
done  now  1    See  my  poor  Mary  about  it,  at  all  hazards." 

As  he  glanced  round  his  mother's  luxurious  boudoir,  with  its 
blue  satin  and  silver  hangings,  its  Aubusson  carpet  of  pale 
green,  studded  with  beautiful  bouquets,  .its  marble  busts  and 
alabaster  vases,  and  tiny  tables  glittering  with  a  crowd  of  hand- 
some and  elegant  trifles,  and  thought  of  Mary's  gloomy  home, 
his  heart  felt  sick  and  sore ;  he  sighed  deeply,  and  entering  the 
lofty  and  stately  conservatory,  lit  his  cigar,  and  threw  himself 
on  a  sofa,  to  thmk  over  his  plans  for  the  future. 


CHAPTER   XXI. 

THE  TRYST. 

At  the  close  of  a  recent  chapter,  it  is  mentioned  that  Mary 
Lennox  had  been  shedding  silent  tears,  and  had  not  been 
without  secret  misgivings  or  forebodings  of  coming  sorrow. 

Situated  as  she  was  with  regard  to  Cyril,  it  was  scarcely 
possible  that  she  should  feel  otherwise  than  restless  when  the 
absence  of  her  lover,  and  the  circumstance  of  his  having  un- 
avoidably broken  some  appointments  with  her,  were  coupled 
with  the  hints  of  Chesters,  and  the  stories  told  her  by  her  two 
gossiping  old  domestics,  of  the  wealth  and  undoubted  beauty 
of  the  new  resident  at  Willowdean. 

Without  absolutely  cutting  her— for  that  was  a  solecism  in 
good  breeding  of  wmch  she  would  be  loth  to  be  guilty— Lady 
Wedderbum  had  too  plainly  held  aloof  from  Mary  Lennox  in 
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the  few  public  places  where  they  met ;  and  Mary  had  tolerated 
much  of  that  "  tabooing,"  but  with  a  bursting  heart,  for  she 
could  not  forget  that  the  haughty  offender  was  the  mother  of 
Cyril ;  thouaa  how  little  could  that  scheming  matron  then 
know  what  Cyril  was  to  Mary — ^what  they  were  to  each  other  ! 

Though  Mary  mourned  in  her  loneliness  when  he  was  absent 
with  his  regiment,  and  moving  then,  as  she  knew,  in  a  gay  and 
fashionable  circle,  his  letters  were  a  constant  solace  to  her  ;  and 
now  that  he  was  at  home,  though  she  trusted  him— or  strove  to 
do  so — ^to  see  him  riding,  driving,  talking,  and  laughing  with 
his  cousin  and  other  ladies,  while  he  coma  only  accord  her  a 
furtive  smile  or  a  polite  bow,  fretted,  galled,  and  humiliated 
her  ;  for  she  could  not  forget  much  of  her  fatner's  teaching,  or 
that  she  was  a  lady  whose  forefathers  had  a  name  among  the 
Scottish  Border  Barons  long  before  the  Wedderbums  had  an 
acre  of  land  in  the  Merse. 

She  began  to  recall,  perhaps  too  much,  the  artful  insinuations 
of  Chesters,  and  to  brood  over  them  till  they  sank  deep  into 
her  heart.  She  began  also  to  repine  and  fear  a  little  when  she 
heard  of  all  those  things-— of  such  gaieties  at  Willowdean  as 
the  season  of  conventional  mourning  permitted ;  and  when 
she  knew  that  he  was  constantly  thrown  in  the  society  of  this 
perilous  beauty— when  he  was  away  for  days  with  her  and 
other  ladies  at  race  meetings  and  other  places ;  and  now, 
through  Doctor  Squills  and  the  Minister's  wife,  almost  her  only 
other  visitors,  came  a  rumour  that  he  and  she  were  to  have 
quite  a  little  cruise  in  the  Master  of  Emescleugh's  yacht,  to 
tne  Isle  of  May,  to  Coquetmouth,  to  Lindisfame  Abbey,  and 
other  places.  So  when  she  thought  of  all  the  advantages  of 
propinquity,  and  remembered  all  she  had  heard  and  read  of  the 
pleasant  intercourse  that  cousinship  permitted,  and  how  much 
more  a  recently  known  cousin  might  be  likely  to  impress  hhn 
than  one  long  known  from  infancy  like  a  sister,  her  poor  littie 
heart  trembled  within  her  ! 

One  day,  however,  she  was  made  happy  by  Lady  Wedder- 
burn  bowing  to  her  pleasantly,  and  even  stopping  the  carriage 
to  ask  for  Mr.  Lennox,  but  that  was  in  the  fulness  of  her  heart 
after  the  restoration  of  her  son. 

"  So  your  mamma  is  coming  round  to  me  by  degrees,  at  least, 
Cyril,"  said  Mary,  with  a  hopeful  smile. 

But  Cyril  knew  too  well  what  his  mother's  secret  aspirations 
were,  and  answered  only  with  a  sigh. 

Three  days  after  this,  gossips  had  been  at  work,  and  when 
Lady  Wedderburn  saw  her  in  the  little  street  of  Willowdean 
she  looked  straight  at  the  ears  of  her  horses  as  the  handsome 
carriage  bowled  away  on  the  Emescleugh  road,  without  accord- 
ing a  glance  of  recognition  to  Mary,  who  felt  crushed  and  hurt 
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ke^y,  all  the  more  so  that  she  saw  the  dark  eyes  of  Gwendo- 
leyne  remarking  her  with  an  expression  of  interest ;  and  Mary 
could  judge  f  or  nerself  how  great  waa  the  girl's  beauty. 

Mary  knew  that  it  was  tradition  in  her  family  that  two  ladies 
of  it,  both  sisters,  had  died  as  nuns  among  the  Cistertians  at 
Lennel,  and  somehow,  now  she  often  thought  of  those  two 
women,  their  reasons  for  becoming  recluses,  and  wondered  if 
they  had  found  within  their  cells  the  peace  she  feared  she 
would  not  find  in  the  world.  Then  she  smiled  a  bitter  smile, 
as  she  thought  that  nothing  lasted  for  ever ;  that  all  things 
passed  away ;  that  even  Lennel  was  a  shattered  ruin,  and  its 
cemetery,  where  the  sisters  lay,  had  been  swept  away  by  the 
Tweed  into  the  sea. 

All  unaware  of  the  gloomy  misgivings  of  her  he  loved,  in 
the  evening  after  the  long  and  unpleasant  conversation  with 
lus  mother,  Cyril,  after  riding  from  one  of  the  gates  of  Willow- 
dean  as  if  going  towards  Greenlaw,  the  county  town,  turned 
off  abruptly  by  a  narrow  byeway,  and  took  that  for  Lonewood- 
lee,  for  ne  was  to  meet  Mary  at  the  stile,  which  quite  as  often 
83  the  coppice  formed  their  place  of  tryst. 

He  was  full  of  perplexing  thoughts,  and  permitting  the 
reins  to  drop  on  his  horse's  neck,  let  the  animal  proceed  at  a 
slow  walk  along  the  path  which  led  enly  towards  the  residence 
of  Mr.  Lennox. 

He  felt  that  some  explanation,  some  more  open  and  more 
decided  arrangement,  were  imperatively  due  to  a  girl  of  MaiVs 
position  and  character ;  but,  as  already  stated,  he  dreaded  the 
opposition  of  his  whole  family ;  he  dreaded  the  debts  he  had 
contracted  in  his  folly,  and  to  marry  on  his  pay— if  his  father  in 
his  indignation  reduced  him  to  that — a  pittance  which  barely 
paid  for  his  messing,  glazed  boots  and  cigars — would  be  the  act 
of  a  madman,  even  if  Mary  would  consent  to  it ;  but  then  he 
knew  that  Mary,  even  were  she  as  rich  as  his  cousin  Gwendo- 
leyne,  would  not  do  so  at  present,  as  she  was  chained  by  filial 
love  and  duty  to  her  father's  sick-bed. 

Well,  that  necessity  freed  him  from  one  item  of  responsibility 
in  the  awkward  position  of  their  affairs. 

Cyril  drew  from  his  portemonnaie  a  rinff ;  it  was  a  plain 
hoop,  and  so  like  a  wedding  one  that  it  might  have  passed  as 
such,  but  for  a  single  diamond  of  great  value  that  was  set 
therein,  and  this  altered  its  character.  It  was  a  tiny  ring  too, 
and  he  trusted  it  would  fit  the  dear  finger  for  which  he  intended 
it.  With  a  fond  smile  he  replaced  it  in  his  purse,  and  dis- 
mounting at  the  stile,  threw  the  bridle  of  his  horse  over  his 
arm,  and  looked  around  him. 

The  stile  was  old  and  well  worn  by  the  footsteps  of  many  a 
wayfarer.  It  was  simply  formed  by  three  great  stones  project- 
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ing  from  an  ancient  wall,  and  stood  in  a  sequestered  place, 
secret  and  lonesome,  where  the  pink  and  white  hawthorn  usually 
bloomed  and  scented  the  air  ere  the  end  of  May  ;  where  the 
pendant  cups  of  the  bright  foxglove  and  the  blue-beil  mingled 
with  the  brown  autumn  fern,  among  which  the  hare  and  rabbit 
lurked,  and  where  hardy  little  thistles  grew  in  every  cleft, 
while  over  all  towered  the  triple  arms  of  a  gigantic  tnom  of 
vast  age,  whereon  many  a  Scottish  outlaw  and  English  moss- 
trooper had  been  hung  "in  his  boots,"  as  the  phrase  went,  in 
the  f orajdng  times  of  old  ;  for  the  whole  Borderland  is  full  of 
such  dark  memories. 

Around  the  pastoral  hills  stood  up  grim  and  silent  against 
the  red  sunset  sky.  As  Cyril  looked  on  all  these  objects,  so 
long  familiar  to  his  eyes,  he  pondered  on  what  other  scenery 
they  might  be  resting  ere  long,  and  where  that  day  month  might 
find  him  ;  too  probably  far  away  at  sea,  on  board  a  transport 
crowded  with  troops,  longing  to  be  ashore  and  in  front  of  the 
enemy. 

And  Mary  too  had  often  surveyed  their  meeting-place  with 
wistful  eyes  and  boding  heart,  thinking  how  lonely  it  would 
be  when  he  should  come  no  more,  and  how  terribly  desolate  it 
seemed  when  he  was  supposed  to  be  lost  to  her  and  all  the 
world ;  and  how  often  had  she  shuddered  at  the  story  of  the 
midnight  race,  the  plunge,  and  the  narrow  escape — ^the  rescue 
of  her  Cyril  from  a  terrible  death  ! 

His  mother's  taunt  was  yet  tingling  in  his  ears ;  and  now,  lest 
watchful  eyes  might  be  upon  them,  hie  almost  dreaded  to  meet 
Mary  at  the  accustomed  stile  or  in  the  coppice ;  for  had  not 
Chesters  basely  condescended  to  spy  upon  their  meeting  there  ? 

"  Ah !"  thought  Cyril,  "  had  I  but  known  of  such  a  circum- 
stance on  that  terrible  night,  instead  of  sharing  his  sham 
hospitality,  my  hunting-whip  and  Kooke  Chesters'  shoulders 
had  made  an  intimate  and  not  to  be  forgotten  acquaintanca'' 

Cyril  had  but  a  minute  or  two  to  wait,  when  the  slight  figure 
of  Mary,  so  lithe,  graceful,  and  so  compact,  from  her  little 
round  hat  and  feather  to  her  brass-heeled  Balmorals,  came 
tripping  down  the  pathway  between  two  fields,  and  ascended 
the  stile,  from  whence  his  ready  hand  now  helped  her  down. 

**  Cyril,  dearest  CyrO,  I  have  kept  you  waiting,"  said  she, 
looking  upward  with  a  strange  and  earnest  expression  in  her 
violet-blue  eyes.  Secure  as  she  had  been  of  his  love,  and 
familiar  with  it,  there  had  always  been  a  charming  shyness  in 
Mary's  manner  when  with  Cyril ;  now  it  was  sad  and  gloomy, 
though  visibly  she  sought  to  conceal  it,  affecting  to  smile,  ana 
with  her  tightly-glovedf  hand  to  twirl,  nervously,  her  parasol 
upon  her  shoulder. 

**  And  what  of  your  papa  to-day  f  he  asked. 
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•Kind  Cyril,  you  always  ask  for  him,  toy  only  and  unfailing 
friend  •  papa  10  Jleeping:  he  always  takes  an  after-dinner  nap  ; 
but  when  i  wafch  him  thus  there  always  comes  over  me  a 
horrible,  an  awftvi  thought,  Cyril  1" 
*^What— w}kiciir 

"If  he  were  dead — dead— my  dear  papa,  instead  of  only 
sleeping,  what  sZiould  I  do  then  V 

"  ilely  on  me,  darling,"  he  whispered,  and  drew  her  close  to 
him,  and  now  na  observed  that  Mary  had  her  veil  tied  tightly 
over  her  face,  to  :3onceal  her  tears,  perhaps. 

"  I  can't  kiss  you  through  tliat  thmg,  dearest,"  he  urged,  while 
endeavouring  to  remove  it. 

"  Better  not  kass  me  at  all  Oh,  wotQd  that  you  had  never 
done  so,  Cyril  P 

His  fine  djyrk  blue  eyes  possessed  usually  a  wonderful,  a 
magnetic  power  of  fascination  in  them ;  but  on  this  occasion 
they  failed  to  reassure  Mary,  who,  despite  all  her  efforts  at 
self-control,  begs^  to  weep,  and  Cyril,  with  his  natural  abhor- 
rence of  a  scene,  felt  more  of  worry  tnan  wonder. 

"What  is  th^  matter'?  Speak,  darling  Mary,"  he  urged, 
tenderly ;  for  hft  could  see  that  she  looked  wan,  and  a  dark 
tinge  that  lay  titider  each  of  her  eyes,  was  visible  through  the 
purity  of  her  skin. 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  Cyril,  forgive  me  l" 
"  For  what  Y  he  asked,  with  growing  wonder. 
"  For  haviivg  doubted  your  affection  ;  but  doubts  did  begin 
to  steal  into  iny  head.    1  began  to  fear  there  was  a  change 
somewhere,  and  I  have  been  praying  humbly  to  God  that  you 
might  not  lore  aae  less  now  than  befora" 
"  Love  you  less !   I  do  not  comprehend !" 
"  Yes,  yes,"  sobbed  Mary,  nestling  her  sad  little  face  on  the 
breast  of  his  bUck  velvet  shooting  coat ;  "for  Chesters  hinted 

to  me -" 

"What  dafed  he  to  hintT  exclaimed  Cyril,  striking  his 
spurred  heel  into  the  OTaveL 

"  Oh,  pard^m  me,  Cyril.  I  know  not  what  I  am  saying.  I 
have  slept  so  little  for  two  or  three  nights  past.  I  never  do 
sleep  when  I  ba^^e  not  seen  you,  and  Cynl,  you  seem  always  so 
gay  and  happy  "with  her — I  mean — those  people  with  whom  I 
see  yon  at  timesu" 

"Gay,  Mary^  Yes.  I  have  to  smile,  like  the  Spartan  boy, 
who  had  the  fox  under  his  mantle — the  fox  whose  teeth  devoured 
his  vitals,'*  replied  Cyril,  making  rather  a  far-fetched  simile. 
"  One  is  not  aJwnys  happy  when  smiling.  I  think  ever  of  you, 
when  absent,  of  our  coming  separation,  and  the  difficulties  of 
our  mutual  position.^ 
There  waa  a  pause,  during  which  he  looked  tenderly  and 
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lovingly  into  the  violet  eyes  of  Mary,  and  thought  how  dove- 
hke,  sad,  and  sweet,  they  were  in  eimression. 

Then  he  began  to  perceive  her  rufing  thought  by  her  leading 
question. 

"  Your  new  cousin  seems  to  be  a  most  attractive  girL  Is  skp. 
not  so  r 

"  Very.    Her  eyes  are  gloriously  beautiful,  Mary.** 

**  Oh,  indeed,"  said  Mary,  while  her  aether  lip  quivered,  her 
eyes  drooped,  and  a  pallor  almost  ghastly  stole  over  her  soft 
face. 

"  Yes,  just  like  yours,  except  that  the  lids  are  not  so  finely 
formed,  nor  the  lashes,  though  thick,  so  long." 

"  Am  I  to  compare  with  her  V  she  asked,  a  little  assured. 

"  Yes,"  said  CyriL  smiling  back  at  the  wistful  smile. 

"Indeed!" 

"  Yes ;  but  you  would  gain  immensely  by  the  comparison. 
But  come,  my  dearest,  there  must  be  no  pouting,  no  doubt  of 
me.  no  jealousy  of  poor  Gwenny.  You  know  how  dearly  I  love, 
ana  have  ever  loved  you— ay,  almost  since  you  were  a  mere 
girl,  when  I  came  home  from  India,  and  brought  your  dead 
brother's  sword  and  rings  to  Lonewoodlee ;  but  listen  to  me 
now,  I  have  much  to  say,  and  may  not  have  so  good  an  oppor- 
tunity again." 

His  left  arm  was  round  her  waist :  their  right  hands  were 
clasped  together,  and  as  Mary's  head  drooped  on  his  shoulder, 
her  words  became  sighs  or  onlv  haJf-articulated  tenderness. 
She  looked  helpless  and  beautiful,  soft  and  ladylike ;  and  once 
more,  in  the  tumult  of  his  heart,  Cyril,  with  broken  accents, 
urged  a  private  marriage,  for  her  further  security,  in  case  the 
worst  should  happen  to  him ;  but  Mary  was  firm,  and  with 
tears  and  paleness — not  blushes — spoke  of  her  fatiber's  health, 
and  how  she  would  not  and  could  not,  with  honour  to  herself, 
marry  even  Cyril  (whom  she  loved  as  her  own  soid)  in  a  fashion 
such  as  he  proposed,  as  it  would  insure  the  contempt  of  his 
family  and  the  doubt  of  society;  and  this  she  reiterated  again, 
firmly,  sadly,  earnestly,  and  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  till 
Cyril  became  convinced  that  the  idea  was  impolitic,  unwise, 
and  not  calcidated  to  conduce  to  their  future  ha^jpiness. 

He  drew  the  glove  from  her  left  hand,  and  while  placing  the 
diamond  ring  upon  her  wedding  finger— a  slender  little  finger 
it  was — ^he  drew  ner  still  closer  to  his  breast 

**  Mary."  he  whispered,  "  my  darling  Mary,  you  are  the 
secret  wife  of  my  heart.  Never  let  this  betrotnal  ring — the 
ring  that  binds  you  to  me— leave  your  finger  until  I  replace  it 
by  one  that  sh^dl  be  consecrated !  and  he  kissed  her  on  the 
eye^  and  then  the  hand  that  bore  the  symbol  which  was  indi« 
cative  of  affection  long  before  the  days  of  JuvenaL 
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"As  your  wife,  Cyril,  I  shall  ever  deem  myself;  as  your 
widow,  should  we  never  meet  again  I"  said  Mary,  in  a  soft,  low, 
agitated  voice. 

And  with  something  of  a  prayer  in  his  heart,  Cvril  lifted  his 
hat,  as  he  kissed  her  once  more.  After  this  they  became  more 
composed,  even  more  happy,  perhaps,  for  their  hearts  became 
iilled  with  a  divine  trust  m  themselves  and  in  the  future. 

"Yet  what  shall  I  do  when  you  are  far  away  from  me, 
OviilV  asked  Mary.  "  Men  love  so  differently  from  women. 
They  have  their  avocations,  occupations — their  friends  and 
amusements.  The  lonely  woman  can  but  brood  and  weep  in 
sdlence  :  her  heart  thrust  back  upon  herself  as  it  were,  for  lack 
of  the  lliousand  little  tendernesses  and  kindnesses  that  the  man 
she  loves  can  alone  bestow." 

"  True,  Mary :  but  do  not  repine  thus,  darling.'' 

The  twilight  nad  deepened  into  the  gloaming  now,  and  even 
that  was  darkening  fast ;  so  leading  ms  horse  by  the  bridle, 
Cyril  walked  along  the  lonelv  hill-side  path  with  Mary  towards 
her  home,  and  at  last,  with  happy  hearts,  they  parted  at  the 
end  of  the  ancient  thicket. 

"  Shall  I  see  you  to-morrow,  Cyril  ?"  she  asked,  as  he 
mounted. 

"  It  is  impossible,  Mary.  I  am  engaged  to  dine  at  Emescleugh, 
and  that  place  lies  in  quite  an  opposite  direction  from  this. 
Adieu,  till  next  evening.    Adieu,  witn  a  thousand  kisses  to  you." 

And  he  galloped  away. 

Mary's  heart  misgave  her ;  he  was  to  dine  at  Emescleugh, 
with  Everard  Home.  She  had,  with  a  reticence  that  was  unwise 
and  unlike  her,  shrank  nervously  from  speaking  to  Cyril  of  her 
enforced  detention  at  Chesterhaugh  ;  but  now  she  trembled  lest 
the  young  Master  of  Ernescleugh  had  recognised  her  in  the 
waggonette,  and  might  speak  of  the  strange  circumstance  of 
her  being  tnere  with  Chesters,  and  at  such  an  hour. 

The  demon  of  doubt  had  been  removed  from  her  heart ;  but 
fear  now  took  his  place,  and  a  time  came  when  Mary  repented 
bitterly  of  the  reticence  in  question. 

She  was  alternately  happy  and  fearful — ^longing  intently  for 
her  next  meeting  with  Cyril,  and  resolved  to  tell  him  openly  of 
the  only  secret  that  haunted  her ;  and  she  was  never  weary  of 
kissing  and  looking  at  the  ring,  the  solemn  Unk  which  bound 
her  fate  to  that  of  Cyril  Wedderbum. 

And  now,  when  she  thought  of  the  place  wh^re  it  had  been 
placed  upon  her  finger— the  old  triple  thorn  tree — ^there  came 
ba<i  to  memory  a  quaint  legend  connected  with  her  family.  It 
was  a  little  ominous,  so  far  as  regarded  the  ring,  and  yet  Mary 
laughed. 

For  loo^l  tradition  avers  that,  in  the  days  when  Mary  of 

a— a 
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Lorraine  was  Regent  of  Scotland,  Malcolm  Lennox,  younger 
brother  of  Oliver,  who  built  the  present  Tower  of  Lonewoodlee, 
was  a  famous  Border  warrior,  who  caused  an  infinite  deal  of 
trouble  and  anxiety  to  the  Governor  of  Berwick,  the  Captain  of 
Norham,  and  other  Wardens  along  the  English  Border.  Like 
his  compatriot,  Sir  William  of  Deloraine — 

"  A  stark  moss-trooping  Scot  was  he 

As  ere  couched  Border  lance  bj  knee. 

Blindfold  he  knew  the  paths  to  cross, 

By  Solway  sands  and  Tarra  Moss. 

By  wily  turns  and  desperate  bounds, 
,  He  baffled  Percy's  best  bloodhounds." 

But  one  night  he  had  got  more  wine  than  usual,  when  supping 
with  the  Laird  of  Thirlstane,  and  lost  his  way  in  Dogden  Moss, 
where  he  must  have  perished,  had  not  a  beautiful  young  woman, 
who  suddenly  appeared  become  his  guide  to  linn  land,  and 
before  daybreak  he  had  betrothed  himself  to  her,  and  placed  on 
a  finger  of  her  left  hand  a  golden  ring. 

Some  nights  after  this,  he  was  assailed  by  a  multitude  of  wild 
cats,  who  seemed  to  have  been  holding  a  species  of  "  sabbatt,*' 
or  Walpurgis  festival,  at  the  triple  thorn  tree,  and  had  to 
defend  himself  with  a  sword.  In  the  course  of  this  strange  melee 
he  hewed  the  foreleg  from  one  which  had  made  itself  particu- 
larly obnoxious  in  the  assault ;  and  on  the  yelling  grimalkins 
takmg  to  flight,  he  found  that  his  trenchant  whinger  Imd 
amputated,  not  the  limb  of  a  cat,  but  the  fair  and  handsome 
arm  of  a  young  woman  ;  and  on  a  finger  of  the  hand  he  found 
his  own  ring,  and  knew  thereby  that  he  had  betrothed  himself 
to  a  witch ! 

He  never  recovered  his  horror  of  this  adventure  ;  he  became 
more  reckless  of  life  than  ever,  and  perished  some  years  after 
in  the  famous  Kaid  of  the  Kedswire,  on  the  green  ridge  of  the 
Carterfells,  pierced  by  three  English  arrows.  This  was  the  last 
conflict  of  any  importance  fought  on  the  Borders  prior  to  the 
union  of  the  Crowns,  and  was  chiefly  remarkable  from  the  cir- 
cumstance that  the  Scots  won  the  day  by  being  well  supplied 
with  firearms,  while  the  English  had  only  the  long-bow,  with 
bill  and  spear. 


CHAPTER    XXn. 

WHAT  THE  MOEROW  BEOUGHT  FOBTH. 

Cyetl  found  that  a  note  had  come  from  Lady  Emescleugh, 
inviting  all  at  Willowdean  to  dine  with  her,  enfamilU^  to  talk 
over  their  plans  for  the  future  season  in  London,  when  it  came. 
"As  for  Edinburgh,"  she  added,  "with  its  eight  assemblies, 
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and  a  few  club  balls,  all  so  mixed,  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of  in 
these  railway  times.  What  suited  our  grandmothers  won't  suit 
OS,  who  have  young  folks  to  introduce  m  society." 

So  Cyril  found  tioat  the  carriage  and  pony-phaeton  had  been 
orderec^  as  all  were  going  to  the  Cleugh,  save  poor  little  Miss 
M*Caw,  whom  Lady  Emescleugh  had  omitted,  notwithstanding 
her  long  pedigree ;  but  then  it  was  onlv  a  Highland  one,  as  her 
ladyship  thought,  "and  those  people  all  boast  of  such,  whether 
they  are  Peers  of  the  reahn  or  street-porters.*' 

Ere  long  we  shall  have  more  starthng  events  to  describe  than 
dinners,  drives,  or  luncheons,  and  so  shall  only  say  that  the 
"festive  board  "  at  Ernescleugh,  a  fine  mansion  facing  the  sea, 
and  perched  on  a  lofty  eminence,  was  like  any  other  in  a 
wealtny  and  noble  family. 

Before  the  windows,  stretched  away  in  distance  the  vast 
extent  of  the  dark  blue  German  Sea,  with  here  and  there  a 
white  sail,  or  the  long  wreathed  smoke  of  a  steamer  visible ; 
and  just  as  the  company  sat  down  to  dinner,  they  might  have 
aeen,  had  not  the  curtains  been  closely  drawn,  the  lignt  on  the 
Isle  of  May,  about  five-and-twenty  miles  distant,  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Firth  of  Forth,  twinkling  redly  out  upon  the  waste  of 
waters. 

Save  the  wines,  everything  on  the  table  was  Scotch :  the  fish 
were  from  the  adjacent  sea  or  the  Leader ;  the  beef  and  mutton 
bred  and  fed  on  the  Lammermuir  hills  ;  the  vegetables  and 
flowers  were  reared  by  the  gardener  at  Emescleugh ;  but  all 
these  figured  in  the  bill  of  fare  under  French  names,  as  potages^ 
poissons,  relevesy  and  entrees — a  source  of  sore  bewilderment  to 

flain  folks  like  the  Rev.  Gideon  M'Guffo§,  parish  minister; 
)r.  Squills,  the  Lawyer,  and  the  Baron  Bailie  of  Willowdean, 
when  once  or  so  in  the  year  they  were  invited  to  a  state  dinner 
at  Emescleugh. 

Everard  ELome,  the  Master,  a  fashionable  looking  young  man 
of  a  very  good  style,  in  absence  of  the  Lord,  his  father,  who 
was  on  diplomatic  service  in  the  Ionian  Isles,  placed  Lady 
Wcdderbum  on  his  right.  Sir  John  handed  the  hostess  to  her 
place,  and  Cyril,  to  his  mother's  satisfaction,  led  in  Gwenny  ; 
but  then  no  other  lady  was  present. 

When  Cyril  looked  at  the  unexceptionable  wife  his  mother 
urged  upon  him,  with  her  delicate  neck  and  arms,  so  snow- 
wMte  when  contrasted  with  her  black  dress  and  jet  ornaments, 
her  rich  Indian  shawl  of  alternate  black,  gold,  and  scarlet 
stripes,  diamonds  flashing  out  here  and  there,  as  oright  as  her 
own  ej^es,  his  mind  wandered  away  involuntarily  to  little  lonely 
Mary,  in  her  plain  stuff  attire,  her  sole  ornaments  a  brooch  and 
collar. 

Itady  Ernescleugh,  a  mor#  showy,  dowager-looking,  and 
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thougli  fair-haired,  an  older  and  haughtier  style  of  woman  than 
Lady  Wedderbnrn,  with  very  good  taste,  wore  a  black  dress  of 
the  richest  velvet,  trimmed  only  with  silver  grey  grebe^  as  all 
her  guests  were  in  mourning,  and  both  families  had  been 
intimate  for  years. 

As  three  of  the  gentlemen  present  belonged  to  the  service,  a 
little  shop  would  creep  into  their  conversation,  which  ran 
chiefly  on  the  approaching  war,  and  the  mustering  of  arma- 
ments by  sea  and  land ;  for  by  the  London  papers  of  the 
previous  day  it  was  fast  becoming  apparent,  as  the  Master  said, 
"that  matters  were  looking  less  and  less  rosy  in  the  East;' 
and  Lady  Emescleugh,  who  had  recently  got  him  transferred 
from  the  line  to  the  Scots  Fusileer  Guards,  in  the  hope  that  he 
might  soldier  only  in  London,  and  never  encounter  harder 
service  than  might  be  seen  at  Windsor,  in  the  Wellington 
Barracks,  at  the  Bank,  or  the  Tower,  was  both  alarmed  and  dis- 
gusted to  find  that  several  battalions  of  the  Household  Brigade 
were  detailed  to  form  a  portion  of  the  army  of  the  East — ^the 
force  destined  to  protect  Turkey  from  the  Russians;  "those 
barbarous  Russians,"  she  added,  "  whom  she  and  Emescleugh, 
when  he  was  Ambassador  at  St.  Petersburg,  found  to  be  little 
better  than  their  forefathers  are  described  to  have  been  under 
Catharine." 

"  The  Semiramis  of  the  North,"  said  Robert  Wedderbum. 

**  And  we  all  know  how  wicked  Jier  times  were,"  said  Lady 
Ernescleugh. 

How  little  could  Cyril  foresee  to  what  this  conversation  was 
to  lead  ;  when  the  young  host  said,  laughing — 

"By  Jove,  mother,  there  is  more  wickedness  now  in  the 
world  than  ever  existed  then.  Yes.  even  among  ourselves,"  he 
added,  wiping  the  champa^e  froth  from  his  fair  moustache, 
**  only  we  don't  always  see  it." 

"  How,  Everard  ?    I  do  not  understand.-' 

"  It  is  more  subtle,  more  refined,  more  cunning,  and  much 
better  bred." 

"The  latter  is  certainly  some  advantage,"  said  Cyril. 

"  Besides,  Wedderbum,  we  don't  call  our  little  peccadilloes 
by  such  deuced  hard  names  as  our  rough  ancestors  did — ^that  is 
alL" 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand  you,  Everard,"  said  Lady  Emes- 
cleugh, smiling,  but  with  a  little  air  of  pique  ;  "  you  seem  to 
be  aiming  at  something  or  some  one." 

Cyril,  who  had  been  talking  to  Gwenny,  now  became  aware 
that  the  Master  was  bending  over  his  wine  glass,  and  saying 
something  to  Horace  Ramornie,  in  a  low  tone,  but  laughing 
and  confidentially.    He  detected  the  name  of  "  Mary  Lennox^ 
^d  £^ter  a  time  those  alarming  words,  "  By  Jove,  Riamomie,  it 
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could  not  be  termed  a  summer  flirtation,  as  he  was  driving  her 
home  through  the  snmo,  at  midnight,  too.  Queer,  is  it  noti 
for  we  all  know  the  fellow's  character  :  but  then  the  poor  girl 
is  so  left  to  herself,  in  that  old  house  by  her  ailing  father,  that " 
—here  his  voice  sank  lower—"  but  it  is  a  pity,  for  she  is  so 
pretty  !*» 

What  had  happened?  To  whom  was  he  referring  1  Cyril 
felt  his  ears  tingling,  his  heart  grow  still,  and  his  face  turn 
pale ;  all  the  more  so  that  the  clear  keen  eyes  of  his  mother 
were  on  him,  and  he  remembered  the  conversation  in  her 
boadoir. 

He  burned  with  impatience  imtil  the  three  ladies  withdrew 
to  the  drawing-room ;  and  the  moment  they  had  been  bowed 
out,  and  he  and  the  other  gentlemen  resumed  their  seats,  ere 
closing  up  towards  their  young  host,  he  very  plainly  asked, 
"what  they  had  been  talking  about T 

"  The  strangest  thing  in  the  world,'*  replied  Horace,  with  a 
serious  expression  in  his  quiet  dark  eyes  ;  "  a  scandalous  story 
concerning  the  daughter  of  old  Oliver  Lennox,  of  Lonewoodlee. 
Of  course,  you  know  the  girl ;  by  sight,  at  least." 

"BeanaaJous  P  repeated  Cynl,  making  a  violent  effort  to 
control  himself,  though  there  came  a  flash  from  his  eye,  lurid 
as  that  from  a  cannon's  mouth,  and  there  came  a  terrible  frown 
from  his  brow,  which  he  concealed  by  resting  it  on  his  hand. 
"And  this  story r 

"  Is,  that  she  spent  a  night  in  the  house  of  Chesterhaugh." 

"  Take  cafe,  take  care,"  said  Sir  John ;  "  she  represents  one 
of  the  oldest  families  in  the  Merse." 

**A  fact!"  persisted  the  Master  of  Emescleugh,  in  a  low 
tone ;  "  she  spent  there  a  night,  or  nearly  so,  about  the  time 
you  were  so  mysteriously  missing,  Wedderburn.  I  was  riding 
home  from  Greenlaw,  accompanied  by  a  groom ;  there  had  been 
a  severe  fall  of  snow,  and  just  as  we  drew  near  the  sate  of 
Chesterhaugh,  it  was  opened  by  old  Tony  Heron,  the  keeper, 
and  out  came  Rooke  Chesters,  in  that  bang-up  waggonette  ol 
his,  with  Miss  Lennox  seated  by  his  side.  1  could  swear  to 
her,  though  she  was  well  muffled  up  in  a  railway-rug.  The 
time  was  past  twelve,  and  he  was  eviaently  driving  her  home  ! 
Now  we  all  know  that  ladies,  old  or  young,  don't  visit  Rooke 
Chesters.  It  is  an  ugly  story,  and  I  would  rather  not  have 
known  it." 

Cyril's  voice  sounded  strange,  even  to  himself  ;  but  he 
askad,  calmly— 

"  Did  you  see  her  face.  Home  V' 

"  No.  She  was  closely  veiled :  but  I  know  her  little  hat 
with  the  golden  pheasant  s  plume. ' 

Cyril  remembered  that  he  bad  shot  that  pheasant 
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"  Did  you  speak  "with  her  T 

"  No.    We  passed  each  other  at  a  hard  trot.* 

"Then  what  proof  have  you,  beyond  mere  suspicion,  that  the 
lady  was  Miss  Lennox  at  sulr 

There  was  something  categorical  in  Cyril's  tonft  which  made 
Everard  Home  tug  his  moustache ;  but  he  rejCied — 

"  My  groom  got  a  match  for  his  cigar  from  tlw  gatekeeper, 
Tony  Heron,  whose  information  put  the  matte*  beyond  a  doubt, 
and  Chesters'groom,  Trayner,  confirmed  the  story  aext  day,  witli 
many  a  joke  Miss  Lennox  would  not  like  to  hav^  heard.  But 
pass  the  wine,  the  decanters  stand  with  you,  m>»  Eoyal  Fusileer." 

What  horrible  mystery,  worse  even  than  thvt  of  his  own  dis- 
appearance, lay  concealed  imder  all  this  ?  W^  Rooke  Chesters 
ordained  by  fate  to  be  the  evil  genius  of  theto  both  ]  Heron, 
the  ^tekeeper,  the  groom  of  Chesters,  and  Kn>escleugh  were 
cognizant  of  the  story,  and  Mary's  name  and  honour  were  a 
joke  and  a  source  of  vulgar  and  malevolent  speculation  in  every 
servants'-hall  and  household  in  the  Merse  !  A  dunned  sensa- 
tion  came  over  him.  Even  were  the  story  utterly  false  it  was 
a  terrible  one,  and  the  most  degrading  dedn<5tions  would  be 
drawn  from  it ;  and  even  as  he  sat  and  thought  over  it, 
mechanically  passing  the  decanter,  and  fiUiag  and  emptying 
his  glass,  an  age  seemed  to  have  elapsed  since  yester-evening 
by  the  stile—a  mighty  gulf  to  have  opened  bet^w^een  him  and 
Mary  Lennox. 

"  I  usually  make  it  a  legal  rule,"  said  Robert  Wedderbum, 
"  only  to  believe  the  half  of  what  I  see,  and  nothing  that  I 
simply  hear.  These  groom  fellows  may  hav«  been  mistaken, 
after  all ;  but  it  is  passing  strange  1" 

Cyril  could  have  embraced  his  brother  for  these  words ;  but 
still  the  story  had  gone  abroad. 

Cyril  now  remembered  of  Mary  admitting  that  Chesters  had 
addressed  her  in  the  language  of  love  ;  tod  yet  she  had 
ventured  to  spend  some  hours — ^gossips  saicj  a  night — ^in  the 
house,  the  house  of  a  man  with  a.  reputation  po  tainted. 

He  also  remembered  her  strange  emotioii  v^hen  they  last 
met.  Was  it  compunction  for  her  own  perfidy,  or  affected 
doubt  of  his  love,  or  neither,  or  what  was  it  t  Alas  !  he  knew 
not  what  or  whom  to  believe  in  now. 

Her  doubts  must  have  been  of  herself  and  of  her  own  faith  ; 
not  of  him  or  his  faith  !  His  Mary,  so  pure  nnd  gentle  in  eye 
and  manner,  to  be  subjected  even  to  the  glanees  of  a  man  like 
Rooke  Chesters  was  exasperating.  What  the-ik  was  he  to  think 
of  the  companionship  of  hours  '\  He  knew  th^t  Chesters  visited 
occasionally  her  bedridden  father,  hence  an  interview  could  be 
nothing  novel  to  either ;  but  fast  in  his  passionate  and  impul- 
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sive  heart,  the  emotions  of  jealousy,  doubt,  and  mortification 
became  predominant. 

He  almost  loathed  the  master  of  Ernescleugh  for  his  unwitting 
communication ;  but  he  concealed  all  he  felt,  for  the  bitter 
conviction  forced  itself  upon  him.  that  if  Mary  Lennox  were 
unworthy  of  his  love,  there  would  then  be  more  reason  than  ever 
to  hidetnat  love  from  all  So  those  who  saw  him,  as  he  sat  at 
table  chatting  of  politics,  the  coming  war.  the  points  of  this 
horse  or  that  terrier  or  pointer,  could  little  nave  dreamed  of  the 
volcano  that  was  in  his  iieart,  through  which  a  hundred  varying 
emotions  were  sweeping. 

There  were  utter  perplexity  and  keen  distress  ;  shame  and 
doubt,  jealousy  and  wounded  self-esteem.  Could  it  really  be  the 
case  that  she  had  encouraged  the  advances  of  two— of  Chesters 
and  himself — as  lovers,  and  on  hearing  of  the  loss  of  one  who 
had  gone,  actually  gone  to  the  house  of  the  other  ?  He  had 
known  or  such  things.  There  was  his  old  flame  at  Canterbury, 
who  had  beaded  the  cigar-case ;  but,  pshaw  !  she  was  a  garrison- 
hack  of  ten  years  standing,  and  was  known  to  every  corps 
from  Chatham  to  China. 

What  did  it  all  mean,  or  what  would  it  all  mean  1  To  be  the 
rival  of  Chesters  would  be  humiliation  enough.  He  was  grieved 
and  maddened  by  the  whole  affair  ;  for  his  secret  love,  the  light 
and  joy  of  his  soul,  was  about  to  be  quenched  now. 

His  family— his  mother,  at  least — had  heard  of  it ;  and 
knowing,  as  they  and  she  did,  the  reputation  of  Chesters,  could 
he  speak  now  of  making  her  his  wife  ;  and  yet  he  loved  her  so ! 
Surely  she  would  be  able  to  explain  it  all ;  but  still  the  ugly 
caiLse  for  explanation  existed. 

Why  had  she  concealed  the  whole  circumstances  from  him  % 
Why  such  reticence  1  There  was  something  in  this  fact  that 
iilled  him  with  dire  and  dark  suspicion,  and  but  yesterday  he 
had  placed  a  ring  on  her  weddmg  finger,  a  token  of  their 
solemn  betrothal  before  God,  and  amid  the  silence  of  the  starlight 
and  the  dewy  evening  he  had  tenderly  taken  her  to  his  breast 
and  called  her  his  wife—"  the  wife  of  his  heart  /'  and  yet  she  had 
acted  thus  in  the  time  of  his  absence — of  his  supposed  death — 
and  made  her  name  and  honour  the  sport  of  gossips,  of  grooms 
and  gatekeepers ! 

If  so  artful,  why  decline  on  any  terms  or  pretence  the 
proposal  of  marriage  he  had  made  her  %  Chesters  had  insinua- 
ted something  to  her  of  himself  (Cyril)  and  Gwenny,  something 
to  excite  her  jealousy  and  to  picjue  her  by  her  own  admission  ; 
thus  they  must  have  been  talking  confidentially,  and  to  what 
purpose  1 

So  did  he  torment  himself,  viewing  the  circumstances  in  all 
its  worst  points.    Glass  after  glass  of  strong,  deep-coloured,  and 
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heady  old  Madeira  did  Cyril  imbibe ;  and  then  others  of  Grande 
Chartreuse  and  Cura<joa,  by  way  of  clvasse-cafe,  ere  the  gentle- 
men took  their  coffee  and  joined  the  ladies ;  indeed  Cyril, 
though  invariably  most  temperate,  on  this  night  seemed  not  to 
care  how  much  he  drank,  provided  he  drowned,  or  even 
deadened,  care  for  the  time. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room  he  was  painfully  conscious,  by 
a  peculiar  expression,  almost  a  radiant  one,  in  his  mother's  face, 
that  Lady  Emescleugh  had  told  her  the  whole  of  this  obnoxious 
story,  this  horrible  esclandre,  about  the  girl  he  had  hoped  or 
meant  to  many;  to  whom  he  was  solemnly  but  secretly 
plighted,  and  whom  he  loved  with  inexpressible  tenderness. 

There  was  a  steady  glitter  in  his  mother's  eye  that  provoked 
him,  and  he  turned  to  Gwenny,  who  was  idling  over  the  keys  of 
the  piano,  as  if  waiting  for  some  one  to  speak  with  her. 

He  said  something,  he  knew  not  what,  and  she  replied 
without  his  seeming  to  hear  or  understand  her ;  but  she  im- 
mediately began  to  play  with  more  animation.  Etow  nimbly 
and  gracefully  her  white  fingers  wandered  over  the  ivory  keys, 
making  even  them  seem  almost  dull  in  colour  by  comparison  ; 
and  he  looked  on,  and  turned  the  leaver  of  the  music,  as  one  in 
a  terrible  dream,  ignorant  or  heedless  whether  Gwenny  was 
playing  a  Highland  Reel  or  the  "  Soldier's  March"  in  Faust, 
for  the  soul  of  him  he  could  not  have  told,  as  he  heard  only  the 
voices  of  his  mother  and  Lady  Emescleugh,  as  they  lay  back  in 
a  crimson  aotm  fauteuil,  with  their  heads  stooped  towards  each 
other,  and  talking  over  their  glittering  fans. 

"  They  are  no  doubt  a  strange  set.^  said  his  mother,  "  that 
small  family  of  Lonewoodlee"  (small,  indeed !  thought  Cyril). 
"  The  father,  a  quarrelsome  old  person,  has  had,  as  you  know, 
endless  law  disputes  with  Sir  John  j  but  luckily  for  us,  has 
always  lost  them.  A  spendthrift,  he  is  now  a  bankrupt ;  and 
his  girl,  though  so  quiet  and  modest  in  aspect  and  manner, 
must  be  a  designing  minx." 

"  But,  my  dear  Lady  Wedderbum,  quiet  ones  are  always  the 
deepest.  *  Smooth  waters,'  you  are  aware,"  said  Lady  Emes- 
cleugh, with  a  little  laugh. 

"And  who  knows  what  she  may  be.  if  all  were  known  T 

"  The  esclandre  about  visiting  a  bacnelor  of  Captain  Chesters' 
proclivities  does  not  surprise  me  a  bit;  no  doubt  it  is  the 
result  of  her  bringing-up,  or  rather  the  want  of  bringing-up." 

**  She  has  been  motherless  for  years,"  urged  Lady  Wedder- 
burn,  gently. 

"  Hence  the  result,"  replied  Lady  Emescleugh,  a  cold  and 
haughty  dame,  who  had  never  perhaps  committed  a  solecism  in 
her  Bfe,  and  never  pardoned  one  in  others,    "  I  am  so  glad  we 
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liave  never  had  her  here,  though  the  girl  is  handsome  and 
presentable  enough.*' 

"  And  now  that  Gwenny  has  come  to  Willowdean,  my 
countenancing  her,  even  by  a  casual  bow,  is  impossible.  I  have 
already  passed  her  at  church  and  elsewhere  before  the  story  came 
out ;  and  one  cannot  be  too  careful  whom  one  knows,  for  you  are 

aware,  my  dear  Lady  Ernescleugh,  that "  and  here  his 

mother's  voice  sank  to  a  whisper,  but  Cyril  was  nearly  driven 
mad  by  what  he  had  heard. 

"  Dear  Aunt,"  said  Gwenny,  "  I  do  not  know  the  unfortunate 
young  person  of  whom  you  are  talking " 

"  And  must  never  do  so." 

"  But  I  am  reminded  of  a  maxim  of  my  poor  papa's.* 

"  Ah  !  and  this  maxim  V* 

"Was  always,  *Sift  news  first,  and  swallow  it  afterwards.* 
Proverbs  are  bad  taste,  I  believe ;  but  he  often  said  this  when  he 
heard  wild  stories  of  Thugs  and  Dacoits,  of  stranglings  and 
poisonings,  of  men  being  carried  off  by  tigers,  and  ^dl  the  odd 
thin^  that  happen  in  Indian  life." 

"  But,  Gwenny  *'  said  Cyril,  patting  her  white  shoulder,  and 
looking  very  much  as  if  he  would  like  to  kiss  her,  "  this  is  not 
India,  out  prosaic,  self-righteous,  and  censorious  Scotland." 

"  True,  Cyril,''  added  Horace  Ramornie,  who  had  also  drawn 
near  Gwenny :  "the  world  here  finds  no  fault  with  imprudence, 
or  even  wickedness ;  but  great  fault  with  either  being  found  out. 
•  So  with  this  girl's  rash  visit  to  Chesterhaugh,  in  which  there 
may  have  been  no  harm  ;  but  I  am  sorry  for  her  old  father's 
sake,  though  I  have  rarely  seen  him,  and  sorry  for  her  own." 

"  Cut  the  fact  of  spending  four  or  five  hours  alone  with  an 
enterorising  fellow  like  Chesters  has  an  ugly  sound  about  it," 
said  Robert. 

"  You  speak  with  the  natural  suspicion  of  a  lawyer ;  Horace 
with  the  generosity  of  a  soldier,"  retorted  Cyril,  on  whom  all 
these  remarks  fell  like  molten  lead. 

Thus,  one  of  the  very  ends  which  Chesters  had  in  view  when 
he  took  advantage  of  the  snow-storm,  and  by  a  special  false- 
hood, framed  between  him  and  Trayner,  contrived  to  detain  the 
restless  Mary  in  his  house,  seemed  on  the  point  of  being 
achieved  ;  for  there  are  many  men  in  the  world  like  him — men 
who  seek  to  blacken  the  reputation  of  the  very  ^Is  they  mean 
to  betray,  to  forward  their  own  purpose  by  dislocating  them 
from  the  sympathy,  protection,  and  even  compassion  of  men. 

As  for  the  pity  of  their  own  sex,  that  is  easily  lost  1 

To  Cyril  the  rest  of  the  evening  passed  away  like  a  night- 
mare ;  and  at  last,  to  his  infinite  relief,  the  carriage  and  phaeton 
came  to  the  door,  and  Ernescleugh,  the  frowning  rocks,  the  sea, 
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and  the  distant  light  that  twinkled  on  the  Isle  of  May,  weri  all 
left  behind  as  they  drove  homeward  inland. 

Sir  John  wished  to  snioke:  so  he,  Robert,  and  Horace  were 
in  the  open  phaeton,  while  Cyril  sat  in  the  carriage  with  his 
mother  and  Gwenny.  Of  what  they  had  been  arranging  for 
the  London  season  he  knew  nothing,  and  cared  less.  When 
that  time  came,  he  should  be,  he  hoped,  face  to  face  with  the 
Cossacks. 

He  was  sternly  moody  and  silent,  and  both  failed  to  extract 
a  word  from  him.  His  mother  knew  his  secret ;  with  her  he 
was  past  acting,  and  endurance  could  endure  no  more. 

She  stole  her  soft  hand  into  his— the  hand  that  in  infancy 
and  youth  had  never  tired  of  caressing  him— and  whispered  iii 
'  his  ear — 

"  My  beloved  Cyril,  a  noble  heart  like  yours  was  not  meant 
to  be  wasted  on  a  worthless  girl  like  Mary  Lennox  of  Lone- 
woodlee.'* 

Cruel  words,  though  she  said  them  ever  so  softly  and  ten- 
derly ;  but  they  put  a  finishing  stroke  to  his  misery,  and  he 
started  as  if  stung  by  a  wasp. 

On  arriving  at  home,  he  hastened  to  his  own  room,  and 
desired  Gervase  Asloane,  the  butler,  to  bring  him  a  bumper  of 
champagpe  ;  and  with  the  wine  Asloane  brought  him  a  letter. 
He  tore  it  open.  It  was  from  Chesters,  the  first  he  had  ever 
received  from  him,  and  he  rapidly  perused  it,  with  surprise  and 
rage  mingling  in  his  heart.    It  ran  thus : — 

"Army  and  Navy  Club, 
__„  London. 

**  My  dear  WEDDERBURN.—Glad  to  hear  of  your  turning 
up  again  in  this  sublunary  spnere  ;  but  sorry  that  I  could  not 
stay  at  home  to  congratulate  you  in  person.  I  suppose  we 
shall  see  all  about  it  in  the  papers — BeWs  Life^  most  likely  % 
I  had  to  leave  in  haste,  as  Bill  Trayner  put  me  up  to  a  good 
thing  or  two,  about  to  come  off  on  the  Turf.  Sir  John  cashed 
up  your  I  O  U  like  a  brick  :  but  I  mean  to  let  Chesterhaugh — 
put  it  out  to  diy-nurse — and  go  abroad,  or  take  service  in  one 
of  the  proposed  foreign  battalions.  Have  you  made  up  your 
book  %  The  City  and  Suburban  is  the  next  good  handicap  set 
for  decision.  Eugenie  is  said  to  be  really  a  good  thing.  Those 
who  back  her  won't  regret  it.  10  to  30  are  taken  for  Varna  ; 
and  1000  to  10  against  Baltic."  ["What  the  devil  is  all  this  to 
me  !"  muttered  Cyril.    "  Bah.^ 

"  Awful  scrape  yours  was.  What  the  deuce  did  you  do  to 
the  bay  hunter  to  render  it  unmanageable  ?  How  excited  that 
little  girl  at  Lonewoodlee  was  about  the  affair.  I  had  no  end 
of  trouble,  oae  night,  before  I  got  her  consoled  ;  but  consoled 
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she  was  in  the  end.    And  now,  with  best  wishes,  old  fellow, 
believe  me  ever  yours  faithfully, 

**R.  R.  Chisters." 

"  Insolent  scoundrel  !*'  exclaimed  Cyril,  before  whom  came 
in  memory  the  mocking  laugh,  the  sinister  smile,  and  the  green- 
grey,  phosphorescent-like  eves  of  the  writer,  as  he  crushed  up 
2ie  jibing  letter,  and  tossed  it  in  the  fire  ;  but  not  before  he 
observed  that  it  was  sealed  with  the  onyx  ring  which  bore  the 
arms  of  Louis  de  la  Fosse,  the  young  French  traveller  whom 
Chesters  had  so  unmercifully  pillaged  at  play. 

There  was  a  tone  of  banter  m  Chesters'  letter,  and  of  insolent 
reference  to  Marv^  that  filled  the  heart  of  C>ril  with  fury. 

What  meant  this  sudden  horror  1  Cyril  asked  in  his  heart :  an 
intrigue  with  Chesters  at  the  very  time  when  he  himself  was  sup- 
posed to  have  perished  by  a  violent  and  mysterious  death.  How 
could  he  question  her  about  it  without  degradation  to  them 
hoiki  and  yet  as  their  mutual  relations  stood,  confidence 
between  them  was  necessary,  most  necessary,  u  he  should 
speak  of  it,  what  would  her  answer  be,  yea  or  nay?  If  the 
former,  how  was  she  to  explain  it  away  1  If  the  latter,  must  he 
believe  her  1  Oh,  it  was  maddening !  An  intrigue  with 
Chesters — of  all  men  in  the  world,  Chesters  1 

Perhaps  it  was  about  her  father's  protested  bill  she  had 
visited  him.  If  so,  what  terms  might  not  Chesters  Ijave  made 
with  her  for  it  1  So,  as  jealousy  makes  the  food  it  feeds  on,  he 
wove  endless  pictures  of  treachery  and  duplicitv,  and  vowed  to 
CEdl  out  Chesters,  and  shoot  him  down  like  a  aog,  on  the  first 
available  opportunity,  forgetting  that  even  then,  in  the  year 
we  were  to  storm  the  heights  of  Alma,  duels  had  become  out 
of  fadiion  and  forbidden. 

He  thanked  Heaven  for  the  prospect  of  a  speedy  war,  and  a 
hot  one,  too.  Anything  was  better  than  enduring  what  he 
suffered.  Would  he  resign  his  leave  and  rejoin  the  Fusileers 
at  once,  or  remain  till  the  last  hour,  and  make  fierce  love  to  his 
cousin  Gwennyl 

Perhaps  it  was  all  some  horrible  mistake,  which  might  be 
easily  explained.  ^  But  why  had  Mary  so  studiously  avoided  all 
reference  to  the  circumstance  1  Desperately  he  clung  to  hope, 
and  resolved  himself  to  see  about  it.  And  now  he,  the  heed- 
less young  officer,  the  man  of  pleasure  and  amusement,  wealth 
and  position,  felt  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  that  sickening 
and  gnawing  emotion  of  clamorous  anxiety  in  his  heart  which 
Mary  had  endured  during  the  suspense  consequent  to  his  dis- 
appearance, since  Chesters  had  engendered  in  her  heart  a 
ieadousy  of  Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum,  and  never  perhaps  so 
keenly  as  on  the  evening  she  walked  to  Chesterhaugh. 
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Cyril  knew  that  he  should  have  no  further  opportunity  of 
questioning  the  Master  of  Ernescleugh,  as  the  leave  of  the 
latter  was  on  the  point  of  expiry,  and  he  was  to  start  by  train 
on  the  morrow  to  rejoin  his  battalion  of  the  Guards  in  the 
Wellington  Barracks,  London. 


CHAPTEB    XXIII. 

THE  DAWN  OF  LOVE. 

Prior  to  all  this  the  intimacy  between  Horace  Ramomie  and 
Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum  had  been  ripening  with  a  rapidity 
that  her  aunt,  had  she  known  of  it,  would  have  deemed  "  fright- 
ful"  as  well  as  fatal  to  all  her  hopes ;  but  still  love  had  never 
been  spoken  of  between  them. 

Busy  about  his  estate  and  the  farms  thereon;  busy  too  about 
country  matters,  and  the  affairs  of  the  little  lourgh  of  Barony 
which  owned  him  as  patron  and  superior,  Sir  John  Wedderburn 
spent  much  of  his  time  out  of  doors,  and  a  deal  of  it  in  his 
saddle.  Cyril  had  been  entirely  occupied  by  his  own  secret 
passion,  while  Robert  was  sulky,  and  affected  to  be  deep  in  his 
legal  studies,  reading  up  for  a  forthcoming  examination,  and 
frequently  went  alone  fishing.  As  the  household  was  in  mourn- 
mg  there  were  few  invitations  given,  and  few  visitors  at 
mllowdean ;  hence,  in  spite  of  all  Lady  Wedderbum's  plans, 
Horace— not  Cyril— and  Gwenny  were  generally  thrown  toge- 
ther :  and  what  could  be  more  natural  than  that  the  young 
people  should  learn  to  love  each  other  ! 

1  et  he  dared  not  speak  of  the  passion  that  was  growing  in 
his  heart. 

Lady  Wedderbum  had  not  been  without  a  dread  that  the 
Master  of  Ernescleugh,  young  Everard  Home,  who  was  every 
way  an  agreeable  and  remanj:ably  good-loolang  man,  might 
"  cut  out"  both  her  sons.  Gwenny  knew  that  he  was  the  heir 
to  a  peerage,  and  rank  would  have  much  weight  in  the  mind  of 
an  Indian-bred  girl  •  so  she  was  thankful  when  his  leave  of 
absence  expired,  and  he  was  recalled  to  London.  She  did  not 
speak  again  to  Cyril  of  Mary  Lennox,  either  tauntingly  or 
otherwise  :  but  once  she  said  to  her  husband — 

"  Cyril  nas  been  looking  pale  and  unhappy  of  late,  and  I 
know  it  must  be  caused  by  that  artful  gin  at  Lonewoodlee. 
What  does  the  foolish  feDow  go  on  about  1  Absurd!  It  is  only 
a  girFs  pretty  face,  after  alL" 

Have  you  forgotten  the  days  of  your  own  youth,  and  what 
your  face  was  then  to  me  as  Kate  Douglas  ?  Ay^  and  is  so  stiU," 
said  the  good-natured  Baronet,  pinching  her  chin. 
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"  True  J  but  I  didn't  gad  about  the  country  alone  on  snowy 
nights  with  men  like  Kooke  Chesters.  Cyril  is  conscious  of 
her  unworthiness ;  so  it  is  only  the  memory  of  a  face  that 
disturbs  him." 

"  Don't  worry  poor  Cyril ;  once  with  his  regiment,  he  may 
forget  all  about  her.    Yet  what  does  a  poet  say] — 

"  *  Only  the  face  of  a  woman ; 

Only  a  face — nothing  more  ! 
But  the  memory  of  that  sweet  vision 

Comes  back  to  my  heart  o'er  and  o'er. 
Only  a  woman's  soft  eyes ; 

Only  a  look,  that  was  all ; 
A  glance  that  I  chanced  to  encounter 

Still  binds  my  soul  in  thrall.' 

It  was  a,t  :«  ball  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  we  first  met,  Kate. 
And  never  forget  you  were  once  young." 

Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum  thought  there  was  some  analogy 
in  the  destiny  of  herself  and  Horace  from  the  fact  of  being  so 
young,  and  having  come,  like  herself,  to  Willowdean  in  his 
Doyhood,  without  father  or  mother.  Horace  was  a  smart  sub- 
altern in  the  Line  now,  and  had  quite  considered  himself  a 
man  in  all  respects  for  a  few  years  past ;  but  Gwenny  loved  to 
think  of  him  as  the  lonely  boy  he  had  been  ;  for  his  manner 
was  grave  and  gentle,  and  his  voice  and  smile  were  ever  sweet 
and  pleasant  to  her. 

CVril,  we  have  said,  was  pre-occupied,  and  Robert  had  enough 
of  tne  student  in  him  to  be  somewhat  brusque,  so  Horace  she 
preferred  undisguisedly,  to  the  infinite  chagrin  of  Lady  Wed- 
derbum ;  and,  if  truth  must  be  told,  somewhat  to  the  amusement 
of  Sir  John,  who,  though  he  would  have  been  pleased  enough 
to  see  his  son  with  a  bride  so  suitable  and  wealthy,  was  an 
enemy  to  all  match-making. 

The  large  and  stately  house  of  Willowdean,  with  its  shady 
library,  its  galleried  conservatory,  its  long  corridors  hung  with 
valuable  pictures,  and  its  spacious  garden,  was  a  pleasant  place 
for  such  sweet  companionship ;  and  whatever  young  Ramornie 
did,  when  not  with  Gwenny,  was  always  done  as  2  in  a  kind 
of  dream  to  occupy  the  blank  4>1  time  when  he  could  not  be 
with  her. 

How  would  time  be  occupied  when  they  should  be  parted, 
X>erhaps  to  meet  no  more  ! 

The  garden  was  older  than  the  house,  having  belonged  to  his 
predecessor,  the  ancient  mansion,  "the  peel  and  fortalice  of 
Willowdean  f  thus  its  yew  hedges  and  boxwood  borders  were 
thick  and  dense  beyond  any  to  be  seen  in  gardens  of  more 
modern  date ;  and  in  the  centre  stood  the  ancient  sun-dial,  by 
the  gnomon  of  which  Sir  John's  forefathers  had  set  or  regulated 
their  round  silver  watches  that  were  like  turnips  in  shape,  and 
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had  perhaps  wooden  wheels  that  were  worked  by  "thorl  and 
string." 

As  yet  the  garden  was  only  in  bud,  and  there  for  the  first 
time  Gwenny  heard  with  wonder  the  voice  of  the  cuckoo  when 
she  and  Horace  were  planting  some  rare  Indian  seeds  which 
she  had  brought  from  the  Choultry ;  and  she  sighed  when  re- 
flecting that  he  must  be  so  far  away  when  these  seeds  became 
flowers  in  all  their  tropical  glory  •  and  when  (then  so  bleak  and 
bare),  with  its  famous  ribbon-borders  of  every  imaginable  colour, 
the  nedffes  of  azaleas  and  drooping  fuchsias  under  the  shelter 
of  the  older  rows  of  privet  and  yew,  the  clusters  of  beautiful 
shrubs  and  beds  of  geraniums,  verbenas,  and  calceolarias  were 
in  all  tlu3  bloom  and  splendour  of  summer. 

And  many  a  delightful  drive  they  had  in  the  park  when 
Gwenny  usually  took  the  reins  of  the  pony-phaeton,  for  there 
the  grass  was  smooth  as  a  billiard-table,  havmg  been  carefully 
rolled  and  mowed  in  season,  ever  since  clover-seeds  had  first 
been  sown  in  it,  in  1708,  by  Sir  Cyril  Wedderburn~the  same 
Baronet  who  drank  the  health  of  James  VIII.,  sword  in  hand, 
at  Greenlaw  Cross,  when  the  Comte  de  Forbin  s  fleet,  with  the 
Scots  and  Irish  Brigades  on  board,  was  off  the  Isle  of  May : 
who  nearly  rabbled  out  the  Union  Parliament,  and  played 
many  other  political  pranks  in  his  time. 

The  month  was  still  March ;  but  already  the  park — or  *^olicy/* 
as  the  Scots  called  it — ^was  sheeted  with  pale  yellow  primroses, 
where,  in  the  next  month  the  Lent  lilies  would  be  in  all  their 
golden  bloom. 

But  their  drives  were  not  confined  to  the  park,  for  frequently 
they  had  the  open  carriage.  Then  Lady  Wedderbum  and  Miss 
M'Caw  were  always  present ;  and,  as  the  large  and  handsome 
vehicle  bowled  along  the  smooth  roads,  Gwenny  would  laugh, 
and  like  a  happy  child,  clap  her  hands  to  the  two  white-and- 
black  spotted  Dalmatian  dogs,  which  bounded  along  on  each 
side,  caracoling  amid  the  dust,  and  seeming  to  exult  in  the 
dignity  of  being  outriders  to  such  an  equipage,  reminding  her 
of  the  bare-footed  suwaries  she  had  often  seen  running  beside 
the  elephant  of  a  native  prince  on  the  plain  of  the  Choultry. 

Poor  Horace,  however,  saw  the  views  and  wishes  of  his  aunt 
pretty  plainly,  for  she  was  unskiKul  enough  to  show  her  hand 
to  all  but  Gwenny. 

He  knew,  and  felt  keenly  conscious,  of  all  he  owed  to  the 
uncle  upon  whom  he  had  been  cast  in  boyhood,  a  penniless 
orphan :  his  education,  his  commission  and  yearly  allowance ; 
and  though  loving  Gwenny  j)assionately,  and  witn  all  his  soul 
^for  she  seemed  the  realization  of  the  wife  he  could  love,  the 
ideal  of  his  dreamy  hours— he  shrank  from  any  declaration  that 
might,  perhaps,  mar  the  plans  of  those  to  whom  he  owed  eveiy- 
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thing  in  the  world,  and  also  mar,  it  might  be,  the  fortune  of 
his  relation,  his  brother  officer  and  friend,  for  he  was  ignorant 
of  the  recent  ties  already  formed  by  Cyril. 

It  was  hard  for  Horace  to  know  and  feel  that  the  love  he 
had  longed  for,  the  wife  he  had  pictured  in  many  a  vision  of 
fervid  fancy,  was  now  daily  by  his  side,  and  yet  that  he  dared 
not  look  upon  her  as  more  than  a  friend ;  while,  at  the  same 
time,  it  was  impossible  to  resist  the  charm,  the  delight,  the 
intoxication  of  her  presence,  and  the  craving  to  seek  her  society; 
to  listen  to  her  voice,  to  look  into  her  softly-lidded  eyes,  tlmt 
were  by  turns  shy^  passionate,  and  full  of  child-like  surprise ; 
to  touch  her  hand  tmiidly,  and  think  of  all  that  might  have  been. 

Ah,  what  did  it  all  matter  !  A  little  time,  and  it  would  be  a 
thing  of  the  past,  this  delightful  companionship.  Miles  u^jon 
miles  of  land  ana  sea  must  be  between  them,  and  the  Eussian 
hordes  would  be  before  him. 

Yet  often  was  the  perilous  secret,  that  he  loved  her,  on  the 
point  of  his  lips,  on  certain  occasions  that  suddenly  seemed  to 
mvite  it. 

Attended  by  a  groom  they  had  ridden  one  day  past  the  house, 
the  park,  and  woods  of  Emescleugh,  to  the  verge  of  the  cliff 
over  which  Cyril  had  been  dragged  by  his  horse.  The  tide  was 
out,  and  the  isolated  rock  from  which  he  had  been  rescued  by 
the  crew  of  the  fisher-smack  was  plainly  visible,  with  the  gulls 
wheeling  in  circles,  and  the  white  waves  boUing  round  it 

Gwenny  was  shuddering  as  she  looked  alternately  down  at 
the  rock  and  upward  at  the  ruins  of  Fast  Castle,  perched  on 
the  giddy  verge  of  a  tremendous  cliff,  the  fragment  01  a  baronial 
tower  "  *twixt  cloud  and  ocean  hung,'*  with  tne  blue  sky  visible 
through  its  fissures  and  gaping  windows.  Laying  his  ri^ht 
hand  on  her  reins,  as  if  to  steady  her  horse,  which  the  booming 
of  the  waves  below  and  the  screaming  of  the  sea-birds  above 
had  startled,  he  sought  in  reality  but  to  touch  the  pretty  bridle- 
hand  that  was  cased  in  its  tight  black  leather  riding  gauntlet, 
as  he  said — 

"I  think  you  admire  this  sample  of  our  grim  Scottish 
scenery,  Miss  Wedderbum  T 

"  Before  I  answer  you,"  said  she,  looking  with  a  bright  smile 
under  her  veil,  which  the  wind  was  blowing  out  like  a  pennant, 
"you  must  tell  me  why  you  persist  in  calling  me  Miss  Wedder- 
bum %  Did  I  not  say  once  before  that  you  were  to  call  me 
Gwenny  %  Miss  sounds  so  stiff !  AU  the  lamily  at  Willowdean, 
and  even  cold  and  hard  Lady  Emescleugh,  call  me  Gwenny." 

"  And  by  that  name  I  always  think  of  you — ^in  my  heart." 

"  Then  call  me  Gwenny,  I  insist,  as  I  once  did  beiore.*' 

"  I  do  not  like  to  do  so,  when,  when '^ 

**  Is  not  the  name  pretty  %    It  was  my  mamma's.'' 
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*^  Apart  from  itself,  association  will  ever  render  it  adorable 
tome." 

"Welir  -      -^ 

"  Somehow  I  don't  like  to  do  so  when  Lady  Wedderbum  is 
present ;  something  tells  me  that  she  would  not  be  pleased," 
replied  Horace,  blushing  in  spite  of  himself,  and  then  the  girl 
blushed  too,  for  she  began  to  see  something  of  Ms  meaning  and 
the  inferences  to  be  drawn  from  what  he  said.  '^But,"  he 
added,  retaining  her  reins  and  hand  in  his  for  a  little  wav,  ^let 
us  leave  this  giddy  verge  ;  it  is  dangerous  with  a  sh3ring  horse.** 

The  groom  drew^  near  to  make  the  same  remark,  and  so  the 
occasion  was  lost. 

At  another  time  the  news  came  that  the  Queen,  in  con- 
junction witii  the  Emperor  of  the  French,  had  at  last  declared 
war  against  Bussia ! 

Gwenny's  dark  eyes  were  upon  Horace  as  he  read  the  Times 
aloud  in  the  conservatory,  with  a  flush  on  his  cheek  and  a 
strange  emotion  in  his  heart 

**  All  leaves  will  be  cancelled  now  !"  said  he. 

''And  you.  cousin  Horace,  you  will  be  quite  anxious  to  find 
yourself  in  Turkey  T 

"I  was  anxious,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice. 

"And  what  has  made  you  change  your  mind ;  surely  not 
dread  of  danger  T 

Her  question  was  a  home  thrust;  but  he  only  answered 
curtly,  while  his  heart  beat  quicker  and  his  cheek  grew  pale — 

"  I  am  a  soldier,  Gwenny. 

"  Then  what  has  caused  the  change  %" 

"Dare  I  tell  youl"  he  asked  in  a  low  and  tremulous  voice, 
as  he  took  her  hand  ;  "but  no,  I  dare  not,"  he  added. 

Nor  could  he  have  done  so  then,  for  Lady  Wedderbum  was 
not  far  from  theni,  feeding  a  screaming  paroquet,  whose  neck 
Horace  could  have  wrung  with  stern  joy.  Still  he  was  venturing 
to  say  something  more  in  an  incoherent  and  desponding  way. 
when  Gwenny  came  close  to  him,  with  her  soft,  serene,  ana 
loving  eyes  smiling  into  his,  and  placing  her  rapid  little  hand 
on  his  mouth,  she  said — 

"Now,  Horace,  if  you  love  me,  silence ;  for  sadness  worries 
me,  and  I  won't  be  worried  or  sad  till  you  are  gone ;  and  then 
Heaven  knows  I  shall  be  sad  enough." 

She  joined  her  aunt,  and  a^in  the  secret  remained  untold. 

"If  I  love  her  1'^  thought  Horace,  with  a  choking  sensation 
in  his  throat ;  but  Gwenny  had  begun  to  suspect  or  feel  all 
that  he  had  left  untold,  through  "that  silent  method  of  com- 
munion which  no  crowd  can  prevent  persons  who  know  each 
other  well  from  interchanging.^' 

To  all  the  beauty  we  have  described,  a  beauty  that  was  dark 

Digitized  by  V_tV.IV_;V  H^ 


PARTED  IN  SOBEOW,  I3I 

and  pale,  yet  sparkling,  Gwendoleyne  added  a  manner  tliat 
came  with  her  Welsh  blood  ;  it  was  full  of  those  nameless  and 
indescribable  charms  which  the  French,  ever  so  happy  in  apt 
phraseology,  term  foldtre  et  caressante,  winning  and  playful ; 
out  there  is  no  perfection  out  of  novels  ana  romances,  so 
Gwenny,  with  all  her  loveliness,  was  not  perfect.  She  had  a 
fieiy  little  temper  at  times,  which,  like  her  dark  eyes  and  their 
long  lashes,  she  inherited  with  her  Welsh  blood  ;  but  she  was 
all  perfection  to  young  Horace  ilamornie,  and  in  the  core  of  his 
heart  he  idolized  her  1 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

PASTED    IN    SORROW. 

In  the  dining-room  at  Lonewoodlee  Mary  was  seated  in  the 
deep  recess  of  a  window.  She  was  sewing,  and  singing  merrily 
the  while.  She  felt  happy,  light  in  heart,  and  high  m  spirit, 
unusually  so  for  her ;  but  ever  and  anon  she  paused  in  her 
work  and  even  in  her  song  to  contemplate  her  new  ring  and 
recall  the  exact  words  of  Cyril  when  he  placed  it  on  her  finger, 
the  expression  of  his  eyes,  and  the  tone  of  his  voice. 

The  window  was  open,  for  the  time  was  noontide,  the  day 
was  warm  and  sunnv,  and  the  spring  freshness  in  the  atmo- 
sphere was  delightful.  The  bleating  of  the  sheep  that  browsed 
close  by  the  Tower,  the  voices  of  tne  birds  that  twittered  in 
the  ola  trees  and  dirubbery,  with  the  hum  of  insect  life,  all 
came  pleasantly  to  the  girl's  ear,  so.  as  we  have  said,  at  times 
her  song  died  away,  and  her  needle  paused  as  she  sank  into 
happy  thought,  and  abandoning  herself  to  her  day  dreams, 
repeated,  "  Wife  of  my  heart ;  ah,  he  called  me  so  ;  the  wife  of 
his  heart !" 

So  pre-occupied  was  Mary  that  she  did  not  hear  the  hoofs  of 
a  horse  approach  the  Tower,  nor  the  ringing  of  the  door-bell 
announce  a  visitorj  till  Alison  Home,  her  face  a  little  flushed 
with  surprise  and  importance,  placed  in  her  hand  the  card  of 

Cyril  Wedderburn, 

Itoyal  Fusileers, 

"  Where  is  he— this  gentleman  ?"  asked  Mary,  starting  from 
her  seat. 

'*  In  his  saddle  at  the  door ;  but  he  aska  if  he  can  see  you, 
Miss  Lennox." 

*'  Show  him  in  at  once,  Alison.'* 

When  their  past  mode  of  meeting  and  corresponding  are  con- 
sidered, it  may  easily  be  supposed  that  a  visit  from  Cyril, 

9—2 
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Openly,  formally,  and  at  sucli  an  early  hour  as  noon,  filled  Mary 
with  anxiety,  excitement,  and  alarm !  To  visit  thus  had 
long  ceased  to  be  his  use  and  wont,  after  the  quarrels  ensued 
with  his  family ;  so  what  could  it  jwrtend  ?  With  true 
feminine  instinct  she  glanced  at  a  mirror— one  of  those  quaint, 
old-fashioned,  carved  plate  glasses  with  bevelled  borders,  set  in 
an  ebony  frame — gave  a  final  smooth  to  her  rich  brown  hair, 
and  was  not  iU-pleased  to  find,  that  though  she  was  scarcely 
dressed  in  a  style  to  receive  visitors,  she  wore  a  morning  robe 
of  spotted  muslin  that  was  very  becoming,  and  from  the  frilled 
sleeves  and  neck  of  which  her  taper  arms  and  slender  throat 
came  forth  to  the  best  advantage. 

Save  his  ring,  ornament  she  had  none. 

Cyril  was  usnered  in  with  hat  and  whip  in  hand,  and  the 
moment  their  eyes  met,  her  heart  became  filled  with  dismay. 
He  did  not  approach  her  or  take  her  hand,  even  the  faint  sicldy 
smile  that  conventionalism  or  good-breeding  had  spread  over 
his  face  passed  away^  and  he  stood  looking  at  her  irresolutely, 
and  keeping  the  dimng-table  between  them. 

Grieved  and  exasperated  as  he  was  by  the  ugly  story  he  had 
heard  so  recently,  Cyril  glanced  sadly  from  Mary  to  the  old  faded 
portraits  that  hung  on  the  walls — older  they  were  than  some  of 
the  ancestry  at  WiUowdean — and  much  of  sorrow  and  pity  began 
to  mingle  with  his  indignation.  And  there,  too,  were  the  arma 
and  monogram  of  Oliver  Lennox,  who  had  been  a  good  man 
and  true  to  his  Queen  in  the  stormy  times  of  the  Beformation, 
carved  above  the  antique  fireplace,  which  looked  so  quaint  with 
its  heavy  Scoto-Italian  mouldings  of  stone  •  but  in  the  old- 
fashioned  basket  grate  there  burned  a  cheerful  fire,  composed 
less  of  coal  than  of  cuttings  from  the  thicket  without,  roots, 
fircones,  and  peat. 

"  Oh,  Cjoil,''  exclaimed  Mary,  piteously,  "  what  has  happened 
— ^what  is  amiss  1  You  have  such  a  pale  and  tell-tale  face !  You 
neither  take  my  hand  nor  seat  yourself." 

"  Nor  shall  I  do  either  until  you  have  heard  me — if  1  even  do 
so  then,  Mary,"  said  he  slowly,  as  if  to  gain  time  or  arrange  his 
perplexed  thoughts,  and  doubtful  in  what  terms  to  break  the 
purpose  of  his  unhappy  visit,  she  looked  so  charming  in  thai 
plain  undress,  so  gentle-eyed  and  dove-like.  "  Things  were  said 
of  you  last  night  by  Everard  Home,  my  mother,  and  Lady 
Ernescleugh,  that  have  rent  my  heart  asunder.  Long,  long 
will  their  words  haunt  me.  Oh,  Mary,  I  shall  not  readily  forget 
that  dinner  at  Ernescleugh  !'* 

Marjr  now  knew  all ;  the  Master  lutd  recognized  her  on  that 
fatal  night,  when,  in  her  innocence  and  helplessness,  she  feli 
into  the  species  of  snare  contrived  for  her  by  Chesters  and  his 
roguish  groom.     Dropping  her  needlework,  she  grasped  the 
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back  of  a  chair  for  support,  and  asked,  with  something  of 
hatOeur,  nevertheless — 

"And  what  did  yon  say,  Cyril,  when  those  people  dared  to 
say  hard  things  of  me  f 

"  Say,  girl !  what  could  I  say  1  I  sat  and  smiled,  I  suppose. 
I  was  in  good  society,  where  people  must  hide  every  emotion, 
and  had  to  smile  like  the  Spartan  boy  I  spoke  of;  and  to 
smile  thus  is  too  often  the  hardest  portion  of  the  weary  battle 
of  life." 
"  To  the  point,  Cyril— oh,  of  what  do  they  accuse  me  V 
"  On  the  night  of  the  snow-storm,  you  visited  the  house  of 
Chesterhaugh ;  you  were  there  for  hours,  and  Everard  Home 
saw  you  leaving  the  gate,  at  midnight,  in  Chesters'  waggonette, 
and  seated  by  his  side.  Home's. groom  saw  this  too  !  Was  such 
a  visit^  in  such  a  time  of  supposed  grief,  and  to  such  a  man, 
becommg  in  the  girl  whom  I  loved,  and  who  I  thought  loved 
mel  Even  though  I  was  believed  to  be  dead,  was  if  becoming 
in  your  father's  daughter  %  He  is,  I  know,  a  ruined  man  ;  but 
ruin  or  improvidence  cannot  blot  out  the  past,  or  alter  the  fact 
that  he  is  a  gentleman  descended  from  as  good  blood  as  any  in 
Scotland^  not  that  most  folks  set  much  store  on  that  nowa- 
days, but  1  do.  Oh,  that  I  had  indeed  been  drowned—that  I 
had  perished  on  that  night  of  terror,  rather  than  have  lived  to 
hear  this  said  of  Mary  Lennox,  that  she  is  no  longer  worthy 
ofmeT 

"  CrueL  Cyril !  Oh,  how  cruel  is  all  this  of  you  P  said  Mary, 
wrinring  her  hands. 

"  Oh,  Mary,  Mary !  God  alone  knows  how  I  have  loved  you, 
and  how  I  love  you  still ;  but  even  were  that  story  not  true, 
that  such  should  be  said  of  you— my  future  wife— tears  up  my 
heart  by  the  roots." 
"  But  it  is  true,"  said  Mary. 

"  What  was  your  reason  for  such  a  visit  and  at  such  a  time  T 
"  Oh,  Cvril,  the  best,"  said  Mary,  with  a  bursting  heart,  while 
she  stretched  her  trembling  hand  towards  him,  for  his  some- 
what imperious  manner  chilled  and  scared  her. 

"  Why  were  my  informants  of  a  circumstance  so  strange  and 
improper  first  the  Master  of  Ernescleugh,  and  then  Chesters 
himself  %    What  was  your  motive  for  concealment  T 

"  A  good  ona  I  felt  assured  that  you  might  disapprove  of  it 
and  I  was  powerless  ;  I  had  no  control  over  my  stay  there.  I 
was  in  Chesterhaugh  certainly,  but  I  did  not  go  to  visit  Captain 
Chesters.  I  was  lured  in  ;  the  snow  f  eU  :  I  could  not  get  away ; 
and— and— and,  oh,  how  can  you  speak  to  me  thus,  and  think 
Buch  things  of  me  !" 
CjTil  bit  his  netiier  lip  passionately,  for  the  jesting  words,  the 
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sneer  of  Chesters,  tliat  "she  was  consoled  in  the  end,**  seemed 
burnt  into  his  heart. 

"  I  care  not  now  for  your  motive,  or  even  to  inquire  into  it. 
Mary  Lennox,  we  cannot  undo  the  past ;  what  I  have  to  think 
of  is  the  future." 

"  Oh,  Cyril,  bear  with  me,  and  hear  a  very  simple  explanation 
connected  with  yourself." 

But  he  would  listen  to  nothing,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  hollow 
tone — 

"  Oh,  has  God  no  pity  for  love  lost,  for  trust  misplaced,  and 
a  heart  wasted  as  mine  has  been  on  you  !" 

**  I  am  innocent,  Cjnil,  innocent  of  wrong,  even  of  error," 
said  Mary,  with  simple  dignity ;  and  had  he  not  been  goaded 
bjr  his  own  angry  thoughts  and  the  galling  words  of  others,  he 
might  have  read  the  assurance  of  what  she  said  in  the  expression 
of  ner  face,  in  her  clear  earnest  eyes,  her  parted  lips,  and  her 
venr  attitude,  as  she  stood  with  outstretched  hands.  **  I  am 
guiltless  of  all  blame,  and  a  day  must  come  when  God  will 
clear  me." 

"The  day  may  come— but  too  late,"  said  he,  hoarsely  and 
gloomily. 

"Never  too  late  if  we  are  both  on  this  side  of  the  grave, 
Cyril ;  yet,  thank  Heaven,  this  life  does  not  last  for  ever." 

"And  your  father's  ?"  said  he,  reproachfully. 

•*  Oh,  Cyril,  your  rebuke  is  just !"  said  Mary,  in  a  flood  of 
tears  :  "  but  your  anger  is  not  so,  and  it  makes  me  so  miser- 
able.'^ 

"  You  can  have  no  explanation  to  give,  and  I  seek  nothing 
beyond  the  admission  of  the  fact,"  said  Cyril,  with  a  cold  severity 
that  afterwards  surprised  himself;  "and  now  I  quit  you. 
Thank  fate,  we  are  on  the  eve  of  a  war.  A  few  days — ay, 
perhaps  but  a  few  hours — and  I  shall  leave  you  and  all  the  folly 
of  regret  and  love  behind  me,  to  enter  on  a  stirring  and  a  glorious 
career.  Adieu !  Never  more  shall  we  be  as  we  have  been ; 
never  more  shall  we  meet  where  we  have  met  so  often !  All  is 
at  an  end  between  us,  Mary ;  and  from  this  hour  our  paths  in 
life  must  lie  for  ever  apart !" 

The  door  closed;  she  heard  the  clatter  of  his  horse's  hoofs 
die  away  in  the  distance,  and  then  she  knew  that  Cyril  was 
gone— gone,  without  even  asking,  or  learning  the  cause  of  her 
visit  to  Chesterhaugh. 

She  felt  that  he  had  treated  her  both  harshly  and  unjustly, 
and  the  sense  of  that  bore  her  up  for  a  time  ;  but  a  time  only. 

As  one  in  a  dream,  she  still  clutched  the  back  of  the  chair  to 
prevent  herself  from  falling.  The  bleating  of  the  sheep  in  the 
meadow,  the  voices  of  the  oirds  in  the  trees  and  among  the  ivy 
that  rustled  on  the  old  Tower  wall,  and  the  hum  of  the 
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insects,  were  all  in  her  ears  as  before.  Her  eyes  wandered  over 
Ae  pastoral  Lammennuir  hills  with  something  of  a  hunted  and 
derailing  expression  in  them  ;  of  wild  anxiety,  as  though  peace 
and  rest  lay  somewhere  far  beyond,  and  the  whole  interview 
seemed  like  a  dream — an  unreality. 

Nothing  was  distinct ;  she  felt  as  if  struggling  with  a  night- 
miure. 

After  a  time,  and  as  the  day  wore  on,  she  began  to  perceive 
the  realities  of  her  position,  and  to  feel  the  imperative  necessity 
for  a  complete  explanation  with  Cyril ;  but  she  was  overwhelmed 
by  the  false  position  in  which  she  was  placed,  by  shame,  anger, 
and  unmerited  mortification,  that  such  a  story  should  have  gone 
abroad  in  the  fashion  it  had  done,  and  she  knew  how  it  would 
be  viewed  by  the  severe  and  censorious. 

She  knew  that  "woman  is  woman's  worst  foe  ;**  and  to  be 
pointed  at  by  stem  spinsters,  with  rigid  religious  and  moral 
opinions — spinsters  who  never  missed  sermon  or  communion, 
or  omitted  their  names  in  such  lists  as  printed  the  names  of 
the  charitable,  and  who  had  in  their  hearts  only  a  pretended 
horror  for  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness— would  be  terrible 
and  humiliating  in  the  extreme. 

From  the  dinner-table  at  Emescleugh,  she  knew,  or  feared, 
the  story  in  many  exaggerated  forms  would  spread  like  wildfire 
among  the  professing  Christians  and  stern  Church — we  beg 
their  pardon — Kirk-goers,  and  nasal-singing  Pharisees  of  Wil- 
lowdean  ;  and  that  many  hands  and  eyes  would  be  uplifted  in 
dismay  at  the  "  shortcomings  of  the  daughter  of  Lonewoodlee." 

She  knew,  also,  how  utterly  merciless  such  local  gossips  were ; 
but  to  be  an  object  of  speculation  to  the  self-righteous  on  one 
hand,  and  to  be  pitied  and  misjudged  by  those  who  had  loved 
her  on  the  other,  was  a  fear  that  proved  bitter  as  the  waters  of 
Marah — ^yea,  more  bitter  than  death  could  be— to  the  sensitive 
Mary  Lennox.  ^  She  felt  humbled,  and  seemed  to  have  made 
acqnaintance  with  degradation,  she  knew  not  why. 

Oh,  how  in  her  heart  she  hated  that  man  Chesters,  who  had 
daused  all  this  misery  I 

But  Cyril  would  come  again  to  Lonewoodlee,  to  console  and 
to  comfort  her. 

"  After  all  the  vows  we  have  exchanged — after  all  our  hours 
of  happiness  together— Cyril,  Cyril  1  how  could  you  leave  me 
thus  cruelljr  and  coldly  T  she  would  exclaim,  almost  aloud,  . 
while  wringing  her  poor  hands  in  a  ps^roxysm  of  grief. 

Sometimes,  when  an  emotion  of  anger  at  his  determined 
injustice  and  assumption  of  her  guilt  got  the  better  of  her 
sorrow,  she  drew  the  betrothal  ring  almost  off  her  finger,  and 
as  often  kissed  and  slid  it  back  again,  loth,  by  removing  it. 
entirely  to  break  the  spiritual  link  or  tie  between  herself  and 
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"He  will  come  to  me  again,"  she  often  whispered  in  her 
heart,  fondly.    "  Oh,  yes ;  he  must  come  to  me  once  more." 

But  days  went  by,  and  Mary  watched  and  wept,  for  the  days 
became  weeks  and  months;  yet  Cyril  Wedderburn  came  no 
more  to  Lonewoodlee. 


CHAPTER    XXV. 

THE  TELEGRAM. 

So  infirm  was  he  of  purpose,  notwithstanding  his  severity  with 
Mary,  that  he  had  barely  quitted  her  presence  and  ridden  ofl^ 
ere  he  began  to  relent  towards  her ;  and  then  the  mocking 
story  of  Everard  Home,  and  the  cruel  and  stinging  passage  of 
Chesters'  letter,  came  back  to  memory,  tearing  the  wound  afresh 
to  exasperate  him :  and  now  events  succeeded  each  other  with 
considerable  rapidity. 

The  whole  of  the  afternoon  subsequent  to  his  interview  with 
Mary,  Cyril  secluded  himself  in  his  own  room ;  there  he  wrote 
three  letters  to  her,  full  of  sorrow  for  what  he  termed  her  error, 
with  the  earnest  advice  and  hope  that,  if  ever  she  required  a 
friend — oh,  how  cold  seemed  the  word  ! — she  should  remember 
him  ;  but  each  production  in  turn  dissatisfied  him.  He  knew 
not  how  the  tenor  of  them  might  sound  when  read,  so  each  in 
succession  was  concluded  only  to  be  torn  up  and  comnutted  to 
the  flames ;  and  in  this  state  of  indecision  he  remained  until 
the  first  gong  for  dinner  resounded  in  the  lofty  vestibule  below. 

Under  his  very  window,  as  he  wrote,  he  could  hear  his 
father's  groom  openly  relating  to  one  of  the  gardeners  Mr.  Bill 
Traynefs  very  coarse  and  freely  garnished  account  of  the  visit 
paid  by  "  old  Lennox's  daughter  to  the  Captain  on  the  night  of 
the  storm." 

It  was  evident  to  all  how  moody  Cyril  had  become  ;  and  on 
this  day  he  felt  relieved  rather  than  bored,  as  he  usually  was, 
by  the  presence  of  the  Beverend  Mr.  M*GufFog,  a  prosy  old 
man  ;  the  nervous,  but  good-natured  Dr.  Squills,  and  the  Baron 
Bailie,  whom  Sir  John  had  brought  home  with  him,  as  he 
wished  their  conjunct  advice  about  some  local  matter. 

Cyril  knew  that  the  eyes  of  his  mother,  Horace,  and  Robert, 
were  on  him :  and  although  the  two  last-named  suspected  that 
he  had  some  little  interest  at  Lonewoodlee,  the  former  knew  to 
a  certainty  the  cause  of  that  gloom  and  depression  which,  to 
do  him  justice,  he  endeavoured  to  conceal.  He  strove  to 
interest  himself  in  the  minister's  chief  topics,  an  augmentation 
of  his  stipend  and  repairs  of  tlie  manse ;  with  the  Doctor  on 
the  important  subjects  of   compulsory  vaccination,  and  his 
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quarrels  with  the  parochial  board;  and  even  with  Ihe  Baron 
!Bailie,  who  was  a  grocer  in  the  Vennel  of  Willowdean,  on  the 
probable  war-prices  of  butter  and  cheese;  but  he  was  glad, 
when  he  had  done  his  duty  thus,  to  turn  to  Gwenny,  and  rest 
Lis  head  thoughtfully  on  his  hand,  through  the  fingers  of  which 
his  hair  stole  in  dark  and  glossy  brown  locks,  close,  thick,  and 
crisp ;  and  Lady  Wedderbum,  as  she  saw  their  faces  bent  near 
each  other,  looked  at  them  admiringly,  and  thought  how  hand- 
some they  were,  and  how  admirably  suited  to  each  other. 

But  the  world  is  full  of  cross-purposes,  and  while  Cyril 
poured  some  good-natured  nothings  into  Gwenny's  ear,  ner 
eyes,  from  time  to  time,  sought  those  of  Horace  Kamornie. 

An  unusually  important  ring  at  the  hall-door  bell  reached 
the  ears  even  of  those  at  the  dinner  table,  and  made  all  ex- 
change glances,  just  as  Lady  Wedderbum  and  Gwenny  rose  to 
retire  ;  but  the  entrance  of  Gervase  Asloane,  with  a  suspicious 
looking  yellow  document  on  a  silver  salver,  made  them  pause. 

"  A  telegram  for  Mr.  Cyril — for  the  Captain  I  mean,'*  said 
the  old  man,  in  a  subdued  voice,  and,  as  Cyril  tore  it  open,  his 
mother  grew  pale  as  a  lily. 
"  From  whom  is  it,  dearest  f '  she  asked,  drawing  near. 
"The  Colonel." 

A  low  exclamation  escaped  her. 

**  He  telegraphs,  *  We  are  to  embark  for  the  East  on  the  5th 
proximo,  so  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lose  in  rejoining.  Pro- 
vide yourself  with  a  good  six-chambered  revolver.  All  ours 
have  done  so.  Tell  Bamomie  that  he  is  detailed  for  the  Dep6t, 
so  his  leave  remains  intact.' " 

A  bright  flush  spread  over  Cyril's  face  as  he  read.  There  in 
action,  far  away  from  Willowdean  and  Lonewoodlee,  and  from 
all  his  present  bitter  associations  and  mortifications,  was  a 
relief  opened  suddenly  up ;  yet  his  eyes  turned  to  the  sad,  the 
earnest  and  anxious  look  of  his  poor  mother,  who,  instead  of 
retiring  to  the  drawing-room,  reseated  herseli  at  the  table  for 
a  little  time,  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears. 

Heartfelt  and  well-bred  hopes  were  expressed  by  the  Minister, 
the  Doctor,  and  the  Baron  Bailie,  that  he  and  all  his  comrades 
might  have  a  pleasant  and  prosperous  voyage  to  the  land  of 
the  Turk  and  the  Heathen,  "  whither,"  addedthe  Minister,  " no 
Christian  soldiery  had  gone  since  the  Twelfth  Crusade,  so  ours 
"was  an  epoch  in  the  world's  history  ;"  but  there  might  be  no 
actual  war  after  aU,  for  was  not  this  an  age  of  subtle  diplomacy 
and  peace-making  at  any  price  ;  and  to  these  last  expressions 
of  hope,  his  mother  clung  desperately,  with  a  sob  in  her  throat 
and  a  prayer  in  her  heart;  but  Sir  John,  who  was  a  bitter 
enemy  of  Lord  Aberdeen's  Government,  and  was  suspicious  of 
^  his  Russian  sympathies,  pretty  broadly  "d— d  the  notion  of 
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peace  at  any  price,  and  hoped  the  day  wotdd  never  come  when 
Britannia,  if  smitten  on  one  cheek,  would  quietly  turn  the  other  V 

"  You'll  not  be  long  behind  me,  Horace,  I  fear,'*  said  QTril, 
gaily,  as  he  took  off  his  wine;  "the  service  companies  are 
barely  the  full  strength,  and  we  shall  soon  have  gaps  to  filL 
Gervase."  he  added,  tumins:  to  the  old  butler,  who  lingered 
nervously  behmd  his  chair.  \^ith  an  expression  in  his  face  that 
indicated  a  desire  to  "  whimper,"  and  to  pat  Cyril  on  the  head 
or  back,  as  he  had  often  done  in  boyhood,  "  you'll  have  all  my 
traps  packed  and  brought  down-stairs.  Have  the  carriage 
brought  round  in  time  for  the  night  train  for  England." 

Before  this,  Cyril  had  been,  perhaps,  the  most  silent  member 
of  the  company  ;  now  it  was  he  who  talked  most  and  was  the 
gayest :  but  his  mother  was  voiceless ;  and  even  Gwenny  felt 
crushed  (and  would  have  been  more  so  had  Horace  been  going), 
for  all  knew  they  were  looking  on  a  face  they  might  never  see 
again,  and  listening  to  a  voice  that  never  more  might  fall  upon 
their  ear. 

The  fatal  telegram ! 

It  lay  on  the  polished  table,  like  an  executioner's  warrant,  to 
Lady  Wedderburn's  eyes — ^the  ukase  that  was  to  tear  her  son 
from  her — and  she  forgot  all  about  her  matrimonial  schemes 
and  fears  of  Horace;  she  only  looked  at  her  handsome  and 
curly-headed  Cyril,  and  thought  of  all  that  was  before  him  ; 
that  terrible  perspective  ;  the  long  voyage  in  a  comfortless  hired 
transport,  by  the  stormy  Bay  of  Biscay,  the  Mediterranean  and 
the  Levant,  the  Bosphorus  and  the  Black  Sea  ;  of  the  varied 
climates  ;  and  more  than  all — oh,  more  than  all ! — the  chances 
of  an  unequal  and  disastrous  war  against  the  hordes  of  Russia. 
Then  her  maternal  heart  died  withm  her ;  she  couldonly  lay  her 
face  on  his  breast  and  weep. 

Many  a  wife  and  mother  over  all  the  British  Isles  felt  the 
same  emotion  at  that  fatal  time,  when,  after  forty  years  of  peace, 
and  Waterloo  had  become  as  a  tale  tnat  is  told,  the  clouds  of 
war  began  to  gather  in  the  North  and  East ;  and  long,  long  in 
London,  the  mighty  heart  of  the  Empire,  was  remembered  that 
early  morning  when  the  drum  beat  that  summoned  the  Guards, 
the  flower  of  our  army,  to  the  field ;  on  that  same  morning  when 
sixty  thousand  citizens  of  Edinburgh  accompanied  the  depart- 
ing steps  of  the  King's  Own  to  the  ship  that  bore  them  away, 
for  all  the  land  was  full  of  sjrmpathy. 

Now  Cyril  hated  "  a  scene." 

"  What  s  the  row,  mamma  ?"  asked  he,  indignantly.  "  How 
often  have  you  seen  me  leave  home  to  join  the  Fusileers,  and 
always  come  back  jollier  than  ever  V 

"But  you  never  left  Willowdean  at  such  a  time  of  war  and 
peril  as  this— going  from  me  perhaps  never  to  return,  my  boy  !** 

''Kate,  my  love,  do  be  calm,  be  sensibly'' u^^ Sir  John ; 
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and  becoming  less  excited,  she  left  the  room,  leaning  on 
Gwenny's  arm,  and  tirging  Cyril  soon  to  join  her. 

All  her  future  plans  and  minor  considerations,  even  the  dread 
of  Mary  Lennox,  were  merged  now  in  one  thought ;  and  when 
she  regarded  his  fine  face  and  stalwart  figure,  her  memory  went 
back  over  the  sunny  days  of  his  boyhood,  and  to  the  tenderer 
time  beyond,  when,  "  Uke  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest '*  he 
dung  to  her  bosom,  when  merry  bonfires  were  blazing  redly  on 
the  Twinlaw  and  Earlston  Hill,  on  Beimerside,  and  over  all 
the  Lammermuirs,  from  the  beautiful  vale  of  the  Gala  to  the 
terrible  rocks  of  St.  Abb,  for  the  birth  of  an  heir  to  the  beloved 
house  of  Wniowdean. 

And  now,  now,  what  might  it  all  come  to — the  care,  affection, 
education,  and  pride  of  past  years  ? 

A  bullet  shot  from  the  musket  of  an  unlettered  Kussian 
slave,  and  a  tomb  without  a  cofiin  or  a  stone ! 

So  might  the  life  of  one  so  loved — ^the  life  she  had  hoped  was 
to  stretch  so  far  beyond  that  of  his  parents  as  God  should 
will — ^pass  away.  Cyril,  whom  she  had  prayed  and  trusted 
might  live  to  see  lus  children's  children,  long  after  she  had  been 
laid  in  the  family  vault  at  Willowdean  church.  And  as  she 
skilfully  tormented  herself  by  dark  anticipations  like  these, 
she  turned  to  Gwenny  (who,  sooth  to  say.  was  somewhat  scared 
by  the  suddenness  of  the  summons,  and  ner  excessive  and  un- 
wonted burst  of  grief),  and  said — 

"  Oh,  Gwenny,  why  did  I  ever  permit  him  to  be  a  soldier — 
why  %  But  regrets  are  useless  now ;  yet  I  am  very  ill  used,  I 
think.  Horace  has  neither  father  nor  mother  to  regret  him, 
and  yet  he  remains  with  the  Dep6t,  as  that  provoking  Colonel 
says,  while  C3n:il  goes  abroad  with  the  redment !" 

She  glanced  at  the  magnificent  French  clock,  a  miracle  of 
sculpture  and  gilding,  that  stood  on  a  white  marble  console 
table. 

In  two  hours  she  knew  he  must  be  gone. 

"  Two  hours  only,  Gwenny !"  she  said. 

The  gentlemen  soon  joined  them,  and  then  she  was  compelled 
to  preserve  an  appearance  of  calmness.  Cyril  did  not  imme- 
diately come  in  with  them,  and  her  heart  misgave  her  that  per- 
haps ne  had  started  to  Lonewoodlee,  but  he  had  only  visited  his 
own  room  for  a  moment  to  give  it  a  farewell  glance,  and  issue 
to  Gervase  some  final  instructions.  His  mother  now,  however, 
grudged  every  moment  he  was  absent  from  her  side.  Sir  John 
drew  near  and  took  her  hands  caressingly  in  his  own,  for  their 
sympathies  of  course  were  one,  though  her  emotions  were  the 
keener  of  the  two. 

The  long-looked-f  or  and  dreaded  day,  yea,  the  very  hour,  had 
come  when  there  was  to  be  a  final  parting ;  when  Cyril's  place 
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and  chair  would  be  vacant  once  more,  and  Willowdean  a  broken 
home  !  His  sword  case  and  portmanteau  were  abeady  strapped 
in  the  entrance-hall ;  and  now  the  little  family  circle  that  had 
lived  together  in  such  close  and  pleasant  companionship  was  to 
be  severed. 

The  grief  of  Miss  M*Caw  was  so  noisy  and  uncontrollable 
that  she  had  to  retire  to  her  own  room ;  and  Lady  Wedderbum 
looked  almost  hostilely,  certainly  with  envy,  at  her  unconscious 
nephew,  who  "  was  detailed  for  the  Depdt,"  and  whose  home 
leave  extended  for  nearly  a  month  beyond  that  of  Cyril,  as  the 
spring  drills  had  not  yet  commenced. 

"  I  would  to  Heaven  that  Horace's  leave  had  been  up  too," 
said  Lady  Wedderbum  through  her  tears,  in  a  whisper  to  Sir 
John. 

"  Why,  surely  there  is  time  enough  for  him  to  go,  poor  boy  !" 

"  Because  we  should  then  have  had  but  one  leave-taking,  and 
—and  this  rioting  and  romping  about  with  Gwenny  is  scarcely 
proper." 

"  Oh,  the  old  idea  !  A  month  will  see  it  all  over ;  a  memory 
of  the  past,  and  Horace  will  have  other  and  sterner  work  on 
hand  than  flying  over  the  Merse  with  a  pretty  young  girL" 

"  Yes ;  but  the  memory  thereof  may  last  with  the  lives 
of  both.*' 

"  Scarcely.  Where  are  now  all  the  girls  I  flirted  with  when  I 
was  the  age  of  Horace  ?  Gwenny  is  only  eighteen,  at  a  time 
when  love  is  often  a  mere  illusion,  Kate,  that  passes  away  or 
fixes  on  some  other  object,  often  with  perilous  rapidity;  so 
Cyril  may  have  the  best  chance  after  all  when  in  a  few  months 
he  comes  back  to  us,"  said  Sir  John,  with  an  external  air  of 
confidence  and  cheerfulness  he  was  far  from  feeling,  as  he  rose 
and  crossed  the  room  to  bid  farewell  to  their  three  guests, 
who,  finding  themselves  rather  de  trop,  after  formally  partaking 
of  coffee,  were  bowed  out. 

Poor  Cyril's  heart  had  been  sorely  divided  and  torn  since  the 
arrival  of  the  telegram.  From  that  moment  till  the  time  of  his 
final  departure  by  train,  four  hours,  he  knew,  would  intervene ; 
his  horse  would  m  a  few  minutes  have  taken  him  to  Mary's 
presence,  and  so  vacillating  and  unstable  are  the  resolutions  of  a 
jealous  lover^  that  there  were  times  when  he  felt  strongly  im- 
pelled to  visit  her  once  again  ! 

Had  he  done  so,  how  much  suffering  might  in  the  future  have 
been  spared  to  both  ;  but  the  golden  moments  passed  and  never 
returned  again. 

"  To  what  end  orpurpose  should  I  go  T  he  asked  of  himself, 
almost  fiercely.  "  Weakness,  folly,  disgrace  !  No— no !  Once 
in  the  train  for  London,  and  then  all  is  over !" 

Yet  his  soul  was  full  of  compassion  and  dread  for  what  might 
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vet  be  the  fate,  tlie  future,  of  this  delicate  girl,  whom  he  had 
loved  so  truly  and  tenderly. 

Cyril  was  sincerely  attached  to  all  the  household  at  Willow- 
dean,  to  his  parents  and  family,  and  to  none  more  than  his 
mother,  who  had  ever  been,  to  his  eyes,  the  belle  ideal  of  all  a 
lady  and  a  mother  ought  to  be  ;  yet  he  was  glad,  as  he  had  to 
go^  that  the  telegram  and  the  rail  would  wmsk  him  off,  as  he 
said,  "double  C[uick,"  for  the  solemnity  of  leave-taking  bored 
and  worried  him  ;  so  he  shared  not  his  mother's  envy  of  poor 
Horace's  more  protracted  visit. 

He  was  now  anxious  only  to  have  it  all  over  and  be  gone ! 

After  the  dark  turn  his  love  affair  had  taken,  he  felt  inclined 
to  thank  God  for  the  relief  he  should  find  amid  the  turmoil  of 
war  and  foreign  service  with  the  Fusileers ;  he  felt  a  gloomy 
joy,  or  grim  satisfaction,  in  the  idea  that  Mary  might  weep  if 
she  saw  his  name  in  the  Gazette  among  the  killed;  but  instantly 
thrust  aside  the  morbid  thought,  as  he  reflected  compassionately 
on  his  tender  mother,  and  loving  father,  and  all  the  friends  by 
whom  his  loss  would  be  lamented  ;  and  life  certainly  was  more 
valuable  than  the  tears  of  a  false  woman ! 

Already  the  carriagje  was  at  the  door ;  his  luggage,  sword, 
and  rugs  were  placed  in  it ;  he  heard  the  horses'  hoofs  rasping 
impatiently  among  the  gravel,  as  if  they  resented  being  har- 
nessed out  at  such  an  hour,  and  the  spotted  dogs  were  gambolling 
about  them.  Then  Cyril's  lips  quivered,  as  he  drew  on  his  kid 
gloves  with  singular  but  nervous  accuracy.  His  father,  brother, 
and  cousin  proposed  to  accompany  him  to  the  station ;  but  he  was 
affectionateiyperemptory,and!wouldhave  no  second  leave-taking. 

As  his  mother  cut  a  parting  lock  from  his  thick  brown  hair, 
she  fairly  broke  down  again,  and  sobbing,  fell  upon  his  neck. 
By  this  Sir  John,  who  had  his  emotions  more  under  control, 
was  greatly  moved ;  for  to  see  Cyril  joining  his  regiment  now 
was  so  dinerent  from  what  his  departure  had  been  on  any 
previous  occasion,  save  on  his  first  appointment^  when  he  was 
under  orders  for  India, 

"  Mother  darling,"  whispered  Cyril,  "  when  going  now,  I 
have  but  one  favour  to  ask  of  you ;  be  kind  to  that  poor  girl 
at  Lonewoodlee,  should  aught  happen.  I  have  loved  her  well ; 
and  for  my  sake *' 

"  I  shall,  Cyril— if  I  can.** 

Some  hurried  salutes,  tears,  and  shaking  of  hands,  a  mur- 
mured adieu  from  the  assembled  servants,  and  all  was  over  like 
a  dream.  He  was  lying  back  in  the  recess  of  the  well-cushioned 
carriage,  and  heard  the  budding  branches  of  the  old  avenue — 
budding  now  as  they  had  done  for  two  hundred  springs  and 
more — sweeping  its  roof  as  he  was  driven  away. 

The  old  minister,  Dr.  Squills,  with  many  more,  were  already 
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at  the  railway  station  to  see  him  finally  off,  with  a  farewell 
cheer  :  and  as  the  departing  train  plunged  with  a  mad  shriek 
into  tne  dark  tunnel  and  vanished,  the  former  lamented  ^oud 
that  *'  once  again  the  Merse  had  lost  the  best  angler  that  ever 
dropped  a  line  in  the  siller  Tweed  ;  the  primest  curler  that  ever 
shot  a  stone  at  the  rinks ;  the  boldest  rider,  the  best  sportsman, 
and  the  lightest  dancer  in  a*  the  country  side;  but  God's 
blessing  and  a*  our  gude  wishes  follow  him  '/' 

Untu  far  on  in  the  coming  grey  dawn,  even  till  the  sun  rose 
on  land  and  sea,  bis  mother  lay  a-bed,  sleepless,  with  watch  in 
hand,  reckoning  with  anxious  heart  the  hours  and  pauses  in  his 
southern  journey.  Now  she  knew  he  must  be  at  Berwick;  now 
York:  now  at  Peterborough,  and  so  on,  until  in  fancy  she 
saw  the  train  rushing  into  the  roar  and  bustle  of  King's  Cross 
Station. 

How  long  a  period  might  elapse,  and  how  much  would  he 
have  to  undergo,  before  he  traversed  that  route  homeward  to 
her  again  1 

After  a  little  time  poor  Mary  Lennox  heard,  and  a  dreadful 
shock  it  gave  her,  of  his  abrupt  departure  on  the  very  night  of 
the  sorrowful  day  when  last  they  met ;  and  she  knew  that  he 
had  gone  without  a  farewell  word  or  letter  of  explanation,  and 
that  he  still  thought  hardly  and  strongly,  even  bitterly,  of  her, 
and  the  girl's  heart  waxed  sore  with  its  great  grief. 
•  They  could  meet  no  more  at  the  stile  by  the  triple  thorn,  or 
under  the  old  pine-trees ;  and  for  her  own  peace  she  meant  in 
future  to  shun  those  places. 

Did  she  repine,  even  enviously,  a  little,  when  Dr.  Squills  told 
her  incidentally,  that  Cyril  had  telegraphed  home  (and  not  to 
her)  "  of  his  safe  arrival  at  headquarters  V*    We  fear  she  did. 

Cyril's  new  line  of  conduct  seemed  so  harsh !  Had  he  wished 
to  quarrel  with  her,  and  begun  to  love  his  cousin  ]  It  almost 
seemed  so.  Well,  she  had  still  her  poor  old  father,  who  clung 
to  her  and  her  only,  even  as  a  helpless  and  querulous  child 
might  have  done ;  but  how  long  should  he  be  spared  to  her  % 

God  alone  knew. 
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maby's   new  terror. 

Some  weeks  elapsed  after  this,  and  yet  Mary  heard  nothing  of 
Cyril ;  even  the  lingering  hope  that  ne  would  write  to  her  died 
away  ;  she  knew  not  where  his  regiment  was  stationed  ;  where 
it  was  to  sail  from,  when,  and  for  where ;  and  still  full  of  deep 
and  tender  interest,  as  her  heart  was  for  him,  this  ignorance  of 
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all  concerning  him  was  most  tantalizing,  till  one  evening  she 
was  stwHed  by  a  sudden  visit  from  Captain  Chesters,  who  had 
been  for  some  time  absent  in  London ;  and  with  all  her  horror 
of  In'TTi,  she  hoped  to  glean  in  the  course  of  conversation  some 
tidings  of  the  absent  and  the  loved. 

The  month  was  April  now,  but  the  day  had  been  rainy  and 
l^oomy,  and  Lonewoodlee,  with  its  weather-beaten  walls,  its 
masses  of  dark  green  ivy  and  group  of  stem  old  pines,  had 
worn  its  most  grim  aspect. 

The  live-long  day  the  rain  had  been  sowing  moor  and  lea^ 
gorging  the  watercourses  and  runnels,  while  masses  of  cold 
white  vapour  were  rolling  slowly  upward  from  all  the  lower 
portions  of  the  pastoral  landscape.  The  desolate  face  of  Nature 
around  the  Tower  increased  the  desolation  of  Mary's  heart,  for 
she  was  at  all  times  an  impressionable  creature,  and  the  whole 
of  that  dreary  day  she  had  sat  by  her  father's  bed-side  sewing, 
or  reading  to  him,  and  thinking  of  Cyril  Wedderburn  :  where 
was  he— on  the  land  or  on  the  sea— and  did  he  ever  tnink  of 
her  now ! 

On  this  day  it  had  seemed  to  Maiy  that  when  her  father 
spoke,  a  strange  brightness  and  smoothing  out  of  wrinkles 
spread  over  his  withered  face ;  his  brow  became  stern  at  times, 
his  eyes  sparkled  with  a  new  light,  and  she  saw  something  of 
what  his  features  must  have  been  in  the  days  of  his  youth,  and 
in  the  time  of  her  dead  mothers  bridal— in  the  happier  years 
that  had  gone  for  ever. 

lien  as  she  watched  and  saw  how  the  brow  seemed  to  become 
broad  and  open,  the  cheek  to  flush,  and  a  younger  appearance 
to  steal  over  all  his  face,  she  trembled  in  her  heart  lest  the  last 
great  crisis  and  the  Shadowy  Hand  were  approaching,  for  most 
of  the  day  he  had  raved  of  his  dead  son,  and  the  now  almost 
forgotten  Indian  war  in  which  he  f elL  '*  It  is  always  dreadful 
even  to  the  accustomed  watchers  of  the  sick,  when  the  mind 
wanders^*  writes  the  charming  authoress  of  "  Lost  and  Won ;" 
when  the  soul  goes  on  some  wild  journey  of  his  own,  away 
from  direct  human  associations,  fighting  with  imaginary  cUingers, 
yearning  for  impossible  delights,  uving  among  distorted  shadows 
and  amazing  pictures  that  have  their  origin  in  some  ma^c- 
lantem  reflection  of  past  and  present  life."  So  it  was  with 
poor  Oliver  Lennox.  Sometimes  he  mistook  Mary  for  her 
mother,  who  was  in  the  grave;  then  came  scenes  in  the  hunting- 
fidd,  for  he  had  been  a  keen  and  fearless  sportsman,  mingled 
oddly  with  terror  and  hatred  of  duns,  and  the  fancied  presence 
of  his  dead  son  Harry,  to  whom  he  had  been  tenderly  attached. 
To  these  occasional  aberrations  of  intellect,  Mary  never  became 
used,  and  they  always  filled  her  with  the  Keenest  anguish  and 
dismay. 
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And  so  for  a  long  and  weary  day  Mary  had  been  enduring 
all  this,  till  she  thought  her  own  brain  would  turn,  when 
Alison  Home  announced  that  Captain  Chesters  was  in  the 
dining-room,  where  she  found  him  booted  and  spurred,  and 
warming  MmseK  before  the  large  fire  of  coal,  roots,  and  peat, 
and  perfectly  dry,  apparently,  ms  overalls  and  ample  Inverness 
cape,  which  he  had  left  in  the  hall,  having  protected  him  com- 
pletely from  the  rain. 

The  same  old  portraits  that  had  looked  down  on  Cyril 
Wedderburn — ^portraits  of  the  Lennoxes  of  past  times,  "  seem- 
ing ghostly,  desolate,  and  dread,'*  were  looking  down  on  him, 
but  they  suggested  no  other  idea  to  his  mind  than  that  they 
were  "  uncommonly  seedy,  and  were  in  appearance  only  fit  for 
Wardour  Street." 

Her  father  was  slowly,  but  surely,  passing  away,  and  Mary, 
in  the  utter  loneliness  of  her  heart— she  had  so  few  visitors  and 
fewer  friends — now  felt  compelled  (despising  herself  the  while 
therefore)  to  receive  politely  this  unwelcome  visitor,  for,  save 
her  father,  she  knew  no  numan  being  to  care  for,  or  who 
seemed  to  care  for  her ;  thus  a  kind  of  sullen  desperation  had 
been  stealing  over  her  since  Cyril's  sudden  departure. 

Aware  tiiat  it  was  Chesters  who  had  injured  her  with  her 
betrothed,  Mary  regarded  him  with  a  secret  fear,  equalled  only 
by  her  loathing,  and  summoned  as  she  had  been  from  the  bed- 
side of  her  ruined  and  impoverished  parent,  whom  she  knew  to 
be  in  this  man's  power,  made  these  emotions  all  the  stronger. 

To  the  roue  Chesters  there  was  something  altogether  d^ght- 
ful  in  the  freshness  and  presence  of  this  young  girl,  so  plamly 
and  modestly  attired,  and  with  her  rich  hair  so  beautiftdly 
dressed,  as  she  came  near  him,  and  brought  an  odour  of  the 
dried  lavender  (from  plants  in  the  old  garofen),  amid  which  all 
her  handkerchiefs,  collars,  and  cuffs  were  folded  ;  and  in  her 
bosom,  fastened  by  her  solitary  brooch,  were  some  of  the  first 
violets  of  the  season,  which  Alison  had  gathered  for  her,  singu- 
larly enough,  near  the  stile  at  the  old  triple  thorn. 

Mary  had  not  been  without  many  a  mortification  since 
Cyril's  departure,  and  since  the  story  had  gone  abroad.  Lady 
Wedderburn,  Lady  Emescleugh,  and  others— even  the  unpre- 
tending Mrs.  M*Guffog,  the  minister's  wife— had  eyed  her 
coldly  and  curiously  from  under  their  parasols  ;  and  some  even 
had  ventured  to  survey  her  more  boldly  than  had  been  their 
wont— or  she  nervously  fancied  they  did  so — and  all  this  she 
owed  to  the  scheme  and  tongue  of  Ralph  Rooke  Chesters  ! 

And  now  with  the  first  glance,  Mary  discerned,  to  her  alarm, 
that  her  visitor  was,  as  the  saying  is,  "  flushed  with  wine,"  or 
too  probably  something  more  potent,  as  his  face  was  almost 
purple  in  some  places,  his  green  eyes  were  bloodshot,  and  his 
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utterance  was  somewhat  uncertain.  He  held  out  his  hand, 
without  drawing  his  thick  riding  glove  off,  and  regarded  her 
with  one  of  his  cool,  leecing,  and  insolent  smiles. 

"  Bravo,  Miss  Lennox  !  How  goes  it  with  you  T  he  asked. 
"  Dull  enough,  I  suppose,  in  this  atrocious  weather  T 

'*  Pray  be  seated,"  said  Mary,  retreating  back  a  pace,  after 
barety  touching  his  hand. 

"  Thanks,"  he  replied,  continuing  to  eye  her  smilingly,  and 
to  tveirl  and  untwirl  the  lash  of  his  short  riding  whip. 

Ignorant  of  all  that  passed  at  Willowdean  between  Lady 
Wedderburn  and  Cyril,  or  knowing  only  that  the  latter  was 
gone,  the  advent  of  Gwenny  gave  Chesters  some  courage  to 
renew  his  attempts  to  gain  a  place  in  Mary's  heart,  or  at  least 
to  bend  her  to  his  purpose  ;  and  when  tired  of  her^or  tire  he 
faiew  he  should— why,  then  in  Cyril's  absence,  he  might  have 
a  chance  of  winning  the  heiress,  if  he  met  her  in  London  ;  for 
Chesters  was  a  man  of  the  most  unbounded  assurance. 

"  So  Wedderburn  is  off  to  join  his  regiment  at  last— ha  !  ha  1 
— after  engaging  himself  to  his  pretty  cousin  V*  said  he, 
bluntly. 

"  You  are  surely  misinformed,"  said  Mary,  faintly. 
**  I  am  not.    He  told  me  aU  about  it  in  London." 
This,  of  course,  was  utterly  false  •  but  Maiy  could  not  know 
that  it  was  so,  and  he  was  resolved  on  making  her  miserable 
by  inspiring  her  with  jealousy  and  mistrust 

"And  where  is  his  regiment  lying  at  present  T  she  asked. 
"'Tisn't  lying  anywhere  just  now,"  he  replied,  in  a  mocking 
tone,  which,  like  his  smile,  was  replete  with  insolence. 
"  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir,"  said  Mary. 
"  You're  dying  to  know  all  about  it,  though.    Well,  after  onr 
mutual  friend  Wedderburn  had  been  going  it  as  usual,  among 
the  girls  at  Chatham  and  Rochester— oh,  I  know  tne  style 
perf ^tly— the  Fusileers  sailed  from  Southampton  on  the  fifth 
of  this  month." 

"For  where  ?"  asked  Mary,  in  a  low,  breathless  voice. 
"  Oh,  Malta,  Turkey,  or  somewhere  thereabout    What  can 
it  matter  to  you  now  %    Come,  Miss  Lennox — or  may  I  not  call 
you  Mary  1 

"  *  See  tlie  mountains  kiss  high  Heaven, 
And  the  wares  clasp  one  another.' " 

And  he  ^oceeded  to  quote  again  his  favourite  and  almost  only 
piece  of  poetry,  drawmg  nearer  her  as  he  did  so ;  but  Mary 
arose,  with  lips  compressed  and  eyes  flashing,  and  so  Chesters, 
whose  ideas  of  love-making  had  not  been  acquired  in  the 
society  of  ladies  generally,  became  correspondingly  irritated. 
"Well,  if  you  won't  be  jolly,  but  are  determined  to  be 
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unpleasant/'  said  he,  with  an  insolent  laugh,  "  suppose  we  talk 
about  business  1" 

"  I  am  more  and  more  at  a  loss  to  understand  you,  sir." 

"  You  can  understand  this,  I  presume,  Miss  Lennox,  that  I 
took  up  the  old  gentleman's  bill — not  for  his  own  sate,  but 
yours  r 

"  Though  you  have  been  so  often  his  guest  in  better  days  % 
Yet,  from  whatever  motive  you  freed  my  poor  papa  from  the 
terror  of  it,  you  performed  an  act  of  great  kindness  and  charity, 
for  which  I  shall  ever  thank  you  and  remember  you  in  my 
prayers." 

"  Bah  !'*  said  he,  with  gloomy  scorn,  "who  prays  nowadays  % 
You  treat  me  more  like  a  dog  than  a  gentleman,  Miss  Lennox  ; 
but,"  he  added,  as  the  fumes  of  what  he  had  taken  were  begin- 
ning to  mount  upward,  "  do  you  know  that  for  all  the  grand 
airs  you  give  yourself,  I  could  have  your  father  arrested  and 
marched  off  to  Greenlaw  Gaol:  and  if  you  continue  as  obdurate 
as  you  are  now,  what  the  devil  is  to  hinder  me  from  doing  so  V* 

Terror  of  the  man,  and  of  his  new  and  unwonted  bearing, 
o:ot  the  better  of  Mary's  anger,  and  compelled  her  to  dissemble. 
But  she  said — 

**  You  talk  daringly,  sir ;  for  what  reason  could  you,  or  any 
such  as  you,  have  Oliver  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee  arrested  f* 

"  Debt.  Have  you  already  forgotten  the  biU  I  took  up  for 
himr 

**  Never  shall  I  forget  your  kindness.  But  has  not  the  bill 
expired  ?    I  think  the  phrase  is." 

"  No ;  it  can  never  expire.  I  had  it  protested  and  renewed  * 
so  it  ^ows  daily  in  value — interest  upon  interest.  The  world 
is  divided  into  two  classes — at  least,  I  have  found  it  so — fools 
and  scoundrels,  or  dupes  and  despots.  Now,  by  Jove !  I 
])refer  being  the  last  named;  anything  is  better  than  being  a 
fool  or  a  dupe.'' 

Mary  was  speechless.  The  bill !  that  fatal  bill  1  She  remem- 
bered how  she  had  bathed  her  father's  trembling  hand  in 
Rimmel  and  iced  water,  before  he  had  achieved  the  signing  and 
indorsation  of  it,  with  a  signature  so  aU  unlike  what  his  own 
was  wont  to  be,  that  the  bank  people  had  eyed  it  dubiously  for 
a  time. 

"  How  did  your  father  ever  expect  to  meet  this  bill,  unless 
some  good-natured  fellow  like  myself  had  come  forward  1  He 
is  a  veritable  old  goose,  who  seems  to  have  thought  his  pasture 
land  of  Lonewoodlee  a  perfect  California,  a  Golconda,  or  El 
Dorado,  that  no  end  of  money  could  be  got  out  of." 

"And  what  have  you  thought  of  Cnesterhaugh T  retorted 
Maiy. 

**  ftretty  much  the  same,  by  Jove  i  But  though  Chesterhaugh 
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is  entailed,  I  liave  contrived  to  make  all  the  timbet  march,  and 
somet^ng  more/' 

Amid  ail  the  difficulties,  monetary  and  otherwise,  that  Mary 
had  imdergoncL  no  man  had  ever  before  dared  to  address  her 
in  the  tone  and  manner  now  adopted  by  this  bold  reprobate. 
A  clamorous  anxiety,  a  strong  sense  of  weaiy  confusion,  0. 
terrible,  yet  dull  oppression  of  the  heart  and  achmg  of  the  head, 
a  sensation  as  if  she  was  all  pulse,  pervaded  her.  She  made  a 
strug^e  to  appear  calm,  and  only  after  a  time  became  conscious 
that  Cheaters  was  speaking  again,  but  with  thicker  utterances 
than  ever. 

**  Give  me  one  kiss^  Mary  dear,  and  a  promise  of  a  little  hope 
that  you  wiU  love  me  m  the  time  to  come,  and  I  shall  be  patient, 
though  I  want  money  horribly.  Once  I  had  only  to  draw  upon 
my  banker,  now  I  have  to  draw  upon  my  wits — a  devil  of  a 
difference,  you'll  admit    So  just  one  kiss,  my  sweet '* 

•*  Stand  back,  sir,  I  command  you  !"  exdamied  Mary,  raising 
her  hand  to  the  belL 

"  Why,  hang  it !  you  don't  mean  to  mourn  for  ever  about 
that  selnsh  muff,  Wedderbum,  who  has  discarded  you— cast  you 
off  for  a  richer  engagement  T 

**  He  could  not  well  have  made  a  poorer  one,"  sighed  Mary. 

**  Had  he  been  a  man  of  honour,  he  would  never  have  con- 
cealed from  his  family  the  fact  that  he  loved  you." 

This  was  perhaps  the  most  stinging  remark  Chesters  had 
made,  and  having  some  truth  in  it,  Mary  felt  it  more  keenly  • 
so  if  fear  made  her  tolerate  the  presence  of  Chesters,  woundea 
pride  now  caused  her  to  loathe  him  more  and  more.  Kemem- 
Dering  all  the  trickery  of  which  Cyril — ^her  absent  Cyril — had 
suspected  him,  hinting  even  at  intended  murder,  perhaps  ;  his 
sharping  at  cards,  and  the  apparent  snare  into  which  he  had 
lured  herself,  indignation  for  a  moment  got  the  better  of  her 
fear  and  poucy,  and  with  invincible  hauteur  in  her  face  and 
manner,  she  said — 

•  "I  have  to  request,  sir,  that  you  never  again  mention  the 
name  of  Captain  Wedderbum  to  me.  Indeed,  I  am  astonished 
that  you  dare  to  speak  of  him  to  any  one." 

"WhylbyJoveP 

"When  you  know  that  his  horse  was  drugged  on  that  terrible 
night." 

By  whom  f  he  asked,  with  a  frown. 
"Your  worthy  groom,  or  yourself." 

"Dare  you  say  so  to  me— a  gentleman  ?'  he  asked,  making  a 
stride  towards  her,  and  layinga  hand  heavily  on  her  arm. 

"I  do.  A  gentleman?  Take  your  hand  away.  Captain 
Chesters,  or,  though  a  girl  I  shall ** 
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"  Summon  aid,  and  have  you  expelled/'  replied  Mary,  feeling 
again  all  her  own  helplessness. 

Her  words  and  bearing  had,  however,  the  effect  of  completely 
sobering  her  tormentor,  who  took  up  his  hat,  and,  while  a  cruel 
white  gutter  came  into  his  green  eyes,  said,  with  a  mocking 
bow,  "  As  you  please,  Mary  Lennox ;  as  you  please.  But  I 
warn  you,  that  if  you  are  not  more  complaisant  when  next  we 
meet,  my  protested  bill  shall  go  into  the  hands  of  Grubb  and 
Wylie,  my  solicitors.  If  you  have  no  mercy  on  me,  why  the 
deuce  should  I  have  any  on  your  father  1  And  so  I  wish  you 
good  evening." 

Mary  made  no  reply  to  the  immanly  threat  of  this  would-be 
lover  ;  but  turned  her  back  upon  him  and  rang  the  bell,  that 
Alison  might  usher  him  out.  And  as  the  sound  of  his  horse's 
hoofs  died  away  in  the  rain  that  lashed  the  windows,  she  felt 
as  if  her  heart  was  dying  within  her,  for  never  before  had  she 
imdergone  an  interview  so  singular  and  insulting ;  and  she  felt, 
moreover,  an  intuitive  foreboding  that  she  haa  not  seen  the 
last  of  Kooke  Chesters.  "  Sufficient  imto  the  day  is  the  evil 
thereof,*'  saith  the  old  Scriptural  proverb.  But  she  could  not 
help  dreading  evil  and  gloom,  misery  and  desperation,  beyond 
the  present ;  and  that  Chesters  might,  in  his  baffled  rage  at 
herself,  be  infamous  enough  to  attempt  to  arrest  her  father, 
place  him  in  prison,  and  so  kill  him  outright,  came  on  her  soul 
like  a  new  and  hitherto  unforeseen  ten*or. 

But  strange  events  were  to  happen  ere  Mary  and  her 
tormentor  met  again.  And  after  a  few  weeks  she  learned 
incidentally,  from  Dr.  Sauills,  that  Chesters  had  left  the  neigh- 
bourhood once  more,  and  betaken  himself  to  London.  All  that 
remained  of  Chesterhaugh,  being  entailed,  had  been  put  under 
trust  for  the  behoof  of  his  long-patient  creditors ;  the  house 
ATid  grounds  were  advertised  to  be  let  by  Messrs.  Grubb  and 
Wylie ;  so  Mary  and  the  district  were  alike  freed  from  the 
annoyance  of  his  presence  for  a  time. 

But  she  found  her  home  gradually  growing  more  and  more 
intolerable  to  her.  Cyril's  sudden  and  unwonted  visit  just 
before  his  departure,  and  her  subsequent  anxiety  for  letters 
wliich  never  came,  all  betokened  some  mystery.  Her  rather 
stormy  interview  with  Chesters,  overheard,  doubtless^  by  vulvar 
ears  that  were  at  the  keyhole,  and  the  total  cessation  of  nis 
visits  afterwards  'together  with  the  great  local  esclajidre  of  the 
snowy  night  at  Chesterhaugh,  had  been  made  subjects  for  dis- 
cussion at  the  village  tap,  the  blacksmith's  forge,  and  even 
beside  her  own  kitchen-hearth. 

Mary  could  gather  much  of  this  from  the  manner  of  Alison 
Home  and  her  other  domestic ;  and  they  had  seen  much  that 
Mary  wist  not  of,  for,  lilce  all  their  class,  they  could  read  the 
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faces  of  their  superiors  as  one  may  read  a  book  ;  and  in  hers 
they  saw  only  trouble  and  sorrow,  distraction  and  care. 

She  felt  that  Cyril  had  deserted  her,  and  she  would  say  in 
her  heart — 

"His  love  for  me  was  but  one  thought,  one  fancy,  it  may  be, 
among  many ;  while  mine,  alas !  it  was  the  die  on  which  I 
staked  ray  idl— the  chain  whereou  all  the  links  of  my  life  were 
strung." 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

IN    BARRACKS    AGAIN. 

"As  I  informed  you  by  telegraph,  Wedderburn,  we  embark  on 
the  5th — so  you  have  a  fortnight  to  get  your  outfit  for  the  East, 
to  see  all  your  old  flames  in  Rochester  and  Brompton,  to  prac- 
tise the  use  of  the  revolver  at  the  Spur  Battery,  and  every 
other  little  art  of  war  or  ijeace  that  may  be  turned  to  useful 
account  in  the  land  for  which  we  are  bound." 

It  was  Sir  Edward  Elton,  the  Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the 
Fosileers,  who  spoke  laughingly  to  Cyril,  when  the  latter  in 
uniform,  with  sword  and  sash  on,  reported  himself  in  due  form 
at  Chatham  Barracks,  as  having  joined  from  leave,  three  days 
after  his  departure  from  Willowdean. 

In  the  prune  of  life  and  manhood.  Sir  Edward  looked  every 
inch  a  soldier.  Fully  six  feet  in  height,  his  strong  and  lithe 
figure  had  endured,  without  beine  impaired,  the  snows  of 
Canada  and  the  fierce  hot  sun  of  India  :  but  his  coal-black  hair 
was  becoming  grizzled  now.  His  dark  hazel  eyes  were  keen, 
but  cahn  and  resolute  in  ejroression,  as  those  of  one  bom  to 
command ;  and  his  voice  was  full,  deep,  and  rolling,  though  apt  to 
become  husky  after  he  had  "  handled  "  the  regiment  throughout 
a  long  field-day  on  the  Lines  or  elsewhere.  He  was  the  beau 
ideal  of  what  a  British  officer  and  a  thorough  English  gentle- 
man ought  to  be ;  and  had  seen  some  sharp  service  in  the  East 
Indies,  when  vdtn  Pollock's  Brigade  in  Aighanistan.  He  was 
thrice  wounded  on  the  banks  of  the  Sutledge,  and  was  nearly 
finished  off  by  a  thrust  from  a  Sikh  lance  at  the  battle  of  AliwaL 

**  You'll  find  aU  our  fellows  pretty  much  the  same  as  you  left 
them."  he  resumed ;  "  Probyn  as  keen  at  billiards  as  ever ; 
Bingham  always  in  a  scrape  with  some  enterprising  maid^  wife, 
or  \<ridow ;  Pat  Beamish  always  late  for  parade,  breakfastmg  on 
seltzer  ana  curagoa,  with  a  wet  towel  round  his  head,  and  the 
major  giving,  as  usual,  his  song  of  *  The  girl  I  left  behind  me,*' 
to  the  last  few  who  linger  at  the  mess-table." 

**  He  may  sing  that  song  with  full  effect,  ere  long,"  replied 
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Cyril,  laughing  at  the  Colonel's  enumeration  of  a  few  regimental 
peculiarities. 

"  We  shall  have  work  enough  and  to  spare  in  getting  all  ready- 
by  the  5th  of  the  month ;  the  baggage  must  be  reduced  to  the 
smallest  possible  compass,  and  alT  we  don't  require,  must  be 
left,  like  the  poor  women  and  children,  with  the  dep6t.  I  am 
glad  to  say  that  the  regiment  is  in  the  highest  order  and  dis- 
cipline, and  able,  thank  God!  to  face  more  than  its  own 
strength  of  any  troops  in  the  world.'* 

Elton^s  eye  kindled  as  he  spoke,  for  he  was  intensely  proud  of 
his  regiment,  the  noblest  qualities  of  which  he  had  carefully  fos- 
tered and  developed ;  and  perhaps  no  finer  body  than  these  Royal 
Fusileers  existed  in  the  service  of  the  Queen,  being  all  picked 
men,  and  in  their  ranks  the  three  countries  of  the  Empire  were, 
pretty  equally  represented ;  if  there  was  any  preponderance  it 
was  in  favour  of  England,  and  among  them  were  more  "  Grood- 
conduct-ring  men,"  than  almost  any  other  corps  could  produce. 

**  I  shall  see  you  this  evening  at  mess,  I  presume.  This  is 
our  last  night  there  ;  to-morrow  it  is  to  be  broken  up.  There 
is  no  parade  this  afternoon,  save  for  the  juniors  and  recruits ; 
so  I  would  advise  you  to  fill  up  a  spare  hour  in  going  over  the 
company's  accounts  and  so  forth." 

And,  as  the  Colonel  concluded,  he  once  more  turned  to  the 
"  Register  of  Services,"  one  of  the  thirteen  great  books  which 
are  kept  in  every  regiment  of  Infantry. 

Cyru  shook  his  hand,  quitted  the  orderly  room,  and  once 
more  found  himself  in  the  sunlighted  barrack  square,  where 
s(^uads  of  recruits  are  for  ever  m^ching  to  and  fro,  with  or 
without  rifles,  practising  the  balance- step,  or  swinging  the  clubs 
or  the  dumb-bells,  and  mechanically  he  took  his  way  to  his  old 
rooms,  on  the  tree-shaded  and  somewhat  gloomy  old  brick  ter- 
race which  overlooks  the  parade-ground. 

Though  his  qiiiirters  as  a  captain— one  small  apartment  and  a 
still  smaller  bed  closet,  their  walls  covered  with  mean  and  dingy 
paper  of  the  cheapest  material— were  quite  familiar  to  him, 
their  poverty  of  aspect,  the  small  and  coarsely-glazed  window 
that  faced  the  blank  brick  wall  enclosing  St.  Mary's  HospitaL 
the  lowness  of  the  ceiling,  the  ugly  wooden  beam  which  crossed 
it  and  was  covered  with  ten  thousand  indentations  made  with 
a  poker  (the  usual  mode  then  of  summoning  one's  servant  from 
his  den  above)  together  with  the  meagre  and  rickety  furniture 
obtained  on  hire  from  some  exorbitant  Jew,  all  impressed  him 
unfavourably,  fresh  as  he  was  from  the  luxury  and  splendour 
of  his  own  nome  at  WiUowdean. 

He  tossed  his  sword  and  crimson  sash  on  the  table  with  a 
sigh,  and  opened  his  blue  surtout  with  its  gold  shoulderscales — 
the  most  handsome  undress  ever  worn  by  the  Line—as  if  he 
was  choking  froia  want  of  air.  og tzed by  v^^^v^^^^c 
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Was  it  not  a  dream  that  since  he  had  last  stood  there,  matters 
were  so  changed  between  him  and  Mary  Lennox  :  that  he  had 
iodeed  lost  her,  and  should  never  hear  again  the  voice  that 
found  so  soft  an  echo  in  his  heart  1 

He  had  received  no  explanation  from  her  of  that  obnoxious 
episode,  the  visit  to  Chesterhaugh ;  he  had  asked  none,  nor, 
perhap^  would  he  have  listened  to  any  in  the  mood  of  mind  he 
was  then.  Yet  he  was  not  without  a  lingering  hope  that  she 
might  write  to  him  in  some  fashion ;  and  so  the  craving  to  hear 
from  her,  or  of  her,  combated  fiercely  with  the  sterner  resolve 
to  pluck  from  Ins  heai-t  the  memory  of  her  image,  and  all  that 
she  had  been.  It  was  so  difficult — so  bitter  a  conviction  to 
^itertain,  that  all  was  indeed  over  between  him  and  Mary  Len- 
nox !  But  he  had  never  told  her  where  his  regiment  lay.  a 
singular  omission,  and  in  her  sequestered  home  among  the 
Lammermuirs,  she  knew  none  who  could  inform  her,  even  if 
her  little  pride  of  heart  would  have  permitted  her  to  write. 
She,  like  mm,  longed  and  looked  for  letters ;  but  did  so  in  vain. 
None  were  exchanged,  so  disappointment  and  mistrust  grew 
fast  between  these  two,  who  had  hitherto  loved  so  tenderly. 

While  in  this  mood  of  mind,  Cyril  Wedderbum  had  no 
desire  for  the  tame  monotony  of  overhauling  his  pay-sergeant's 
books,  and  seeing  that  Private  Jones  had  been  duly  credited 
or  debited  the  sum  of  ninepence ;  that  Private  Brown's  stoppage 
repaid  the  expense*  of  the  shako  and  ball-tuft  he  had  lost  in  a 
row  on  St.  Patrick's  day ;  that  Private  Smith's  clearances  had 
been  paid  to  his  wife  when  her  last  baby  was  bom,  and  not  to 
the  damorous  canteen-keeper ;  and  that  all  the  messing,  cloth- 
ing, and  accoutrements  of  ninety  odd  non-commissioned  officers 
and  men,  were  right  and  regular. 

But  as  idleness  was  impossible,  he  took  his  new-bought 
revolver-pistols,  and  went  forth  to  the  Spur  Battenr  to  practise 
in  the  dry  ditch^  at  sundry  imaginary  Russians.  Even  of  that 
he  wearied,  for  in  the  ditch  were  alreadv  some  thirty  or  forty 
noisy,  happy,  and  heedless  subalterns — boys  fresh  from  Sand- 
hurst or  Eton,  and  chiefly  ensigns  of  the  Provisional  Battalion, 
all  cracking  away  to  each  others  peril  with  their  revolvers,  and 
emulous  in  their  pistol  practice ;  and  so,  while  numbers  of  his 
brother  officers,  with  whom  he  was  an  especial  favourite,  were 
searching  for  mm  at  his  quarters,  the  mess-room,  and  all.  about 
the  barracks,  he  was  leaning  over  the  lofty  summit  of  the 
glacis,  gazing  dreamily  at  the  old  familiar  scene,  which  spread 
hi  down  below  him  like  a  map. 

He  saw  the  fertile  plains  of  Kent,  steeped  in  the  light  of  the 
Doon-day  sun,  stretching  far  away  till  lost  in  hazy  distance ; 
the  village  of  Rainham,  and  all  the  windmills  that  studded  the 
green  slopes ;  the  sleepy  Medway  with  all  its  man-o'-war  hulks 
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and  f rdglit  of  lesser  craft,  winding  between  its  banks  ;  bustling 
Chatham,  its  streets  full  of  red-coats  ;  the  great  square  stone 
block  of  Rochester  Castle,  and  the  tower  of  the  Cathedral, 
both  rising  from  amid  a  sea  of  sunny  vapour,  half  in  light  ana 
half  in  sombre  shadow;  and  immediately  beneath  the  lofty 
bastion  was  the  gloomier  feature  of  the  scene — ^the  Military 
Cemetery,  where  lie  the  bones  of  a  vast  army — of  the  thousands 
who  have  escaped  the  battle  and  the  pest,  in  every  clime  where 
our  drums  have  beaten,  and  who  have  come  home  invalided  at 
last,  worn  out  by  wounds  and  with  constitutions  broken,  only 
to  die  in  Fort  Pitt,  and  fated  neither  to  see  home  or  kind,  or 
to  enjoy  the  hard-won  pittance  named  in  mockery  a  pension, 
but  to  find  an  obscure  grave  under  the  brow  of  the  great  Spur 
Battery. 

Cjrru  looked  long  and  thoughtfully  over  this  scene  so  familiar 
to  ms  eyes,  while  those  sounds  so  incessant  in  the  adjacent 
streets  of  barrack,  the  drum,  the  bugle,  and  often  the  shrill 
Scottish  pipe,  were  perpetually  ringing  in  air,  announcing 
orders,  parades,  or  dinners,  and  so  forth  ;  and  he  marvelled  in 
his  heart  how  he  and  all  those  in  whom  he  had  an  interest,  and 
for  whom  he  had  a  love,  might  be  situated,  ere  that  day  twelve- 
months came  round  :  for  now  war  had  been  declared,  and  the 
sword  was  drawn  ;  already  the  combined  fleets  of  France  and 
Britain  lay  before  the  Russian  harbour  of  Odessa,  and  none 
knew  what  an  hour  might  bring  forth. 


CHATTER   XXVIIL 

THE  LAST  NIGHT  AT  MESS. 

"  Welcome  back,  Wedderbum  !  Eastward  Ho  !  is  now  the 
cri  de  guerre  /"  exclaimed  the  cheerful  voice  of  P>jbyn — always 
known  as  Jack  Probyn — when  Cyril  entered  the  mess-room  of 
the  FusileerSj  just  as  the  last  notes  of  the  fife  and  drum,  playing 
the  "  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England,"  died  away  on  the  Terrace 
without,  and  most  of  his  brother  officers  accorded  him  a  hearty 
reception  as  he  passed  along  to  his  place.  It  was  flattering  to 
find  that  he  was  so  much  a  favourite,  and  on  his  mind  there 
flashed  the  thought,  could  Mary  but  have  seen  it ! 

It  was  the  last  day  of  the  Regimental  Mess— for  the  morrow 
waa  to  see  it  broken  up,  and  those  who  had  met  together  at  the 
same  board  so  long  and  so  happily,  dining  as  best  they  might  in 
their  own  quarters  or  at  hotels.  Thus  it  was  not  without  some- 
thing of  melancholy  interest,  for  the  Casualties  of  war  had  to  be 
encountered  before  once  again  those  silver  trophies  glittered  on 
the  table ;  and  of  all  the  happy,  heedless,  and  handsome  young 
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fellows  who  sat  there  now,  who  might  be  present  at  the  next 
festal  meeting  1  How  many  might  be  under  a  foreign  sod,  or 
mutilated  and  pining  forgotten,  upon  half -pay. 

God  alone  could  tell.  Soldiers  are  not  much  given  to 
reflection  luckily,  and  probably  few  thought  on  the  subject. 

The  mess-room  was  far  from  being  an  elegant  one,  for  in 
Chatham  Barracks  even  moderate  comfort  cannot  be  found  • 
then  how  much  less,  elegance  !  It  was  long,  narrow,  ana 
somewhat  low  in  the  ceiling.  Dingy  red  curtains  draped  the 
windows,  and  a  few  oil  portraits  decorated  the  waUs.  These 
were  ths  propertv  of  the  regiment,  being  likenesses  of  some  of 
its  colonels  who  had  either  been  favourites  with  the  Fusileers  of 
past  times,  or  were  eminent  in  military  history,  such  as  George 
Lord  Dartmouth,  who  demolished  Tangiers,  and  whose  breast- 
plate and  black  wig  belonged  to  the  days  of  the  Kevolution  ; 
the  Great  Earl  of  Orkney,  who  commanded  the  corps  at  Stein- 
kirk  and  the  Siege  of  Athlone,  and  whose  squinting  Coimtess 
was  the  mistress  of  him  of  "  the  pious,  glorious,  and  immortal 
memory."  And  there  was  fiery  little  Lord  Tyrawley,  in  whose 
days,  when  the  regiment  was  hunting  Rob  Koy  in  the  High- 
lands, it  was  named  the  South  British  Fusileers  to  distinguish 
it  from  the  21st,  who  still  retain  their  remarkably  ugly  cognomen 
of  North  British  Fusileers. 

The  furniture  was  very  plain  ;  at  one  end  stood  a  table 
covered  by  a  red  cloth,  whereon  lay  the  current  literature  of  the 
mess,  to  wit :  Army  Lists,  Racing  Calendars,  Peerages,  the 
"  Queen's  Regulations,"  "  Field  Exercise  for  the  Infantry,''  and 
various  newspapers,  the  comers  of  which  had  been  appropriated 
for  lighting  cigars  when  matches  ran  short ;  but  what  the  room 
itself  lacked  in  elegance,  was  amply  made  up  for  by  the  splen- 
dour of  the  long  table,  on  each  side  of  which  sat  some  thirty 
officers  all  in  full  uniform,  richly  laced,  with  crimson  sashes  and 
glittering  epaulettes,  for  in  those  days  the  free  and  easy  mode 
of  dining  in  shell-jackets  and  open  vests,  had  not  as  yet  crept 
into  the  service. 

They  were  all  men  of  a  good  stjrle  and  more  than  creditable 
appearance  ;  there  was  not  a  sub  in  the  regiment,  and  very  few 
of  the  captains,  but  could  ride,  row,  shoot  or  fence,  handle  a 
cricket-bat,  a  billiard- cue,  or  single-stick  with  any  man  :  and, 
as  the  old  commandant  said,  at  the  farewell  inspection.  They 
were  a  splendid  set  of  officers,  and  such  as  England  only  could 
produce." 

The  mess-plate,  the  long  accumulation  of  years,  was  indeed 
magnificent ;  and  on  the  tall  centre-piece,  the  chased  epergnes, 
the  massive  goblets  and  salvers,  large  as  shields,  were  graven 
the  trophies  and  mottoes  of  the  Fusileers— the  Rose  of  England, 
the  Givrter  and  the  Crown,  with  all  their  battles  from  th« 
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capture  of  Martinique  to  the  field  of  Toulouse.  Nor  wer6 
softer  luxuries  omitted ;  on  this,  the  last  day,  the  mess-man 
had  done  his  best,  and  thus  roses,  carnations,  and  geraniums 
from  neighbouring  conservatories  were  not  wanting  to  enhance 
the  decorations  of  the  table  ;  and  the  ice  to  cool  the  champagne 
was  cut  in  square  blocks  of  crystalline  brightness,  hollowed  out 
to  receive  the  bottles,  when  placed  in  the  costlier  coolers  of  gold 
and  silver,  carved  and  embossed. 

The  colonel.  Sir  Edward  Elton,  was  in  the  chair ;  Pomfret, 
the  junior  Lieutenant  present — the  corps  had  then  no  Ensigns 
— ^was  Vice-President.  The  former  wore  his  Cross  of  the  Bath, 
and  save  a  few  who  had  Indian  medals,  he  was  the  only  man 
decorated  there  ;  for  the  veterans  of  Walcheren  and  Egypt,  the 
Peninsula  and  Waterloo,  had  long  since  become  as  traditions  in 
the  ranks. 

Ten  liveried  servants,  whose  close  shorn  hair  and  stiffness  of 
bearing  sliowed  them  to  be  soldiers,  were  in  attendance,  and 
amid  the  buzz  of  conversation,  half -drowned  by  the  crash  of  the 
band  playing  certain  airs  from  Zucrezia  and  Fidelio  on  the 
Terrace  outside,  Cyril  heard  dreamily  the  voices  with  which  he 
had  been  so  long  familiar ;  of  his  kindest  friend.  Major  Single- 
ton, an  old  soldier  who  had  suffered  many  disappointments  in 
his  time  (as  what  old  soldier  has  not  %)  and  who,  having  little 
save  his  pay,  would  have  retired  but  that  war  had  broken  out  • 
of  Jack  Probyn,  arguing  with  the  Doctor  about  a  billiard 
match;  Pat  Beamish,  with  his  rich  Irish  brogue,  guizziug 
Bingham,  Captain  of  the  first  company,  about  some  girl  with 
whom  he  had  been  flirting  furiously  about  three  o'clock  that 
morning ;  and  all  the  frivolous  chatter  and  banter  inseparable 
from  the  conversation  of  thoughtless  young  men  who  meet 
thrice  daily  at  least —once  at  dinner  and  twice  on  parade. 

But  now  after  Cyril  had  related  the  story  of  his  adventure 
with  the  horse,  very  briefly,  for  a  rumour  of  it  had  reached  the 
regiment,  the  usual  light  topics  became  diversified  by  others  of 
a  graver  nature  ;  the  crowded  state  of  the  garrison ;  the  pre- 
parations for  war  by  land  and  sea ;  the  chances  of  promotion 
and  staff  appointments ;  which  regiment  had  sailed  already, 
and  what  otner  corps  were  going -was  Odessa  to  be  the  base  of 
operations,  or  some  port  in  the  Black  Sea  %  Bets  were  taken 
in  favour  of  Odessa,  and  lost  in  the  end.  The  merits  of  the 
general  officers,  the  probable  formation  of  the  brigades  and 
divisions,  and  the  supposed  plans  of  the  campaign,  were  all 
discussed  pell-mell  with  the  beauty  of  certam  dancers  and 
opera  singers,  the  points  of  dogs  and  horses,  quarrels  and  griev- 
ances, and  the  girls  at  the  Eochester  Balls,  where  the  same  set 
of  pretty  faces  appeared  weekly,  and  as  Beamish  said,  "regu- 
larly tore  one's  epaulettes  to  rags  by  the  vigour  with  which  they 
held  on  while  waltzing."  og tzed by  v^ kjkj^ i^ 
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*ni  trouble  yon  for  a  slice  of  that  turkey,  Wedderbum," 
said  Probyn, 

**  With  pleasure,  old  fellow."  replied  Cvril,  starting  from  his 
waking  dream  ;  "  a  little  of  the  stuffing  *?' 
**  Thanks — did  you  see  this  morning's  Gazette  T 
"  No — anything  important  T 

**  Only  the  names  of  a  few  fellows  who  are  appointed  to  serve 
on  the  staff  of  the  proposed  Turkish  Contingent" 
"  Any  one  we  know  V*  asked  Major  Singleton. 
"  Bedad,"  struck  in  Beamish,  with  a  flash  in  his  dark  blue 
Irish  eyes,  "  there's  a  fellow  going  out  with  the  rank  of  major 
that  is  as  big  a  blackguard  as  ever  was  drummed  out  of  the 
Belem  Rangers." 

"  Rather  strong  language,  Beamish !"  said  Sir  Edward  Elton, 
with  a  smile,  but  a  tone  of  reproof. 

"Not  a  bit^too  strong  for  the  occasion,  Colonel,"  urged 
Beamish. 
"  Is  it  Ralph  Rooke  Chesters  you  mean  ?"  asked  Probyn. 
"The  same,"  resumed  Beamish,  while  Cjrril  felt  his  heart 
throb  painfully ;  "  he  was  once  in  a  Lancer  corps,  but  proved  a 
mighty  deal  too  sharp  for  the  mess  at  cards,  and  so  had  to  sell 
out  to  avoid  a  court-martial ;  and  now  here  is  the  fellow  going 
to  the  East  with  the  rank  of  major,  bad  luck  to  him  !" 

"  That  comes  of  having  swell  friends  at  head-quarters,''  said 

Probyn. 

"  But  it  is  only  local  rank,"  added  some  one  despairingly. 

"True  for  yoU|"  grumbled  Pat,  dragging  at  his  big  black 

whiskers ;  "but  it  is  rank  there  anyhow,  and  it  is  small  pleasure 

Td  have  in  taking  orders  from  Rooke  Chesters  on  an  outlying 

picket,  or  in  front  of  the  enemy Champagne,  waiter !    By- 

the-by.  Wedderburn,  you'll  have  to  call  out  Pomfret.'' 

"  Wny,  what  has  poor  Pomfret  been  doing  T  asked  Cyril, 
looking  at  the  smiling  and  rosy  cheeked  subaltern,  who  was 
fresh  from  Sandhurst. 

"  Doing  %  By  Jove,  he's  been  goinc:  ahead  at  an  awful  pace 
at  the  bandstand  and  the  Rochester  Balls  with  an  old  flame  of 

yours,  Miss " 

"  Exactly— I  know,"  said  Cyril,  nervously  interrupting  the 
name. 

"The  Canterbury  girl  who  worked  you  an  elegant  cigar 
case." 

'•  Pomfret  is  welcome,"  said  Cjrril,  wearily,  for  the  name  of 
Chesters  had  put  a  finishing  stroke  upon  his  secret  annoyance. 
In  spite  of  the  Hght-heartedness  of  those  about  him  and  the  all- 
inspiring  subject  of  the  coming  war,  Cyril  felt  low  in  spirits, 
dissatisfied  and  unhappy,  and  the  more  champagne  he  imbibed, 
the  more  dtiU  he  seemed  to  become. 
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His  old  friend  Singleton  observed  this  ;  but  instead  of  rally- 
ing him  as  he  might  have  done,  he  said  in  a  low  voice — 

"  You  seemed  livelier  before  you  left  us  on  leave,  Wedder- 
burn — ^pardon  me,  but  what  is  wrong  with  you  f 

"  Can't  say.  Major — ^but  I  do  feel  out  of  sorts." 

"  Out  of  spirits,  rather no  little  bit  of  white  muslin  in  the 

matter,  is  there  1  HaJb  !  I  am  right — that  glitter  and  half 
closing  of  the  eye — and  the  sudden  pink  in  the  cheek,  tell  me 
all  about  it.  Well— if  you  have  no  engagement  to-night,  como 
to  my  quarters  after  the  mess  breaks  up,  and  we  shall  have  a 
little  friendly  chat  over  a  quiet  glass  of  grog  and  a  devilled 
bone.    Are  you  game  for  that  ]" 

"  Thanks— I  am  at  your  service,  Singleton." 

"Never  think  of  annoyances,  or  run  after  them,''  said  Beana- 
^«h.  "  Cyril,  like  creditors,  duns,  and  the  devil,  by  the  Powers, 
they'll  find  you  out  soon  enough !" 

"Going  to  the  ball  to-night,  Beamish T  lisped  Meredyth 
Pomfret,  the  junior  lieutenant,  save  Ramornie. 

"  Where  is  the  ball,  my  little  man  f 

"At  the  Dockyard  Superintendent's.  The  whole  of  the  staff, 
a  swell  set,  will  be  there— some  pretty  girls,  too.  Beamish." 

"  And  could  I  venture  among  that  lot  in  white  muslin  and 
tulle — I,  an  improtected  man  f  replied  Beamish,  who  was  a  . 
black  whiskered  and  square  shouldered  Irishman,  with  a  deep 
Kerry  brogue ;  "  and  on  the  eve  of  marching  for  foreign  service 
too,  would  it  be  fair  to  break  any  more  of  the  darlings'  hearts? 
No— no :  that  cruelty  I  leave  to  such  fellows  as  you,  Pomfret 
and  Wedderburn." 

"Foreign  service— and  so  it  has  come  to  that  again  T  said  a 
married  officer  who  was  the  Colonel's  guest,  and  there  was  a 
tinge  of  thoughtful  regret  in  his  tone. 

"Well,  Joyce,  bedad  it's  a  power  sight  better  than  being 
camped  at  the  Curragh  of  Kildare,  or  protecting  Peelers  and 
process-servers  in  Tipperary,  or  hunting  for  whiskey  stiUs  (God 
bless  them !)  in  the  Bog  of  Allen,  when  the  mist  lies  thick  on 
the  Slievebloom  Mountains." 

On  this  day  Cyril  had  some  food  afforded  him  for  speculating 
or  reflecting,  if  not  on  human  affairs  in  general,  on  the  muta- 
bility of  human  love  in  particular.  When  returning  from  the 
Spur  Battery  in  the  afternoon,  he  had  passed  a  handsome 
carriage  bowling  on  the  way  past  St.  Mary's  guard-house,  to- 
wards the  green  Lines  and  the  beautiful  village  of  Gillinffham. 
A  pretty  brunette  in  a  white  crape  bonnet  peeped  forth  for  an 
instant.  Cyril  would  remember — oh,  how  well ! — the  time 
when  the  sight  of  that  equipage,  its  horses,  harness,  and  livery, 
had  made  his  heart  leap,  and  now  he  barely  accorded  to  its 
opcupant  ^  salute  with  his  foyage-cap.     Yet  be  cQuJd  rec^ 
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TOWS  that  seemed  now  to  have  been  traced  in  water  or  written 
on  sand,  and  the  flood  of  joy  her  smile  once  poured  through  his 
heart  had  subsided  for  ever !  How  the  thought  of  her  had 
been  the  first  in  the  morning  and  the  last  in  the  night !  How 
many  an  hour  had  he  rambled  and  ridden,  danced  and  lingered 
with  her ;  and  kow  often  had  he  met  her  amid  the  woods  of 
Cobham,  the  green  leafy  lanes  of  Gillingham  and  Rainham ! 
How  he  had  showered  gloves,  bouquets,  music,  and  gifts  more 
precious  stiU  upon  her  :  loving  her  and  clinging  to  her,  though 
ne  knew  that  before  this  Hamilton  of  the  Scots  Royals,  Mus- 
grave  of  the  Marines,  and  Sutton  of  the  Artillery,  had  flirted 
with  her,  and  carried  on  the  same  agreeable  but  perilous  game  ! 
Yet  he  hoped  that  she  loved  really  at  last,  and  loved  Am  better 
than  any  one ;  but  the  quizzing  of  the  mess  had  saved  him. 
She  was  beautiful,  yet  she  had  been  talked  of  then  in  his  hearing 
as  "a  knowing  hand — an  old  stager — up  to  trap,''  and  so  on  ; 
and  the  warning  drum,  when  it  beat  for  the  march  after  the 
route  came,  dissolved  the  spell,  so  others  had  succeeded  him,  and 
now  it  was  on  "  Pomfret  of  ours."  His  idol  had  taken  to  bird- 
liming  the  unfledged  ensigns  and  second-lieutenants ;  and  she. 
80  loved  and  petted  by  him  once,  was  less  even  than  a  friend 
now — a,  mere  bowing  acquaintance.  How  strange  to  think  it 
was  so,  after  all  that  had  been  ! 

How  often  is  much  of  this' great  game  of  life  played  out 
unseen,  amid  a  crowded  drawing-room,  at  the  jovial  dinner- 
table,  at  the  social  fireside,  by  hearts  that  seem  to  break,  "  yet 
breakingly  live  on,''  while  sentiment  wars  and  struggles  in 
vain,  for  in  the  end  time  soothes  all  things  ! 

How  much,  how  dear,  how  close  to  his  soul  was  that  woman 
once !  Alas,  how  little  now — ^less,  we  have  said,  than  a  bowing 
acqaintance ! 

Would  his  love  for  Manr  Lennox  share  a  similar  fate  1 
Perhaps  so — time  alone  could  show. 

As  this  was  the  last  night  of  the  mess,  until  long  after  the 
drums  had  beaten  tattoo  in  the  great  echoing  square ;  long 
after  the  subalterns  of  the  day  had  collected  the  final  reports 
of  the  present,  the  absent,  and  the  tipsy  j  the  last  bugle  had 
wamea  "lights  and  fires  out,"  ana  silence  and  darkness 
gathered  over  the  roofs  where  so  many  thousand  soldiers  were 
sleeping,  that  so  long  were  to  be  in  the  tented  field,  the  officers 
of  the  Fusileers  and  a  few  of  their  guests  lingered  at  table  as  if 
loth  to  separate ;  but  ultimately,  leaving  a  few  who  were  bent 
on  "  making  a  night  of  it,"  or  a  morning  rather,  Cyril  and 
Beamish  adjourned  to  the  quarters  of  Major  Singleton,  to  have 
a  little  quiet  supper,  the  "  devilled  bone,"  <fec.,  which  had 
already  preceded  them  from  the  mess-house. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

CONFIDENCES. 

"BoTHEB  this  garrison  order  about  'lights  and  fires  out*  by^ 
tattoo  1  here's  my  fellow  actually  extinguished  the  stair-lamp," 
said  the  Major^  as  they  stumbled  up  the  old  wooden  staircase 
which  led  to  his  (quarters.    "  Where  are  you,  Beamish  V 

"  Behind  you,  in  the  dark,  Major— in  the  dark,  bedad,  like  a 
Protestant  Joishop,  as  we  say  in  Kerry."  r.    ■>      t 

Singleton  soon  found  the  keys  of  his  rooms  at  the  back  of 
the  staircase  window-shutter,  the  place  where  such  are  fre- 
quently deposited  in  Chatham  and  other  barracks,  and  they 
soon  found  themselves  in  his  quarters,  where,  by  the  applica- 
tion of  the  poker  to  tiie  dormant  beam  above,  he  summoned 
his  servant  down. 

**  Now  then,  Bob,  look  alive,  and  let  us  have  supper  double 
quick !" 

Bob  Dacres  had  relinquished  his  white  livery  coat  and 
aiguillette  on  leaving  the  mess ;  but  he  still  retained  his  yellow 
plush  inexpressibles,  white  stockings,  and  buckled  shoes.  They 
consorted  oddly  with  an  old  regimental  coat,  having  white 
worsted  wings — a  garment  which  lie  had  donned  for  kitchen- 
work. 

The  fire  was  stirred  up  in  the  small,  meagre  grate  furnished 
by  her  Majesty's  Ordnance  Department ;  four  candles  were 
lighted,  two  on  the  table  where  the  supper  was  laid,  and  two 
more  stuck  in  quart  bottles  on  the  mantelpiece,  gave  the 
Major's  sitting-room  a  cheerful  aspect,  though  it  was  minus 
carpet  or  curtains,  and  its  furniture  was  of  the  plainest  descrip- 
tion, being  the  mere  barrack  allowance ;  to  wit,  a  couple  of 
Windsor  chairs  of  hard  wood,  a  table  of  the  same  material,  a 
set  of  fire-irons,  a  cast-metal  coal-box,  with  three  field-pieces 
engraven  thereon  between  the  letters  V.R.  and  B.O. ;  a  pair  of 
bellows,  and  a  black  iron  candlestick.  These  elegant  pieces  of 
furniture,  together  with  a  few  iron-bound  b^gage  trunks  that 
had  been  all  round  the  world,  completed  the  comforts  and 
appurtenances  of  the  Mayor's  room,  unless  we  add  a  couple  of 
regulation  swords  and  imdress  and  dress  belts  with  a  double- 
barrelled  gun  and  brace  of  horse-pistols  that  hung  in  a  comer, 
and  a  wooden  box  of  cigars  that  stood  on  the  mantelshelf,  "pro 
bono  publico,"  as  he  said,  for  Conyers  Singleton  was  a  plain 
soldier  of  the  old  schooL  contenting  himself  with  little,  and 
always  resolved  to  make  the  most  and  best  of  everji;hing.  He 
rarely  or  never  wore  "mufti,"  and  when  he  did  it  was  quit© 
out  of  the  mode. 
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He  had  a  grave,  almost  sad  face  at  times,  with  a  remarkably 
soft  expression  of  eye ;  and  it  was  currently  supposed  in  the 
regiment  that  a  shadow  or  a  sorrow  must  have  rested  on  some 
portion  of  his  earlier  life ;  at  least,  all  knew  that  prior  to  his 
Joining  the  Fusileers  he  had  been  long  a  prisoner  of  war  in 
India,  and  had  thereby  lost  his  chances  of  promotion.  "  There 
is  no  example  of  human  beauty  more  perfectly  picturesque 
than  a  very  handsome  man  of  middle  age-— not  even  the  same 
man  when  in  his  youth,"  according  to  one  of  our  fair  novelists  • 
and  these  words  fully  applied  to  the  Major,  who,  though  past  the 
prime  of  life,  was  still  a  man  of  fine  and  commandiDg  appear- 
ance. His  features  were  noble,  and  slightly  aquiline  and  his 
thick,  wavy  hair,  once  a  rich  dark  brown,  was  fast  iyecomincf 

frey  and  grizzled  now ;  but  his  hazel  eyes  were  as  clear  and 
right  as  when  a  bov  ensign  he  carried  the  colours  of  his  regi- 
ment fearlessly  up  the  corpse-strewn  glacis  of  Ghuznee  though 
seven  reliefs  had  Been  shot  under  them  in  succession.    ' 

He  had  seen  much  service  in  other  corps,  but  was  an 
especial  favourite  with  the  Fusileers. 

The  supper,  which  consisted  of  something  better  than  the 
promised  ^'deviUed  bone,"  was  soon  discussed;  the  Major's 
servant  was  dismissed  to  his  roost  upstairs,  and  amid  a  cloud 
of  soothing  Cavendish,  the  trio  proceeded  to  make  themselves 
completely  comfortable. 

"This  is  jolly !"  exclaimed  Beamish,  as  he  tossed  aside  his 
sash,  and  threw  open  his  full-dress  uniform. 

"I  have  wine,  if  you  feUows  prefer  it."  said  Singleton: 

but  here  are  brandy  and  some  real  Irish  whiskey  •  and 
neither  will  taste  the  worse  for  being  in  black  bottles."    * 

**  The  whiskey,  by  all  means,  with  water  pur  et  dmple''  said  • 
Beamish,  "  and  no  adulteration  of  lemon  or  sugar— orthodox 
grog,  that  is  the  mark.  Major,  for  there's  never  a  headache  in  a 
hogshead  of  it.  Ah,"  continued  Pat,  while  mixing  his  tumbler 
and  eyeing  the  contents  affectionately,  "  there  is  nothing  on 
earth  so  true  as  a  good  glass  of  grog— nothing  so  fickle  as  a 
pretty  woman !" 

"Heresy!"  said  the  Major,  while  Beamish  heaved  a  mock 
sigh,  and  Cyril  remained  silent. 

**I  saw  Miss— Miss  What's-her-name  !— you  know  it  well 
enough,  Wedderbum— passing  in  her  carriage  by  St.  Mary's 
Guard  to  the  Lines  to-day,''  resumed  Beamish. 

"And  young  Pomfret,  no  doubt,  with  her?"  added  Sindeton. 
"  A  little  fool  that  boy  is !"  ^ 

"  She  still  lools  young  and  beautiful,  that  brunette,  though 
I  have  known  her  when  younger  and  more  beautiful ;  but  that 
was  before  we  went  to  Burmah ;  and,  by  Jove,  'tisn't  yesterday 
I  saw  the  big  pagoda  of  Moulmein." 
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"  It  seems  ages  ago,  and  she's  on  the  cards  still  !** 

Cyril's  heart  beat  quicker,  and  he  coloured  while  he  spoke, 
yet  he  scarcely  knew  with  what  emotion,  as  he  had  long  ceasea 
to  care  for  the  fair  one  in  question. 

"  Don't  affect  to  be  soured  with  the  sex,  Pat,*'  said  Singleton. 
"  Fill  your  glass  again — it's  down  to  zero." 

"  Soured !  not  I ;  for  I  am  naturally  kind  and  attentive  to 
everything  with  a  petticoat  on." 

"  Even  a  Scotch  Highlander,  eh  V 

"  But  we  had  one  omission  to-night  at  mess.  Singleton." 

"What  was  it  f 

"  Your  invariable  song,  '  The  girl  I  left  behind  me.'  It  ge- 
nerally comes  off  about  one  in  the  morning." 

"  But  we  left  at  twelve  sharp,  and  I  am  keeping  it  for  the 
marching-out  day,"  replied  the  Major ;  and  with  a  twinkle  in 
his  eyes,  which  were  fixed  on  Cyril,  Beamish  began  to  sing  in  a 
laocK  sentimental  manner — 

••  My  love  is  fair  as  Shannon's  side, 

And  purer  than  its  water ; 
But  she  refused  to  be  my  bride, 

Though  many  a  yearjl  sought  her. 
Yet  since  to  France  I  marched  away, 

Her  letters  oft  remind  me, 
That  I  promised  never  to  betray 

The  girl  I  left  behind  me.'* 

"  Well,  Beamish,"  said  Sineleton,  catching  something  of  the 
other's  spirit  of  raillery,  "I hadn't  the  heart  to  sing  when  I 
saw  Wedderburn  looking  so  melancholy." 

"  What  is  amiss,  Cyril  %  Have  you  made  a  bad  book  on  the 
Epsom,  or  the  Wmttlebury  Stakes  for  three-years-olds  %  Or  is 
it  some  red-headed  Scotch  lass  that  you  have  left  behind  you*?" 

Cyril's  eyes  dilated  and  flashed ;  and  he  coloured  with  vexa- 
tion, but  attempted  to  laugh  while  rising  the  glass  to  his  lips. 

"  You  seem  awfully  cut  up  about  something,  and  it  must  be 
a  girl,  Wedderburn,"  said  the  Major.  "I  can  see  that  with 
half  an  eye." 

Cyril's  colour  deepened;  he  was  in  no  humour  either  for 
scrutiny  or  banter.    But  Beamish  said  laughingly — 

"  Don't  grieve  so  about  it,  or  her,  or  whatever  it  is.  Little 
more  than  a  week  must  find  us  on  the  sea,  and  if  a  girl  has 
jilted  you,  forget  all  about  it,  or  score  it  down  to  the  bad  drop 
that  is  in  ner,  as  we  say  in  Ireland." 

He  winced  decidedly  under  this  imwitting  home- thrust,  but 
drained  a  huge  rummer  of  brandy-and- water  at  a  gulp,  and 
then  with  a  sudden  burst  of  that  communicativeness  which 
seizes  most  men  at  times,  and  of  which  thev  generally  repenj? 
when  calm  reflection  comes  in  th©  morning,  he  exclaimed — 

Digitized  by  V_tVJV_JV  H^ 


CONyiDENCZS.  l6l 

**  I  have  been  deceived.  Singleton — deceived  where  I  trusted; 
I  own  it,  and  am  sick  and  sore  at  heart  just  now  !'* 

"  Hear  that  now.  Bedad  !  I  would  have  sworn  it !"  said 
Beamish,  in  whose  eyes  there  shone  a  light  that  was  all  merri- 
ment, without  an  atom  of  the  commiseration  for  which  Cyril 
was  inclined  to  look. 

"  I  have  been  deluded,  I  say,  Singleton,  by  a  girl  I  loved  well 
and  dearly,"  he  resumed,  with  growmg  bitterness ;  "  and  in  my 
heart  I  am  constantly  vowing — yes,  swearing  that  I  shall  forget 
her ;  but  with  every  futile  vow  her  gentle  face,  her  soft  voice, 
and  all  her  image — ^the  remembered  charm  of  her  presence — 
come  back  to  me  clearer  and  more  vividly  than  ever !  Oh,  what 
magic,  what  idiosyncrasy  of  the  human  heart  is  this  !" 

"  By  Jove  !  if  s  like  a  bit  of  Moore's  melodies  !"  said  Beamish, 
while  Cyril  coloured  deeper,  with  a  sudden  sense  of  his  rashness 
m  makmg  such  an  admission. 

"  You  are  just  what  I  was  at  your  age,  when  a  subaltern, 
though,  luckier  than  I,  you  are  now  a  captain,"  said  Singleton. 
"I  was  hot-headed,  generous,  impulsive,  and  warm-hearted. 
Ah,  what  a  devil  of  a  treadmill  is  this  work-a-day  world,  that 
it  grinds  both  heart  and  soul  out  of  us  till  nearly  all  trust  in 
man,  and  too  often  in  woman  too,  passes  away  with  every  scrape 
of  our  razor !  How  many  fellows  have  I  seen  come  into  tne 
service  since  I  was  first  gazetted — cultivate  their  whiskers,  and 
the  d— d  Jews  ! — ^get  into  debt  or  matrimony,  sell  out  or  go  to 
the  devH,  while  I  nave  still  held  on,  and  am  only  a  major  vet, 
when  so  many  of  my  ^brother-subalterns  are  in  command  of 
regiments,  or  the  enjoyment  of  snug  staff  appointments  !" 

"  But  you  had  a  smgular  run  of  ill-luck,"  urged  Cyril—"  your 
captivity." 

**  True ;  few,  however,  but  myself,  know  exactly  all  that 
captivity  cost  me ;  and  now,  if  you  have  patience  to  listen  to 
an  old  soldier's  story,  I  don't  care  if  I  should  spend  a  few 
minutes  in  telling  you  the  incidents  that  cast  a  shadow  on  my 
life  for  many  a  year — a  shadow  that  may  never  pass  away  or 
melt  into  simshine." 
The  Major  paused,  and  after  a  time  said — 
"  It  is  a  strange,  but  pretty  true  axiom,  that '  a  man  is  only  as 
old  as  he  feels ;  a  woman  as  old  as  she  looks  ;'  thus  I  am  not 
so  old  as  to  be  past  loving,  or  at  least  remembering  what  it  was 
to  love  and  be  loved  in  return.     So  listen  to  my  story." 

And  filling  his  glass  and  his  meerschaum  almost  at  the  same 
timcj  Conyers  Singleton  related  the  following  little  narrative 
of  his  early  life. 

II 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

"the  girl  I  LEFT  BEHIND  ME." 

"  There  was  a  time  when  hope  and  enthnsiasm  were  the 
mainsprings  of  life  and  action  with  me.  Alas!  their  places 
are  supplied  alone  by  memory  now.  No  battle  in  the  field  has 
ever  been  fought  without  some  blunder ;  then  how  much  more 
likely  is  the  battle  of  life  to  be  fuU  of  error  and  mischance  ! 

"  In  the  year  after  the  storming  of  Ghuznee,  in  Afghanistan 
(when  both  of  you  who  now  listen  to  me  must  have  been  boys 
at  school),  I  found  myself  at  home  in  Cheshire  on  sick-leave. 
I  had  been  woimded  by  an  Afghan  lance,  and  was  in  compa- 
ratively feeble  health ;  so  as  our  way  to  and  from  India  then 
was  always  round  the  Cape,  my  leave  was  for  two  years  from 
the  date  of  leaving  head-quarters,  and  I  was  bent  on  enjojdng 
it  all  the  more  that  I  had  come  home  on  {promotion ;  for  my 
corps,  the  **th,  had  been  sorely  cut  up  during  Keane's  opera- 
tions amid  the  snowy  mountains  and  deep  and  perilous  defies 
of  Afghanistan.  We  lost  by  war  and  disease  nearly  all  our 
captains, , so  we,  the  subalterns,  benefited  thereby. 

"  My  aunt.  Lady  Singleton  (dowager  to  Sir  Guy  Singleton, 
a  general  of  the  old  fighting  days  of  Wellington),  received  me 
with  open  arms,  for  I  was  almost  the  only  relation  she  possessed, 
and  at  her  old  place,  Stoketon  Moat,  near  Warrington,  but  on 
the  Cheshire  side  of  the  Mersey,  I  had  always  found  a  warm 
welcome  when  I  came  there  for  school  holidays  in  the  years  of 
my  orphanage  (my  parents  having  died  young),  then  how  much 
more  welcome  was  I  from  far  away  India,  and  the  perils  of  the 
Afghan  war  1 

"  Stoketon  Moat — so  called,  for  once  in  Saxon  times  a  timber 
house  had  stood  there  surrounded  by  a  moat,  of  which  not  a 
trace  can  now  be  found,  though  it  was  said  to  be  deep  enough 
when  Hugh  d'Avranches,  after  Hastings,  slew  the  whole  Saxon 
inmates  of  the  place,  sparing  not  even  the  dogs  by  the  hearth 
— was  a  beautiful  old  mansion  of  the  later  Tudor  day^,  with 
heavily  mullioned  windows  that  were  half-shrouded  in  ivy, 
jasmine,  and  clematis,  through  the  leafy  masses  of  which  the  sun 
at  times  could  scarcely  penetrate  the  little  leaded  hexagonal 
panes,  the  upper  rows  whereof  were  emblazoned  with  the  ar- 
morial bearings  of  the  Singletons  for  many  a  generation,  back 
even  to  Geoffrey  Singleton,  one  of  the  two  knights  who  repre- 
sented Cheshire  in  Parliament  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  who 
curtailed  so  greatly  the  absurd  privileges  of  the  county-palatine 
of  Chester. 

"The  old  house  stood  on  an  eminence  overlooking  the 
sweep  made  by  the  Mersey  towards  Bimcorn :  it  was  surrounded 

Digitized  by  V_tV.^V_;v  l\^ 


"tHE  GIEL  I  LEFT  BEHIND  ME*  163 

by  fine  old  oaks,  massive  cedars,  and  dark  yews,  and  the  vista 
through  these,  as  seen  from  its  front,  was  terminated  by  the 
green  hill  that  is  crowned  by  the  old  ruined  castle  of  Halton. 

"  Annt  Singleton  was  of  a  cheerful  disposition,  thus  Stoketon 
Moat  was  seldom  without  visitors ;  and  on  this  occasion  she 
had  residing  with  her  three  handsome  and  lovely  girls,  the 
youngest  seventeen,  the  oldest  barely  twenty,  whose  presence 
spread  a  new  and  bright  charm  to  me  about  the  quaint  old 
house. 

"Isabel,^  Lyla,  and  Katie  Vane,  were  unusually  attractive 

tirls ;  their  beauty  was  great  and  of  the  most  refined  and 
elicate  cast ;  but  the  eldest  proved  the  most  charming  to  me. 
She  was  twenty  tiow,  and  I  had  not  seen  her  for  four  yeafs 
before,  when  an  incipient  boyish  and  girlish  flirtation  had 
sprung  Tip  between  ns — a  flirtation  that  with  our  somewhat 
maturer  years  was  to  take  a  more  solid  and  lasting  form  amid 
the  seclusion  of  Stoketon  Moat,  and  the  opportunities  afforded 
by  its  woods  and  fields,  green  lanes,  and  leafy  privacy. 

"  I  was  an  object  of  interest  now,  to  be  flattered,  coddled,  and 
petted— pale,  and  with  my  recent  wound  yet  green,  and  yet  with 
all  the  glories  of  Keane's  campaign  to  talk  about ! 

"  Thus  my  rival,  her  admirer  Riversdale,  had  no  chance  when 
compared  with  me,  though  he  was  a  very  pleasant  and  good- 
looHng  young  fellow.  A  doctor  of  the  Koyal  Staff  corps, 
Robert  Riversdale  was  home  on  leave  of  absence  like  myself, 
but  from  America.  It  seemed  to  me  that  Isabel's  blue  eyes 
were  always  seeking  mine,  and  that  every  glance  we  exchanged 
was  haJf-compUtnentary  and  wholly  caressing.  They  were 
glances  of  mute  and  secret  intelligence,  that  we  alone  felt  and 
imderstood. 

"  Riversdale's  family  lived  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Stoketon 
Moat ;  they  were  wealthy^  thus  he  was  everyway  an  eligible 
suitor,  and  had  been  a  kind  of  privileged  dangler  after  the 
Vanes  for  a  short  time  prior  to  my  arrival.  He  had  driven  and 
ridden  with  them  to  see  all  the  sights  in  the  county  ;  but  his 
attentions  were  in  no  way  decided,  nor  was  his  preference 
marked,  until  mjr  decided  admiration  for  Isabelle  seemed  as  a 
spur  alike  to  his  jealousy  and  love. 

"  However,  her  residence  in  my  aunf  s  house,  our  daily,  almost 
hourly  intercour!«e-;-the  vast  charm  of  propinquity,  and  the 
chances  afforded  by  it — ^gave  me  every  advantage  over  Kiversdale; 
andafter  the  snnffkiolouredBengalee  girls,  andthe  dreamy,  tawny, 
and  affected  Eurasians  or  Indo-Britons,  with  whom  we  were 
compelled  at  times  to  associate  when  up  country;  the  pure  and 
soft  English  beauty  of  Isabel  Vane,  together  with  her  sweetness 
of  disposition,  and  a  certain  piquant  playfulness  of  manner, 
▼ere  so  pleasing,  that,  within  a  week  after  my  return  to  the 
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Moat,  I  was  fondly  in  love  with  her— madly,  I  may  say,  as  I 
never  did  things  by  halves  in  those  days. 

"  I  was  scarcely  aware  of  the  strength  or  depth  of  the  passion 
that  was  growing  up  in  my  heart,  until  one  day,  when  my  aunt 
said — 

"  *  Why  is  it,  Conyers,  that  your  talk  to  me  is  for  ever  of 
Bella  Vane  1  You  are  never  weary  of  extolling  her  accompHsh- 
ments ' 

"  *  But  she  has  so  many,  aunt  T 

"  *  Her  graceful  style  of  conversation,  her  elegance  of  figure, 
her  beauty,  and  so  f ort^ ;  do  you  love  her,  Conyers  V 

" '  Yes,  dear  Aunt  Singleton,'  said  I,  blushing  Hke  the  boy  I 
had  been,  rather  than  the  man  I  was. 

"  *  Then  tell  her  so,  Conyers,  and  God  bless  you  ;  for  Bella,  I 
know,  will  make  a  kind  and  loving  wife  to  the  man  who  is  happy 
enough  to  win  her.' 

"  My  heart  leaped  within  me,  and  my  blood  seem  to  course 
with  renewed  force  through  every  vein,  as  Lady  Singleton  spoke 
thus,  for  already  ideas  of  marrying,  of  being  the  actual  proprie- 
tor, possessor,  and  protector  of  a  girl  so  charming,  came  with, 
her  words. 

"  Well,  encouraged  thus,  my  declaration — ^fully  expected,  no 
doubt,  by  foregone  conclusions — and  her  acceptance  came  about 
successfully  in  the  usual  fashion,  or  what  I  supi)ose  to  be  such, 
for  I  never  loved  before,  and  have  never  loved  since. 

"  In  a  leafy  lane,  where  the  purple  plum,  the  golden  apple, 
and  the  damson  trees  entwined  tneir  branches  overhead,  exclud- 
ing the  sun  from  the  thick  rank  grass  below,  and  where  the 
wild  honeysuckle  and  flowers  by  the  wayside,  filled  the  air  with 
fragrance,  as  we  rode  slowly  together,  side  by  side,  on  a  summer 
afternoon,  it  all  came  to  pass  somehow. 

"  We  were  long  of  turning  our  horses'  heads  homeward,  and 
the  house-bell  had  summoned  us  thrice  to  dinner,  ere  I  lifted 
her  from  her  saddle  with  a  caressing  tenderness  and  an  emotion 
of  delight  such  as  had  never  before  thrilled  through  me,  for  we 
were  engaged  now  ;  she  was  my  own  Isabel,  and  to  be  the  wife 
of  my  heart,  before  we  sailed  together  for  India. 

"  We  were  rallied  by  the  laughing  Lyla  and  the  golden-haired 
Katie,  about  our  delay  and  return  at  so  late  an  hour  ;  and  we 
must  nave  had  self-conscious  or  tell-tale  faces,  for  the  girls  were 
not  long  in  discovering  our  great  secret ;  and  even  Kiversdale, 
who  unluckily  dined  with  us  that  day.  detected  quickly  enough 
on  Isabel's  engaged  finger,  a  ring  wnich  he  knew  well  to  be 
mine,  for  it  was  conspicuous  enough  to  him,  as  he  stood  by  her 
side  to  turn  the  music  leaves,  as  she  seated  herself  at  the  piano 
in  the  drawing-room,  where  usually  music  became  the  order  of 
the  evening. 
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"I,  too,  was  near,  and  could  detect  the  flush  that  mounted  to 
his  temples  when  his  eyes  fell  on  the  ring,  and  how  the  words 
of  compliment  or  flattery  he  was  about  to  whisper  in  her  half- 
averted  ear,  died  away  unuttered  on  his  lips. 

•*He  was  too  well-bred  to  question  her,  or  make  the  least 
remai'k  upon  the  subject ;  but  pleading  an  after-dinner  engage- 
ment, tooK  his  leave  soon  after ;  and  I  was  weak  enough  to  feel 
some  triumph  at  being  master  of  the  position,  and  that  the  girl 
he  admired  so  much  and  loved  in  secret,  was  mine — and  mine 
for  ever. 
"  For  ever  ?  Alas,  could  I  then  have  foreseen  the  future  ? 
"  Three  months  afterwards  the  bells  rang  a  merry  wedding 
chime  in  the  old  church  of  Warrington,  when  Isabel  and  I  knelt 
at  the  altar  and  were  declared  'man  and  wife'  by  the  white 
haired  rector ;  and  seldom,  perhaps,  has  the  sun  shone  through 
the  quaint  stained  glass  of  those  ancient  windows  on  a  lovelier 
bride  than  mine,  or  on  two  sweeter  girls  than  Lyla  and  Katie, 
in  their  clouds  of  snovsry  tulle,  as  they  knelt,  sobbing,  of  course, 
behind  her. 

"A  brother  officer  was  to  have  been  groomsman,  but  an 
accident  detained  him,  and  by  an  odd  chance  or  fatalitjr,  his 
post  was  occupied  by  Robert  Riversdale,  who  acquitted  himself 
to  the  satisfaction  of  all — the  six  bridesmaids  in  particular,  for 
very  striking  the  fellow  looked  in  his  rich  staff  uniform  ;  though 
I  fancied  that  his  voice  faltered  when  he  congratulated  me,  and 
he  turned  deadly  pale,  as  he  kissed  the  cheek  of  Isabel ;  but  I 
could  forgive  him  these  little  weaknesses  then ;  and  as  if  to 
show  that  he  had  no  secret  repining  at  my  success,  he  presented 
her  with  a  magnificent  suite  of  jewels,  diamonds  and  opals  set 
in  gold  and  blue  enamel — a  suite  an  empress  miffht  have  worn ; 
and  that  evening  saw  us  off  to  seclude  ourselves  in  Wales, 
Tmtil  the  honeymoon  waned. 

"As  our  carriage  drove  away  from  the  Moat,  and  I  drew 
down  the  blinds  and  embraced  her,  caressing  her  head  on  my 
shoulder,  *  Oh  Isabel !'  I  exclaimed  ;  '  my  own  Isabel — at  last 
we  are  married  and  one  !' 

" '  Married  for  life  !'  she  murmured,  with  her  face  nestling  in 
my  neck. 
** '  Married  for  love,'  I  added. 

"*  Yes,  but  forKfe,  dearest  Conyers — for  life,  too — and  the 
life  beyond,  if  such  can  be '/  she  added  with  an  energ3^  that 
haunted  me  even  as  her  words  did,  when  our  dark  and  sorrow- 
ful future  came. 

"I  shall  never  forget  the  delight  of  those  remembered  days 
—for  they  are  but  a  memory  now— the  blissful  days  I  spent 
with  Isabel,  amid  the  green  vales,  the  frowning  cliffs  and  soar- 
ing peaks  of  the  old  principality ;  in  lonely  places  where  the 
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wild  goat,  his  long  beard  waving  in  tlie  wind,  leaped  from  crag 
to  crag,  rousing  the  golden  eagle  in  his  giddy  eyrie ;  or  by 
secluded  pools  and  mountain  tarns,  where  the  brown  otter 
would  rise  suddenly  to  the  surface,  and,  with  a  spotted  trout 
between  his  teeth,  vanish  as  quickly  to  his  hole  among  the  rank 
green  sedges.  '  The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot,'  at 
least  for  a  period,  we  spent  it  in  a  calm  of  jov  and  tenderness, 
till  Lady  Smgleton  began  to  weary  for  us,  an(J  urged  our  return 
to  Stoketon,  as  I  could  spend  but  six  months  more  in  England, 
and  would  have  to  report  myself  at  the  Dep6t  Battalion  in 
Chatham,  whither  Isabel  was  of  course  to  accompany  me. 

"  How  well  I  can  yet  recal  our  long  Welsh  ramble,  the  flat 
vale  of  the  Teifi  and  the  old  church  of  St.  David's ;  the  gloomy 
pass  of  Llanberris  ;  Craig  Ceffyl,  where  the  Welah  made  their 
last  brave  stand  against  the  *  Ruthless  King  ^  the  lovely  vale 
of  Llangollen  with  all  its  luxuriant  greenness  and  fertility — for 
we  were  never  weary  of  wandering,  and  were  full  of  love  and 
enthusiasm  for  each  other  and  for  everything. 

"  I  had  no  alloy  to  my  happiness,  not  even  when  I  found,  as 
by  chance  I  sometimes  did,  among  IsabePs  favourite  books,  a 
withered  flower  between  the  leaves,  that  had  not  been  given  oj 
me,  or  *  To  Isabel,  from  her  friend  R.  R.,'  pencilled  on  the  fly- 
leaf, for  Riversdale's  hopes  were  gone  for  eve^  now.  But  if  I 
progress  thus,  I  fear  you  may  find  my  story  as  weary  as  an  old 
novel  written  in  letters,  than  which,  perhaps,  I  know  of  nothing 
more  flat  and  prosy. 

"After  we  had  been  some  months  at  Stoketon,  a  child  came 
to  add  to  our  happiness. 

"When  you  see  me  seated  here,  a  plain  and  rough  old  soldier, 
in  his  bare  or  half-furnished  barrack-room— -if  not  happy,  at 
least  content,  like  poor  La  Valli^re  in  her  convent — content  ta 
do  without  the  luxuries  and  the  tendernesses  ol  life,  you  may 
think  there  is  little  of  the  poetry  of  it  in  me  ;  but  there  was 
much  of  it  therif  ere  sorrow,  care,  and  unmerited  misfortune 
came  upon  me. 

^  "  A  new  joy  seemed  to  spread  a  holy  light  over  all  our  little 
circle  when  the  baby  came.  I  shall  never  forget  the  tender 
emotions  that  made  my  heart  swell  tremulously  and  filled  my 
eyes  with  a  moisture  akin  to  tears.  I  felt  grateful  to  God  and 
happy  with  everybody,  with  the  old  village  doctor,  the  wrinkled 
and  tyrannical  nurse,  who  assumed  the  command  of  the  entire 
household ;  with  my  benignant  Aunt  Singlaton  j  the  radiant 
girls  Lyla  and  Katie  (exalted  now  to  the  sudden  dignity  of  full- 
blown aunts),  and  more  than  all  with  my  poor,  pale  darling 
Isabel,  for  to  my  enthusiastic  mind,  something  of  sanctity 
eeemed  to  mingle  with  the  love  I  bore  her. 
"  I  felt  what  the  childless  can  never  feel ;  now  more  th^ 
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ev^  joined,  as  a  certain  writer  has  it,  to  tlie  great  community 
of  man.  Here  was  a  little  unit,  that  in  the  time  to  come  should 
be  a  man,  to  live  long  after  us,  I  hoped  and  prayed  in  my  heart 
of  hearts,  honourably  and  well,  beyond  the  years,  when  the  sod 
had  grown  green  above  Isabel  and  me. 

"  So  the  baby  grew  the  wonder  of  all  our  little  commimity  at 
Stoketon  Moat ;  Aunt  Singleton  bestowed  upon  it  a  sponsorial 
silver  mug,  the  handsomest  that  could  be  procured,  and  the 
white  haired  and  red  faced  Kector  gave  it  a  name  and  made  a 
little  Christian  of  it,  under  the  double  cognomen  of  Guy  Con- 
yers  ;  the  latter  for  me,  and  the  former  for  the  old  General  who 
had  led  his  brigade  so  gallantly  at  Vittoria  and  Toulouse  :  and 
80,  happily  passed  the  days  till  the  time  came  when  I  found 
that  r  must  appear  in  Chatham  garrison,  and  our  home  was  to 
be,  thenceforward,  a  broken  one ! 

"  If  our  baby  was  a  hale  and  sturdy  little  fellow  who  throve 
amazingly,  it  was  otherwise  with  his  mamma,  for  Isabel  made 
a  slow  recovery,  and  was  so  weak  and  ailing,  when  the  terrible 
time  for  my  departure  came,  that  by  a  consultation  of  physi- 
cians, it  was  impressed  upon  me,  that  she  must  imperatively 
remain  at  home,  nor  attempt  to  follow  me  to  India,  for  perhaps 
8L1: — certainly  for  four — months  yet  to  come. 

"This  was  a  sad  dictum  to  me,  who  knew  that  the  transport 
which  was  to  take  me  to  the  shores  of  Hindostan — the  Bangoon 
Indiaman— was  already  lying  opposite  Tilbury  Fort,  taking  in 
water  and  stores. 

'*  I  shall  pass  over  our  parting.  It  was  sad,  indeed ;  and 
long  and  frequently  did  I  press  both  the  pale  mother  and  the 
golden-haired  child  to  my  breast  ere  I  tore  myself  away,  with  a 
whirling  brain  and  a  bursting  heart. 

" '  To  your  care  I  confide  tnem,  dejir  Aunt  Singleton,'  said  I, 
as  she  embraced  me  at  the  door.  *  I  am  going  now,  and  per- 
haps may  n^t  be  here  again  before  my  hair  is  grey  and  wrinkles 
have  taken  the  place  of  dimples.' 

"  The  overland  route  had  not  then  been  developed,  and  going 
to  India  was,  to  many,  the  affair  of  a  lifetime.  1  had  tried  to 
speak  in  jest,  but,  alas !  I  knew  not  how  prophetically. 

"  I  travelled  night  and  day  until  I  reported  myself  to  thv 
Commandant,  old  Sir  William  W.,  and  assumed  the  command 
of  the  men  of  my  own  regiment,  that  were  to  embark  next  day- 
"  In  the  hurry  of  our  departure,  I  had  no  time  left  me  for  « 
moment's  reflection,  luckily :  and  grey  daybreak  on  the  follow- 
ing morning  saw  us  leave  Chatham  for  Gravesend,  five  hundred 
strong,  all  diafts  for  various  corps  in  India.  And  as  we  marched 
in  the  still  and  dewy  dawn,  to  the  air  of  *  The  Girl  I  Left  Be- 
hind Me,'  every  tap  of  the  drums  and  eveiy  note  of  the  swee^ 
low  fifes,  went  keenly  to  my  heart :  for  I  thought  of  her  I  had 
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left  behind  in  Cheshire,  my  girl-wife,  my  Isabel,  with  our  baby 
at  her  breast ! 

"  The  cheers  of  the  heedless  and  unthinking  boys — for  the 
detachments  were  composed  of  little  else — ^who  were  off  to  see 
the  world,  each  with  sixty  rounds  of  ammunition  at  his  back, 
and  ready  to  face  anything — Old  Scratch  himself  if  he  came 
against  them — failed  to  rouse  either  my  natural  spirit  or  my 
military  enthusiasm  ;  though  I  could  remember  the  time,  when 
the  loud  crash  of  the  regimental  band,  the  bright  gleam  of  tho 
bayonets,  and  the  waving  of  the  colours  above  nine  hundred 
bearskin  caps,  with  the  measured  tread  of  many  feet,  had 
kindled  botii  when  last  I  had  marched  to  India,  through  the 
deep  resounding  arch  of  the  old  Picquet  House,  and  imder  the 
guns  of  the  great  Spur  Battery. 

"  Seven  miles  of  dusty  road  brought  us  to  Gravesend,  where 
the  Rangoon  lay.  a  stately  ship  of  eighteen  hundred  tons,  hove 
short  on  her  cable,  with  blue-peter  flying  at  the  foremast-head. 
All  was  confusion  on  board,  for  she  was  a  great  East  Indiaman 
of  the  old  school,  built  alike  for  war  and  traffic,  carrying  twenty 
eighteen-pounders,  and  eight  thirty-twos  on  her  mam  and  lower 
dsclM.  Everybody  was  bustling  about,  and  the  ship  was  a 
veritable  Babel.  Cuddy  stores,  with  fresh  and  salt  provisions, 
were  being  hoisted  in  from  lighters  on  one  side ;  rusty  shot  and 
shell,  as  ballast,  from  a  Woolwich  tender,  on  the  other.  Casks 
and  cases  encumbered  all  the  decks  ;  paint,  tar,  beer,  tobacco, 
gin,  and  bilge-water,  loaded  the  atmosphere  above  and  below; 
a  drizzling  rain  was  falling,  and  a  thick  white  mist  enveloped 
all  the  low  flat  shore ;  the  brick  bastions,  the  curtain  and  fosse 
of  Tilbury,  which  is  a  fort  as  Dutch  in  aspect  as  in  character, 
since  its  chief  strength  lies,  not  in  defending  itself  by  fire,  but 
in  being  able  to  lay  the  surrounding  district  under  water, 

"  More  than  a  hundred  women,  sailors'  wives  and  sweethearts, 
were  sent  noisily  ashore.  Our  men  were  *  told  off'  to  their 
berths  speedily,  and  amid  the  noise  and  bustle,  the  voice  of 
Isabel,  her  face  and  the  baby's  came  ever  and  anon  as  in  a 
dream  before  me ;  and  with  something  of  a  sickened  heart,  I 
entered  the  great  cabin. 

" '  Bravo,  Singleton  !  How  goes  it.  old  fellow  V  cried  a 
familiar  voice,  and  from  amid  a  crowd  of  officers  who  were 
lounging  and  lunching  about  the  table,  some  sitting,  some 
standing,  and  all  laughing  and  chatting  gaily.  Doctor  Kivers- 
dale  in  his  blue  undress  uniform,  with  sword  and  black  belt  on, 
came  forward  to  greet  me.  *So  you  are  going  out  in  the 
Rangoon^  eh !' 

**  ^  Yes,  with  two  hundred  men  from  the  dep6t.    Are  you  H 

" '  Bound  for  Bombay  I  am,  to  be  stationed  there  on  the  staff. 
But—but  1  don't  see  Mrs.  Singleton  with  you.' 
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•*  I  then  explained,  and  my  voice  faltered  as  I  spoke  of  her, 
that  her  health  did  not,  as  yet,  permit  her  to  accompany  me  tc 
India.  I  know  not  now  the  words  of  Kiversdale's  reply  ;  but 
the  spirit  of  it  impressed  me  with  the  idea  that  her  absence 
proved  rather  a  relief  to  him.  To  avoid  talking  of  Isabel,  even 
to  my  late  rival  was  impossible.  He  seemed  to  like  the  theme, 
and  x>erhaps  felt  a  grim  satisfaction  in  the  idea  that  she  and  I 
were  to  be  separated  for  a  time. 

*'  The  voyage  passed  over  pleasantly  enough.  At  St.  Helena, 
at  the  Cape,  and  with  several  homeward-bound  ships,  we  left 
letters  for  those  we  had  left  behind  us — those  we  loved,  and 
hoped,  if  spared  by  war  and  disease,  to  meet  again.  And  the 
month  of  December  saw  us  with  our  various  regiments  in  the 
army  of  Sir  Hugh  Gough,  advancing  from  Agra  against  the 
Mahrattas  engaged  in  that  war,  which  was  incident  to  the 
quarrel  about  the  occupation  of  Cutch,  all  of  which,  however,  has 
nothing  to  do  with  my  story,  save  that  I  was  a  unit  in  the  army 
destined  to  annex  the  principality  of  ^cinde  to  the  Britisn 
Crown.  ^ 

"On  the  29th  of  December  we  crossed  the  Chumbal  (a 
river  which  flows  through  Central  India,  from  the  Vendhya 
mountains  to  the  Jumna)  without  loss  or  much  trouble,  and 
had  just  halted  and  piled  arms  to  have  a  little  tiffin,  when 
the  mails  from  Europe  overtook  us,  and  I  got  a  letter  from 
Isabel,  the  first  I  had  received  since  leaving  her  and  home,  an 
event  that  seemed  now  to  have  happened  ages  ago. 

"  She  was  getting  slowly  better,  and  hoped  to  rejoin  me  soon 
— at  least,  to  be  in  Bombay,  awaiting  the  conclusion  of  the  war 
in  Scinde.  My  eyes  suffused  painfully,  and  my  heart  beat 
wildly,  as  I  read  on ;  for  though  petty  and  trivial  to  others, 
situated  as  I  was  then,  all  that  followed  was  dear  indeed  to  me, 
for  it  was  about  our  little  Guy  Conyers.  He  was  growing  such 
a  baby,  such  a  love  as  never  was  seen  or  heard  of  since  babies 
were  first  invented  1  His  nose  was  fast  resembling  mine  (I  remem- 
bered it  a  most  unpromising  button),  and  he  had  such  a  jjretty 
pouting  mouth,  just  like  Katie's ;  his  eyes  were  already  noticing, 
and  often  smiled  from  his  berceaunette  at  things  other  people 
couldn't  see  ;  but  they  were  such  eyes  !  How  he  crowed  and 
laughed,  and  bit  the  nurse's  finger  with  his  toothless  gums j  and 
womd  persist  in  kicking  off  the  woollen  bootikins  Aunt  Katie 
had  kmtted  for  him,  and  his  little  pink  feet  seemed  more  com- 
fortable without  them ! 

"  How  I  devoured  all  this.  I  who  once  upon  a  time  thought 
all  babies  most  stupidly  alike,  deuced  bores  and  nuisances,  to 
be  avoided  and  shunned  in  all  trains  and  steamers.  And  so 
while  I  read  on,  the  picture  of  Isabel,  with  her  dov/ncast  eyes 
and  long  lashes,  turned  to  this  particular  and  most  wonderful 
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baby,  crowing  on  her  knee,  or  nestling  in  her  tender  bosom, 
came  vividly  and  fondly  before  my  mental  eye,  till  I  was  roused 
from  my  dream  of  home  by  the  bugles  sounding  '  fall  in/  and 
the  voice  of  Sir  Hugh's  senior  aide-de-camp  saying  to  the 
Colonel  as  he  rode  past, — 

"  *  The  enemy  are  in  front.  Please  get  the  battalion  formed. 
Her  Majesty's  39th  wiU  commence  the  attack— the  66th  Native 
Infantry  to  support :  stand  to  your  arms  V 

"  I  placed  the  letter  in  my  breast  pocket,  drew  my  sword, 
and,  with  a  sigh,  joined  my  company. 

"  I  need  not  detail  at  any  length  the  battle  of  Maharajpore, 
though  it  proved  a  fatal  field  to  me. 

"  The  British  were  fourteen  thousand  strong,  with  forty  guns; 
but  the  Mahrattas,  a  fierce  and  warlike  race,  trained  to  arms 
from  their  earliest  years,  mustered  twenty-one  thousand,  horse 
and  foot,  with  one  hundred  pieces  of  cannon. 

"  Under  a  terrible  fire,  which,  in  the  end,  killed  and  wounded 
seven  hundred  and  ninety  of  our  ofiicers  and  men,  we  rushed 
upon  them  ;  the  old  39th,  or  Dorsetshire — Primus  in  Indns^  as 
their  colom*s  have  it — ^in  the  van,  and  the  66th  Bengal  Infantry 
supporting  them  well  and  gallantly,  soon  drove  3ie  foe  from 
their  guns,  bayoneting  the  gholandazees  on  every  hand. 

"  Rallying  in  the  village,  the  Mahrattas  again  showed  front, 
and  fought  with  blind  fury.  There  the  Gwalior  troops,  after 
discharging  their  long  matchlocks  right  into  our  faces,  flung 
them  down,  and,  like  the  Scots  Highlanders  of  old,  charged  us 
sword  in  hand,  with  target  up  and  head  stooped  behmd  it 
With  frantic  desperation  they  fell,  like  a  herd  of  wild  tigers, 
upon  our  regiment :  and  the  whole  of  my  company  got  mingled 
with  them  in  a  contused  meUe^  opposing  their  bayonets  or  club- 
bed muskets  to  the  keen  trenchant  blades  of  the  Indians,  who 
were  ultimately  routed,  with  the  loss  of  four  thousand  men,  and 
all  their  beautiful  cannon  save  one^  which  they  carried  off  the 
field,  and  to  which  I  was  fastened  by  a  rope,  a  mutilated  and 
manacled  prisoner  of  war  ! 

**  The  catastrophe  happened  thus : — 

"  Amid  the  terrible  mUee  in  front  of  the  village,  and  just 
when  Major  Stopford  and  Captain  Codrington,  of  the  40th 
Regiment,  fell  before  the  very  muzzles  of  the  Mahratta  cannon, 
the  aspect  of  the  enemy  was  wild  and  imposing,  and  I  shaJI 
never  forget  it  Their  shrill,  mad  yells  mingled  with  the  cheers 
of  the  British,  and  added  to  the  general  roar  of  the  conflict ; 
while  their  flowing  garments  and  turbans  of  every  brilliant 
colour,  scarlet,  yellow,  crimson,  blue,  and  white,  studded  with 
precious  stones  and  embroidered  with  gold,  made  their  6xcited 
masses  seem  gorgeous  as  a  vast  field  of  flowers.  Large  round 
ebielda  covered  with  brass  bosses  protected  their  breasts,  and 
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over  these  we  saw  their  swarthy  faces,  their  shining  eyes,  and 
crooked  sabres,  that  flashed  and  glittered  in  the  sunshine.  Per- 
sonally, they  were  all  powerf  lQ  men,  and  their  strength  and 
activity  were  only  equalled  by  their  recklessness  of  Ufe  and 
ferocity  of  purpose. 

*' '  Save  me  !  save  me,  Singleton,  for  the  love  of  God  !'  cried 
a  voice ;  and  dismounted  with  his  horse  shot  under  him,  his 
bare  head  (for  he  had  lost  his.  cap),  exposed  to  twenty  uplifted 
sabres,  I  saw  Doctor  Kiversdale  lyinjg  among  their  feet ;  and  I 
did  save  him,  by  a  superhuman  effort,  at  the  head  of  twenty 
determined  men.  But  as  we  fell  back,  keeping  our  bayonets  at 
the  charge,  a  volley  of  grape  and  canister  shot,  from  their  last 
and  only  gun,  swept  away  the  twenty  brave  fellows  who 
adhered  to  me.  I  fell  among  the  enemy  alone,  was  cut  down 
by  a  tulwar,  and  dragged  to  the  rear  of  the  village. 

"I  fainted  from  loss  of  blood,  and  on  recovering,  found 
nnrself  many  miles  away  from  the  corpse-strewn  vSlage  of 
Maharajpore,  and  in  the  hands  of  a  Mahratta  chief  and  a  few 
of  his  men,  now  outlaws  and  fugitives  among  the  mountains ; 
for  their  army  had  broken  and  fled,  totally  defeated  and  irre- 
trievably scattered." 


CHAPTER    XXXI. 
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"  My  limbs  were  stiff  and  sore,  for  I  was  still  bound  to  the 
cannon,  which  was  a  nine-pounder  fieldpiece. 

"  The  chief,  Ali  Khan,  whose  whim  it  was  to  keep  me  prisoner 
instead  of  cutting  me  to  pieces,  was  an  outlaw  now*  several 
regiments  of  Gough*s  army,  both  infantry  and  cavalry,  were 
sent  into  the  country  of  the  Mahrattas  at  the  expense  of  the 
Gw;dior  Government,  to  inforce  peace  and  order  ;  so  he,  with 
his  followers,  were  compelled  to  lurk  among  the  mountains  in 
the  north-west  of  Scinde. 

"  There  were  times  when  I  repined  bitterly,  and  thought  that 
but  for  Kiversdale's  presence  in  front  of  the  village,  when  he 
ought  to  have  been  in  the  rear  of  the  attacking  column  looking 
after  the  wounded,  I  should  not  have  made  that  desperate  on- 
slaught to  rescue  him,  and  so  been  takerv  myself ! 

"  Alas !  you  see  that  my  story,  unlike  most  others,  begins 
with  a  happy  marriage  instead  of  ending  with  it,  as  most  novels 
do,  and  all  comedies  at  the  fall  of  the  curtain. 

"  Like  most  if  not  nearly  aU  the  Mahratta  troops,  the  fol- 
lowers of  Ali  Khan  were  cavalry,  hardy  and  ferocious  fellows. 
Their  only  arms  were  swords,  spears,  and  matchlocks,  like  those 
U8e4  iQ  the  wars  of  Cromwell ;  their  only  equipage,  blanket* 
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and  horse-cloths.  With  these  slight  incumbraiiccs  they  easily 
rode  fifty  miles  a  day,  feeding  their  horses  on  whatever  they 
would  eat ;  whether  it  was  the  ripe  corn  growing  in  the  fields 
ur  the  dry  thatched  roofs  of  a  village,  was  all  the  same  to  the 
Mahrattas  of  Ali  Khan,  who  was  a  stern  and  unyielding  warrior, 
vain  of  real  or  supposed  descent  from  Sevajee,  the  founder  of 
the  old  Mahratta  empire. 

"  En  route  he  carried  off  several  children,  and  I  now  learned 
for  the  first  time  that  his  people  were  fond  of  possessing  slaves, 
and  hence  their  capture  ot  me. 

"  Over  miles  upon  miles  of  a  flat  country  covered  with  wild 
bushes,  and  many  more  of  desert  sand,  they  fled  from  Maha- 
rajporCj  till  we  entered  upon  a  district  studded  by  almost 
impervious  thickets  and  tamarisk  shrubs  which  also  entwine 
their  branches ;  and  beyond  this  desolate  region  we  reachetl 
the  mountains  that  look  down  on  Western  Scinde,  where  they 
halted,  encamped,  and  lurked  for  several  weeks  to  rest  and  heal 
their  wounds,  subsisting  the  while  by  forays  and  the  plunder 
they  carried  off  in  their  march.  Sometimes  Ali  Khan  made 
the  neighbourhood  too  hot  to  hold  him  ;  and  then,  by  a  swift 
movement,  he  would  favour  other  regions,  perhaps  in  Beloo- 
chistan,  with  a  short  residence ;  but  he  generally  preferred  to 
hover  in  the  hills  to  the  north  of  Tattah,  which  are  barren  and 
totally  iminhabited,  so  that  we  were  often  compelled  to  plunder 
for  food,  almost  to  the  gates  of  Brahminaoad,  its  ancient 
capital. 

"  Chained  to  that  accursed  giyi,  my  sole  sleeping-place  being 
between  its  wheels  at  night,  exposed  to  the  dews  with  only  a 
horse-rug  to  cover  me  (while  the  Mahrattas  lived  in  tents), 
exposed  to  the  risk  of  being  helplessly  strangled  by  Thugs, 
devoured  by  tigers  or  jackals,  or  being  bitten  by  serpents  such 
as  the  terrible  Braminee  cobra,  stung  by  insects  all  day,  and 
having  the  disgusting  green  bugs  among  my  matted  locks  and 
beard  by  nirfit — chained  to  the  gun,  I  say,  like  Ixion  on  his 
wheel  in  the  Infernal  Kegians,  I  thought — oh,  how  deeply  and 
desperately — of  her  I  loved,  of  my  home,  of  free  and  pleasant 
England,  far,  far  away ;  of  Stoketon  Moat  and  Cheshire  with 
all  its  shadv  woods,  its  lakes  and  meres  ;  its  parks  of  emerald 
green,  its  shady  lanes  and  hedgerows ;  of  tne  broad  Mersey 
winding  to  the  sea ;  of  budding  spring  and  glorious  summer, 
brown  autiimn,  with  its  golden  harvest  fields  and  crisp  foliage, 
and  jolly  winter,  with  its  snow  on  hill  and  wold,  its  green  bays 
and  scarlet  berries  in  church-porch  and  in  halL 

••  Changes  like  these  I  had  none ! 

"  It  was  a  period  of  horror,  weariness,  and  despair— a  despair 
that  was  black  and  hopeless,  and  daily,  with  a  sickened  heart, 
I  surveyed  the  arid  plains  on  one  hand  and  the  barren  moon* 
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tains  of  Tattali  on  the  other,  hoping  against  hope  for  some 
rescue  or  relief,  and  in  this  slavery  more  than  a  year  passed 
away,  without  an  event  save  an  occasional  buffalo  hunt,  when 
hides  were  wanted  for  shields  or  harness,  (as  the  Mahrattas 
cared  not  for  the  beef),  or  an  occasional  kutha,  a  popular 
/imusement  of  the  tribe,  when  recitations  and  songs  are  given 
by  professional  musicians  or  story-tellers ;  and  frequently  I 
heard  them  sing  of  the  battle  of  Maharaipore,  and  how  the 
great  Sahib-log,  EUenborough  Bahadour,  had  been  amid  the 
thickest  of  the  conflict,  mounted  on  a  snow-white  elephant,  in 
the  howdali  of  which  I  had  certainly  seen  his  lordship  freely 
exposing  himself  to  the  risk  of  shot  and  shell. 

"  My  sabre  wound  had  been  allowed  to  heal  as  Nature  chose, 
and  after  hemorrhage  ceased  it  closed  rapidly ;  but  unluckily 
for  myself,  by  the  skilful  and  tender  manner  in  which  I  bound 
up  a  bayonet-stab  received  by  Ali  Khan,  the  Mahrattas  con- 
ceived that  I  was  a  doctor,  and  hence  kept  me  closely  secured 
to  the  gun.  to  frustrate  any  attempt  to  escape. 

"  Isabel  s  letter  was  found  upon  my  person,  and  conceived  to 
be  some  great  medical  secret-  the  ink  lines  were  carefully 
washed  off  thepaper^  and  the  dilution  swallowed  on  speculation 
by  AH  Elhan  and  his  favourite  wife  ;  but  I  had  many  cures  to 
perform,  many  cuts  and  stabs  and  bullet-holes  to  probe  and 
patch  and  bind,  with  the  terror  of  death  hanging  over  me  if  I 
isdled,  or  a  patient  fevered  or  died ;  but  luckujr  for  me  the 
Mahrattas  were  all  Hindus,  extremely  temperate  in  what  they 
ate  or  drank,  so  I  was  pretty  successful  in  my  practice,  and 
earned  the  goodwill  of  all,  particularly  that  of  the  women  of 
the  tribe,  who  were  as  hardy  and  as  muscular  as  the  men,  and 
regularly  shared  every  labour  with  them  save  that  of  fighting ; 
but  it  was  long  before  I  succeeded  in  convincing  them  that  I 
was  not  a  doctor,  and  by  that  time  I  was  so  weary  of  existence, 
as  to  care  little  whether  they  shot  me,  to  save  further  feeding 
or  trouble. 

"  Released  but  at  rare  intervals,  and  even  then  always  closely 
watched,  I  had  been^ve  years  chained  to  the  gun,  when  it  was 
abandoned  in  a  deep  nullaJi  as  a  useless  incumbrance.  I  was 
then  worn  to  bone  and  brawn ;  but  I  had  lost  all  heart  and  hope. 
Heaven  knows  how  I  had  been  fed,  for  I  had  been  treated  often 
like  a  dog — a  creature  of  the  lowest  caste. 

"  Offers  of  ransom  I  had  often  made  in  vain ;  and  chance  of 
rescue  I  had  none.  Neither  had  I  any  prospect  of  escape.  I 
was  without  horse,  or  arms,  or  money,  or  even  a  knowledge  of 
where  I  was,  so  devious  had  been  our  wanderings ;  and  at  times 
I  could  not  say  with  certainty  whether  we  were  on  the  confines 
of  Beloochistan,  or  among  the  mountains  of  Kelat. 
**  The  Hindu  religion  admits  of  no  proselytes,  so  I  was  never 
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troubled  with  any  attempts  to  convert  me ;  the  institutes  of 
Menou,  compiled  1200  B.C.,  had  quite  settled  all  that,  so  that 
I  was  safer  than  in  the  hands  of  Mohammedans;  who  might 
have  compelled  me  to  choose  between  the  turban  and  the 
bowstring. 

"  And  so  a  sixth  year  passed  away  I 

"  Was  my  Isabel  living  or  dead  ?  Had  she  perished  of  a 
broken  heart  1  I  tried  to  remember  of  a  widow  tnat  had  done 
so,  but  failed.  Was  our  little  child  living  now  1  If  so  he  should 
be  verging  on  seven  years  old.  Seven  years  old— oh,  my  God ! 
I  would  press  my  hands  over  my  eyes  and  strive  to  portray 
him,  for  1  knew  that  the  child  must  grow,  and  change  with  his 
growth ;  but  I  could  only  picture  him  as  I  had  seen  him  last, 
nestling  in  his  mother's  bosom. 

**  Then  I  would  think  with  a  shudder,  Alas  !  how  long  may 
he  have  been  in  his  little  grave  ? 

**  Ever  present  were  such  thoughts  as  these  ;  of  Isabel  and 
the  baby  in  *the  woollen  bootikins  which  had  been  worked  for 
it,  as  her  last  and  only  letter  told,  by  Katie— little  Katie,  whom 
I  remembered  with  her  masses  of  golden  hair;  the  rippling 
locks  of  which  would  neither  keep  in  knot  or  net,  but  hung 
like  an  aureole,  a  shining  glory  round  her  smiling  face. 

**  Kate  would  be  f  our-and-twenty  now,  and  most  likely  herself 
a  mother. 

"  1  knew  that  I  must  long,  long  since  have  been  gazetted  out 
of  the  service ;  numbered  with  the  lost,  the  missing,  or  the 
dead;  that  another  must  have  filled  my  rank  and  place  in 
the  regiment,  where  by  that  time  my  very  name  must  be 
-forgotten ! 

**  And  so  I  grieved  at  the  thought  of  these  things,  till  my 
heart  grew  sick  with  sorrow  and  grieving.  Oh,  how  true  it  is, 
that  'the  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitterness,  and  a  stranger 
intermeddleth  not  with  its  joys.' 

"  Times  there  were  when  I  longed  for  death,  for,  as  Dryden 
says  in  his  *Don  Sebastian,'  I  felt  keenly  but  bitterly  that 
*  Death  is  to  man  in  misery,  a  sleep/  but  in  that  sleep,  I  should 
have  no  dreams  of  Isabel  or  home. 

"  One  day— I  shall  never,  never  forget  it — ^these,  and  such 
sad  and  bitter  thoughts  as  these,  were  maddening  me  while  I 
was  grooming  the  horses  of  Ali  Khan,  beautiful  animals  of 
the  Candahar  and  Thibet  breeds,  and  when  my  task  was  over 
I  sat  down  beside  a  tamarisk  tree,  and  actually  gave  way  to 
tears.  We  were  then  encamped,  as  I  knew,  not  far  from  the 
Indus,  in  a  place  where  a  grove  of  peepul  trees  grew  round  a 
little  lake  beside  a  Hindu  temple  of  white  marble,  the  bronze 
idols  in  which  the  Mahratta  women  were  wont  to  fan  for  houra^ 
after  smearing  them  with  ointments,  butter,  and  ghee. 
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*•  *The  Sahib-log  (white  gentleman)  is  always  sad !'  said  a 
voice  close  by  me ;  and  on  looking  up  1  saw  Ali  Khan,  with 
his  shield  of  buffalo  hide  slung  on  his  back,  and  leaning  on 
his  Kelat  spear,  while  his  dark  gleaming  eyes  observed  me 
with  something  of  wonder  and  much  of  contempt. 

"  *I  have  thoughts,  O  Khan,  that  make  me  sad,'  said  I,  rising 
and  crossing  my  hands  upon  my  breast. 

"  *  Are  you  not  kindly  used  among  us  V  he  asked. 
"  *  I  have  certainly  eaten  your  salt  and  bread ;  but  both  have 
been  watered  by  the  tears  of  misery.' 
*-*Whyr 

"  '  I  have  a  wife  and  child ^ 

"  *  I  have  several  wives  and  children  too  ;  yet  were  I  a 
captive,  would  they  cost  me  a  tear  ?  No.  I  am  a  man  !  Go 
— our  lives  are  in  the  hands  of  Bramah — our  doom  in  the 
hands  of  Kali — even  yours,  a  creature  without  caste  or  future.' 
"  And  turning  away  with  stolidity  and  scorn,  he  mounted 
the  horse  I  had  just  saddled  for  him,  and  with  his  long  tasselled 
spear  in  his  hand,  rode  off  on  a  scouting  expedition — ^for  the 
appearance  of  some  Bombay  cavalry  m  our  vicinity  had 
rendered  him  somewhat  uneasy. 

"He  had  scarcely  left  me,  when  I  heard  some  shrill  cries 
from  the  women  of  his  followers  who  were  dipping  and  bleach- 
ing their  linen  dresses  in  the  little  lake  beside  the  peepul 
grove.  A  child  had  fallen  into  it  from  a  rock  where  he  had 
been  gathering  flowers ;  it  was  the  deepest  part  of  the  lake, 
and  the  little  creature  rose  twice  and  sunk  again  before  I 
stirred  myself. 

"  '  What  is  it  to  me*?'  thought  I  bitterly  ;  '  woula  that  every 
Mahratta  in  the  land  were  in  the  same  perilous  predicament.' 

"  A  third  time  the  boy  rose  and  wildly  threw  up  his  little 
brown  hands  and  arms,  while  his  half-shriek  came  over  the 
water  as  he  vanished  again.  At  that  moment  a  thought  of  my 
own  child  flashed  upon  my  mind,  and  plunging  in,  I  dived 
successfully,  saved  and  brought  the  little  Mahratta  cub  to  dry 
land ;  but  barely  in  time,  for  some  hours  elapsed  before  I 
succeeded  in  perfectly  restoring  him  to  life  and  consciousness, 
and  ere  I  became  aware  that  it  was  Sevajee,  the  favourite 
child  of  Ali  Khan,  I  had  rescued  from  a  watery  grave ! 

"With  all  his  assumed  stolidity  and  apparent  sternness  of 
heart,  the  Mahratta  chief  was  melted  towards  me  now,  and  in 
a  burst  of  gratitude  he  gave  me  my  liberty ! 

"  *  Go,'  said  he ;  *here  are  a  swift  horse,  good  arms,  my  own, 
and  a  bag  of  rupees.  You  are  free  to  join  your  people.  Thirty 
miles  from  this,  near  a  temple  of  Seva,  on  the  left  oank  of  the 
Indus,  you  will  find  them,    Gto — and  Brahma,  Kali  and  Vishnu 
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be  your  guides,  and  may  tlieir  anas  overshadow  you,  even  as 
those  of  the  blessed  banian  tree  overshadow  the  earth  T 

"  This  was  the  best  and  holiest  wish,  a  Hindu  could  give  me, 
as  they  pay  divine  honours  to  this  enormous  tree. 

"  You  may  imagine  that  I  was  not  long  in  availing  myself  of 
the  permission  so  suddenly  given. 

"  Like  one  in  a  dream,  one  who  had  suddenly  shaken  off  a 
long  nightmare  that  has  been  protracted  to  the  verge  of  mad- 
ness, I  rode  all  that  afternoon  at  a  breathless  pace,  not  without 
fears  that  Ali  Khan  might  change  his  mind,  or  my  horse,  arms, 
and  rupees  should  excite  the  cupidity  of  some  of  his  people 
who  might  follow  me  ;  and  ere  nightfall  I  found  myself  in 
a  little  Hying  camp  formed  by  a  battalion  of  the  Queen  s 
troops  (the  '  old  Springers'),  and  a  squadron  of  the  1st  Bombay 
Lancers,  whose  French  grey  uniforms,  faced  with  white,  I 
hailed  with  a  shout  of  joy  as  I  rode  towards  their  videttes. 

"  On  that  day  I  had  been  exactly  six  years  and  four  months 
a  prisoner ! 

"On  hearing  my  story,  the  officers  treated  me  with  every 
kindness  and  commiseration,  and  while  the  Lancers  departed 
on  a  vain  search  for  Ali  Khan  and  his  people,  no  time  was  lost 
in  having  me  transmitted  to  Bombay. 

"I  had  been  returned  among  ike  killed  at  the  battle  of 
Maharaipore,  and  so  circumstantial  were  the  details  of  my 
having  been  cut  down  and  dreadfully  mangled  by  the  Mahratta 
swordsmen,  that  I  had  some. trouble  in  proving  my  own 
identity. 

"The  years  of  my  captivity  had  seen  many  changes,  and 
thus  I,  who  had  gone  out  by  the  Rangoon,  Indiaman,  round 
the  Cape,  and  up  the  Arabian  Sea.  came  home  by  the  overland 
route,  wnich  was  just  being  got  into  working  order,  but  we 
crossed  the  desert  with  a  caravan.  So  eager  was  I,  that  the  six 
weeks  of  the  homeward  journey,  with  its  ever-changing  scenes, 
seemed  interminable ;  and  telegraph,  or  Indian  cable,  there 
were  none.  I  reached  London  well  nigh  destitute  ;  but  burning 
with  impatience  for  news  of  Isabel  and  home,  having  counted 
more  than  ever  the  hours  since  I  was  a  free  man. 

"I  attended  the  Commander-in-Chief's  lev^e  at  the  Horse 
Guards,  where  my  weird  and  wild,  or  hunted  aspect,  excited 
considerable  speculation  among  the  fashionably-dressed  loungers 
in  the  ante-room.  He  promised  to  look  after  me  promptly ; 
but  '  the  Liberals  were  m  office,'  as  he  told  me,  with  a  peculiar 
and  inexplicable  smile ;  so  my  back  pay  was  refused  on  the 
plea  that  *  the  country  had  lost  my  services  for  six  years  and 
four  months ;'  my  progressive  rank  also  was  declined,  so  that  I, 
who  had  been  well  up  among  the  subalterns  of  my  own  corps 
at  the  battle  of  Maharajpore,  was  now,  when  gazetted  anew, 
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f laced  at  the  foot  of  twenty-four  lieutenants  of  the  Koyal 
usHeers. 

"  My  wife  !  They  could  tell  me  nothing  about  her.  *  Why  V 
I  asked  passionately. 

"  '  Because  my  rank  and  services  did  no*  entitle  her  to  a 
pension  ,  so  I  turned  on  ray  heel  with  mutiny  in  my  heart, 
and  on  my  lips  a  bitter  malison  on  *  the  Liberals '  who  were  in 
oflSce. 

"  On  my  aunt.  Lady  Singleton,  depended  all  my  hopes  now ; 
80  I  set  out  for  Stoketon  by  the  first  train  from  London. 

"  Already  in  the  whirl  of  events  my  past  period  of  love,  and 
my  marriage  with  Isabel  Vane,  had  begun  to  seem  but  a  tiny 
patch  in  the  chequered  web  of  my  existence  ;  but  it  was  a  spot 
so  bright  and  fair,  so  pure  and  happy,  that  I  clung  to  the 
memory  of  it,  as  being  well  worth  ten  times  all  my  other  years 
together. 

"My  heart  and  soul  yearned  for  her,  and  as  the  train  bounded 
along  the  London  and  North- Western  line  my  mind  went  back 
to  the  day  when  we  set  out  from  Stoketon  on  our  joyous 
wedding  trip  to  Wales,  and  the  affectionate  energy  with  which 
she  insisted  we  were  married  *  for  love  and  for  life  !'  Would 
that  gush  of  affection  fill  our  hearts  again  1  or  wa.s  it  one  of 
those  joys  which  have  no  renewal  in  this  world  of  change  1 

"As  I  approached  Stoketon  Moat,  and  saw  the  dear  old 
house  with  its  clustered  chimneys,  its  quaint  oriels  and  deeply- 
muUioned  windows  shining  in  the  sun,  and  half-hidden  by 
dark  green  ivy,  flowering  clematis,  and  fragrant  jasmine,  I 
lifted  my  hat,  and  inspired  by  the  memory  of  all  the  terrors 
and  hardships  I  had  undergone,  exclaimed  in  a  low  voice — 

«  '  My  God— I  thank  Thee  for  this  day  !' 

"  Is  it  blasphemy — oh,  I  hope  not— to  say  that  I  had  little 
perhaps  to  be  thankful  for  in  having  escaped  the  perils  of 
Maharajpore,  and  survived  my  sufferings  among  the  mountains 
of  Tattan  and  Beloochistan  1 

"  The  house  was  occupied  by  strangers,  who  viewed  me  with 
coldness  and  mistrusted  my  appearance  of  agitation. 

" '  Lady  Singleton  had  died  tnree  years  ago — Mr.  Vane's  people 
they  knew  nothing  about — had  never  even  heard  of  them/  I  was 
informed  by  a  sleek  and  well  fed  butler  who  was  about  to 
close  the  door  in  my  face— the  door  of  the  house  that  was  once 
my  home. 

" '  Are  any  of  Dr.  Kiversdale's  family  in  the  neighbourhood  V 
I  inquired  anxiously. 

"  Yea  :  the  doctor  has  resided  at  his  father's  house  since  the 
old  gentleman  died  about  a  year  ago.' 

** '  Thanks,'  said  I,  and  turned  wearily  away,  and  conscious 
that  I  was  a  source  of  vulgar  speculation  to  the  menials  of  the 
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strange  family  now  occupying  what,  as  I  have  said,  was  one© 
my  home,  I  passed  down  the  old  and  well-known  avenue  to 
issue  out  upon  the  highway  that  led  to  Warrington. 
"  Kiversoale,  I  learned  from  the  lodge-keeper,  had  retired 

^  *    ^'         'gh- 


ing  brought  me  to  his  villa,  a  handsome 
new  house,  embosomed  among  some  fine  old  trees. 

"  *  Doctor  Eiversdale  is  always  visiting  hh  patients  at  this 
hour,'  the  servant  informed  me ;  *  but  Mrs.  Kiversdale  is  at 
home,'  she  added,  ushering  me  into  a  drawing-room,  the  splen- 
dour of  which  seemed  wondrous  to  me  after  my  sojourn  among 
the  sordid  tents  of  Ali  Khan. 

" '  I  have  no  card,'  said  I,  having  omitted  to  provide  myself 
with  such  a  luxury,  or  forgotten  all  about  such  trdngs,  '  and  the 
lady  cannot  know  me :  but  say  an  old  brother  officer  of  the 
doctor  is  anxious  to  see  her.' 

" '  Why  did  I  become  a  soldier  V  thought  I^  while  surveying 
the  comforts  of  Kiversdale's  home,  and  seeing  his  children.  I 
had  no  doubt  they  were  his ;  two  boys  and  a  girl,  fair  haired 
little  things^  gambolling  on  the  lawn  in  the  sunshine  ;  and  aU 
the  inclination  for  what  Jean  Paul  Kichter  calls  '  cottage  smoke 
and  sitting-still-comfort'  came  over  me.  Thus  mi^t  mine 
have  been  merry  among  the  Stoketon  woods !  Oh,  the  years  I 
have  lost — years  of  love  and  joy  with  Isabel ! 

"  Escaping  from  her  brothers,  the  little  girl  toddled  through 
the  drawmg-room  window,  which  opened  in  the  French  fashion 
down  to  the  floor  ;  and  then  impelled,  I  know  not  by  what 
secret  impulse,  I  drew  her  towards  me  and  kissed  her  so  ten- 
derly on  the  forehead,  that  she  shrank  back  abashed  and  eyed 
me  dubiously,  for  I  was  tanned  to  almost  negro  blackness,  nad 
a  bushy  beard,  together  with  what  must  havti  seemed  to  her 
the  eyes  of  an  ogre — the  eyes  of  one  who  for  hilly  seven  years, 
had  been  daily  face  to  face  with  Death  ! 

**  Just  as  the  poor  child  shrunk  from  me,  the  drawing-room 
door  opened,  and  there  entered  a  lady  who  bowed  with  a  well 
bred  smile  of  inquiry  and  paused,  surveying  me  earnestly. 

"  Though  more  matronly  in  form,  and  a  trifle  rounder  per- 
haps, her  face  was  still  that  of  Isabel,  the  girl  I  had  left  behind 
me.  Womanly  and  thoughtful,  her  eyes  were  as  sparkling  and 
inquiring  as  01  old,  but  animated  by  wonder  now  and  inex- 
pressible tenderness  (for  my  aspect  seemed  so  war-worn),  till 
suddenly  tears  and  terror  filled  them  as  they  gazed  into  mine. 
The  mouth,  so  exquisitely  cut,  was  full  and  fine,  till  it  quivered 
and  blanched,  while  the  skin  of  her  delicate  face  was  smooth 
as  the  lining  of  a  white  and  pink  sheU. 

**  *  Isabel  r  I  exclaimed^  and  opened  mv  arms ;  but  shrinking 
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back,  she  uttered  a  wild  ciy  of  anguish  and  despair,  and  sank 
on  a  sofa,  half  fainting,  and  holding  up  her  hands  deprecatingly, 
between  nerseK  and  me.  *  Touch  me  not,'  was  what  her  mute 
gesture  seemed  to  say. 

"  I  then  perceived  that  she  had  two  plain  hoops  upon  her 
weddmg  finger. 

"  I  dared  not  approach,  but  stood  bewildered  as  if  rooted  to 
the  carpet,  for  now  I  saw  it  all — I  saw  it  all ;  and  that  a  great 
and  terrible  grief  was  about  to  come  upon  me  I 

"  She  was  the  wife  of  Eobert  Riversdale  ! 

"  We  stood  apart,  she  shrinking  and  I  doubting.  Oh !  was 
this  the  meeting — this  the  moment — for  which  I  had  longed 
and  yearned,  and  thirsted,  amid  the  protracted  misery  of  the 
years  that  were  past  ?  Gasping,  she  gazed  at  me,  while  she  did 
so,  clutching  wildly  the  cushions  of  the  sofa  ;  and  there  was  an 
expression  of  unutterable  bewilderment,  of  keen  intensity,  in 
her  eyes. 

'* '  Oh,  merciful  Heaven !  Conyers  Singleton,  can  this  be 
you  '^  sne  exclaimed,  in  a  low  voice,  like  a  wail. 

"  There  was  no  embrace  between  us— no  gladness,  but  only 
intolerable  fear  in  both  our  hearts;  we  did  not  even  shake 
hands,  and  she  was  my  wife  ! 

"  *  Oh,  Isabel,  and  is  it  so  ?  while  I,  after  all  those  years  that 
I  have  been  a  prisoner  of  war,  a  hunted  fugitive,  a  wretched 
Christian  slave,  clwined  by  the  leg  to  a  field-piece,  among 
people  whose  faces  and  voices  were  to  me  but  as  those  of  wild 
animals — is  ifr thus  we  meet  and  thus  you  greet  me?'  I  said, 
mournfully.  *  Isabel,  what  weariness  of  the  world  is  in"  my 
heart — speak,  or  I  shall  fall  at  your  feet !' 

"  Indeed,  the  room  seemed  to  whirl  round  me,  and  I  clung 
to  the  marble  mantelpiece  for  support. 

" '  You  seem  to  have  come  bact  as  it  were  from  the  grave  to 
reproach  me ;  yet,  oh,  Conyers  !  I  have  nothing  to  reproach 
myself  with,'  she  replied,  speaking  with  great  difficulty,  while 
she  placed  a  hand  upon  her  heart  as  if  to  stay  its  wild  beating, 
and  a  ghastly  whiteness  blanched  all  her  beautiful  face.  *  The 
misery  of  tms  meeting  is  known  only  to — to  God  and  me.' 

" '  And  you  have  in  my  absence  given  to  another  your  heart, 
your  affection,  which  I  deemed  my  own--/br  life^  you  once  saidi' 

" '  Reproach  me  not ;  all  the  world  told  me  you  were  dead. 
I  read  the  Gazette  myself,  and  but  too  keenly  remember,  even 
at  this  hour,  the  agony  of  that  in  which  I  saw  your  name  as 
among  the  killed.    My  hand,  in  time,  was  given  to  another.' 

"•  To  Riversdale  r 

"*  To  Riversdale;  but  my  heart  never— never.  Oh,  I  shall 
go  mad !'    She  began  to  speak  wildly  and  incoherently,  and 
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then  added,  *In  those  dear  past  days  I  loved  you  and  yon  only 
— oh,  yes,  I  loved  yon  then  so  dearly,  so  truly,  Conyers  !' 

«* And  now,  Isabel!' 

"  *I  love  you  still,  dearest  Conyers,  but  that  love  will  turn 
my  brain.  My  little  child — our  little  child.  Conyers.'  she  added, 
with  moving  pathos  in  her  voice  and  eyes,  was  dead  ;  Lyla  and 
Katie  were  about  to  be  married.  I  had  no  one  to  love,  and  no 
tie  seemed  to  bind  me  to  you,  but  sad,  sad  memory.  Oh,  what 
shall  I  say?  how  explain  myself  1  A  mother— -a  wife,  and  yet 
no  wife !    Eiversdale  loved  me  before  I  saw  you,  Conyers.* 

" '  Nav,  not  before  your  girlhood.' 

"  *  Before  your  return  from  Ghuznee ;  but  that  pleads  nothing, 
/am  aware,  for  I  loved  you  then  and  you  only.' 

"  *  And  since,  Isabel — since  V 

"  *  Alas  !  do  not  question  me— and  yet  you  must' 

"  *  Surely  some  little  explanation  is  due  to  me  !'  said  I,  with 
the  forced  calmness  of  settled  despair.  *  Oh,  that  I  had  never 
returned  from  Ghuznee  or  learned  to  love  you  ;  or  would  to 
God  that  He  had  permitted  me  to  perish  at  Maharajpore  V 

"  I  was  lonely  and  helpless,  Conyers— oh,  so  lonely  and  help- 
less in  my  supposed  widowhood,'  said  she,  making  a  great  effort 
to  speak,  for  voice  and  sense  seemed  alike  to  be  failing  her. 
*  I  respected  the  long-tried  affection  of  Eiversdale,  which  had 
survived  even  my  marriage  with  you.  He  told  me  that  he 
owed  his  life  on  that  fatal  field  to  you.  Oh,  how  I  mourned 
for  you  and  how  I  loved  your  memory  are  known  only  to  myself 
and  One  with  whom  there  can  be  no  secrets,  and  who  knows 
all  things  I  Could  I  help  myself  'i  and  now— noz^^— now,'  she 
exclaimed,  while  casting  her  eyes  despairingly  to  Heaven,  and 
striking  her  hands  together,  'am  I  to  be  torn  from  my  children 
— his  children,  his  and  mine — even  from  the  little  helpless  baby 
in  its  berceaunette  !' 

"  *  Not  by  me,  Isabel,'  said  I,  while  on  my  aching  heart  those 
piercing  words  fell  Hke  drops  of  molten  lead ;  *  not  by  me.  I 
shall  go  forth  again  to  seek  death  more  surely  now,  and  cross 
your  path  no  more.  One  kiss— only  one  kiss — even  he  could 
not  refuse  me  that,  and  then  never  again  shall  we  meet  on  this 
side  of  the  grave.' 

"  We  both  sobbed  bitterly  as  I  took  one  brief  but  passionate 
embrace.  I  laid  her  gently  on  the  sofa  and  rang  the  beU, 
because  she  had  fainted.  Then  I  quitted  the  house  of  Eiversdale 
never  to  enter  it  again ! 

"  To  me  it  seemed  that  I  must  be  in  a  dream  from  which  I 
should  surely  awaken.  The  sun  was  shining  in  all  liie  glory  of 
a  summer  noontide  on  the  green  woodlands  and  greener 
meadows,  but  I  felt  no  w«nnth  in  its  r^3^  Aud  my  teeth 
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diattered  as  I  walked  on,  I  knew  not,  cared  not  whither.  Sc 
ended  this  terrible  meeting — ^this  interview  of  agony. 

**  I  felt  as  one  who  was  enveloped  in  the  horror  of  a  great  and 
sudden  darkness — one  who  had  gone  from  the  world  itself,  into 
the  cold  shadow  of  deatL 

'*  I  have  but  little  more  to  tell  you  now.  Believing  that  I  was 
dead,  mv  aunt,  Lady  Singleton,  on  the  death  of  my  infant  boy. 
bequeathed  all  she  possessed  to  charitable  institutions ;  ana 
I  cared  not  to  dispute  her  will,  for  a  few  months  after  saw  me 
again  in  India,  and  face  to  face  with  the  hard-fighting  Sikhs  at 
(jhillian wallah.  I  strove  hard  to  throw  my  life  away ;  but  it 
seemed  to  be  charmed  now.  I  never  received  a  scratch,  nor  has 
bullet  or  blade  been  near  me  since  the  day  of  Maharajpore. 

"  A  few  weeks  after  our  victory  over  the  Sikhs,  I  read  the 
death  of  Isabel  in  the  Times,  and  then  I  knew  that  my  inter- 
view with  her,  and  the  intolerable  mental  agony  consequent  to 
the  falsehood  of  her  position,  had  destroyed  her?  My  poor 
Isabel  I 

"  We  were  then  on  the  march  for  Goojerat,  and  none  of  my 
comrades  knew  why  in  that  battle,  and  for  many  a  day  long 
after  it,  the  hilt  of  my  sword  was  covered  with  crape — the  only 
mourning  in  which  I  dared  indulge,  for  the  miserable  fate  of  the 
girl  I  had  left  behind  me." 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE  ROUTE  FOR  VARNA. 

Unquestionably  Cyril  was  unhappy  in  his  mind  about  the  new' 
state  of  relations  between  himself  and  Mary  Lennox.  There 
were  times  when  he  thought  that  perhaps  he  had  acted  rashly  in 
yielding  so  suddenly  to  the  dictates  of  jealousy  and  the  angry 
pride  it  engenders.  He  thought,  too,  over  Singleton's  remarkable 
story,  and  remembered  how  he  had  conceived  the  idea  of  a  private 
marriage,  and  had  even  urged  it  upon  Mary — a  measure  by 
which  he  must  have  left  a  young  and  almost  unfriended  bride 
behind  him.  Singleton's  wife  had  wealth,  position,  and  relations 
to  rally  round  her,  yet  her  fate  had  been  a  hapless  one  ;  and 
Cyril,  as  he  reflected  on  the  contingencies  of  war,  felt  somewhat 
consoled,  that  he  and  Mary  were  still  free. 

"  Let  me  think  of  her  no  more — no  more  I"  he  said,  mentally. 
**Ah,  how  true  it  is  that  *  violets  plucked,  the  sweetest 
showers  will  not  make  grow  again.'  And  now  my  flower  of  lovo 
has  been  crushed  in  its  bloom  1" 

Fortunately  for  him,  in  the  short  time  that  intervened  now 
before  the  departure  of  the  regiment,  his  days  were  too  fully 
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occupied  to  leave  him  great  room  for  reflection ;  and  the  toturs 
of  duty  entailed  upon  an  officer  in  such  a  place  as  Chatham,  even 
in  time  of  peace,  are  incessant:  thus,  if  they  engaged,  they  at 
the  same  tmie  bored  him  by  tneir  continuous  hard  work  and 
monotonous  routine. 

When  not  on  guard  or  piquet,  and  when  captain  of  the  day^ 
he  had  to  make  incessant  inspections  of  the  barrack-rooms,  to 
see  that  the  iron  beds  were  turned  up  in  the  morning,  and  the 
ventilators  open  ;  also  before  and  after,  and  at  every  meal,  to 
ascertain  that  the  messes  were  in  order,  wholesome,  and 
sufficient.  Then  came  visits  to  the  patients  in  hospital,  the 
prisoners  in  the  cells  and  guard-room,  the  children  in  school, 
for  the  number  of  each  and  all  were  to  be  inserted  in  his  daily 
report.  Then  there  were  courts-martial  and  of  inquiry ;  com- 
mittees of  all  kinds,  mess  and  band  ;  the  expenses  of  the  last 
ball ;  and  baby-linen  for  soldiers'  wives  ;  the  foreign  outfit  for 
his  company  to  be  provided ;  the  settlement  of  women  who  were 
to  sail,  and  those  who  were  to  be  left  behind  (to  starve, 
perhaps) — a  mournful  fate  determined  by  ballot ;  then  came 
squabbles  about  barrack  damages,  broken  glass,  nail  holes,  and 
candle  blisters,  over  which  barrack-sergeants  groaned  and 
quarter-masters  became  furious,  as  they  were  generally  found  in 
the  "  married  corners"  of  the  rooms,  for  in  Cyril's  corps  the 
angles  of  each  apartment  were  still  appropriated  in  the  old 
fashion,  to  the  wedded  couples,  because  experience  had  taught 
Sir  Edward  Elton  that  the  motherlv  and  domestic  care  of  the 
women,  when  thrifty  and  respectable,  added  to  the  comfort  of 
his  men. 

Add  to  all  these,  the  arrangement  of  little  scrapes  into  whicli 
Pomfret,  Jack  Probyn,  and  some  of  his  younger  comrades  had 
fallen  by  "  flying  kites  to  raise  the  wind,"  as  they  phrased  it, 
among  the  Jew  usurers  and  money-lenders,  the  Snylocks  of 
Hammond  Place — fifty  per  cent,  wretches — ^whose  eyes,  unlike 
those  of  poor  Banquo,  were  full  enough  of  "  speculation." 

He  had  to  leave  his  card  on  several  garrison  belles,  who  had 
bloomed,  and  blushed,  and  faded  ;  but  by  the  triumph  of  art 
over  nature,  had  bloomed  and  blushed  again  through  many 
fruitless  seasons,  amid  a  vast  number  of  military  changes,  which 
saw  the  beardless  ensigns  they  danced  with  at  one  period,  come 
back  at  another  as  bronzed  captains  or  majors.  Invitations 
were  showered  upon  him  ;  there  were  even  attempts  made  to 
revive  one  or  two  dead  flirtations— sickly  attempts  indeed, 
for  his  love-wound  was  still  green,  and  his  heart  was  with  the 
solitaiy  girl  at  Lonewoodlee. 

Besides  all  these  little  occupations,  there  were  revolver 
practice  in  the  dry  ditch,  pontooning  at  Rochester  Bridge,  where, 
under  the  shadow  of  the  old  Norman  Castle  of  the  Bishop  of 
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Bayenx,  the  Med  way  runs  so  fast,  that  it  sometimes  swept  away 
a  me  or  two  ;  and  escalading  with  storming  ladders  about  day* 
break  at  the  walls  of  the  Spur  Battery,  a  dangerous  style  of 
practice,  too,  when  the  bayonets  of  ones  mimic  forlorn hopeare^ 
unpleasantly  close  behind-  As  a  finale,  he  had  to  get  his  own^ 
Crimean  outfit,  for  which  Sir  John  enclosed  him  an  ample 
cheque  :  to  wit,  gutta-percha  jack  boots,  waterproof  cloak  and 
cape,  camp  bed,  ground  sheets,  and  blankets  ;  a  canteen  for  two 
X>ersons ;  lantern,  basin,  and  bucket ;  bullock  trunks  and  slings, 
and  much  more  lumber,  all  of  which  he  got  for  the  small 
8um  of  eighty  guineas,  "  dog  sheep,"  from  a  Jew  contractor  ;  so 
one  way  or  another,  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  Captain 
Wedderbum's  hands  were  pretty  full,  and  that  his  sword  could 
be  seldom  from  his  side. 

Thus  the  days  were  got  rapidly  through ;  but  in  the  morning 
when  he  awoke,  like  a  iiood  of  gloom,  his  hopeless  quarrel  with 
Mary — his  Mary,  once  so  loved  and  petted— rushed  upon  him, 
and  despite  the  bustle  around,  for  many  an  hour  his  eyes  and 
heart  were  far  away  at  Willowdean  and  Lonewoodlee  ;  and  a 
fair  face  he  had  last  seen  there — Mary,  tearful,  trembling,  and 
pale  in  her  muslhi  dress,  with  her  delicate  neck  and  adorable 
arms — haunted  him. 

Tom  by  conflicting  emotions  and  unstable  in  purpose,  he  had 
come  to  the  merciful  resolution  of  writing  to  her,  when  a  letter 
was  placed  in  his  hand  by  the  drum-major,  who  acted  as  regi- 
mental postman. 

It  was  from  his  mother.  Lady  Wedderburn ;  and  after  a 
great  deal  of  verbosity  about  Gwenny — to  the  effect  of  how 
much  and  how  often  she  spoke  of  him;  how  sad  she  had  looked 
since  his  departure ;  a  wish  that  Horace  was  safe  with  the 
Dei>ot  {why^  she  did  not  add),  which  she  hoped  would  be 
stationed  in  Euffland  and  not  in  Scotland — she  mentioned  Mary 
Lennox,  and  as  he  read  on,  Cyril  felt  the  blood  rushing  to  his 
temples. 

"As  for  that  unfortunate  girl  at  Lonewoodlee,  the  popular 
verdict,  I  regret  to  say,  is  still  against  her.  Your  father  alone 
talks  in  an  extenuating  manner,  but  then  we  all  know  that  he 
is  so  exceedingly  simple  !  I  am  so  glad  that  you  are  beyond 
her  dangerous  influence  now,  dearest  Cyril.  Only  think  of 
what  would  have  been  your  fate — ^your  future,  if  you  had  been 
lured  into  an  engagement  with  one  whom  society  could  not 
have  received  after  what  has  occurred." 

He  crushed  the  cruel  letter  up,  but  after  a  time  smoothed  it 
out  and  read  on. 

**  I  hope  my  darling  boy  is  now  happy  in  his  mind,  and  quite 
cored  01  his  absurd  local  fancy ;  for  Mrs.  M'Guffog,  the  mmis- 
ter's  wife,  told  me  that  she  has  heard  on  all  hands  the  rumour 
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confinned,  that  the  visit  to  Chesterhaugh,  of  which  we  know, 
and  which  caused  you  such  suffering  and  annoyance,  was  too 
probably  not  the  only  one." 

Cyril  placed  his  mother's  letter  in  his  desk,  which  he  locked, 
and  buckling  on  his  sword  with  a  vicious  jerk,  set  forth  to 
attend  to  his  duties,  so  there  was  no  letter  written  to  poor  Mary- 
Lennox. 

The  mess,  the  great  solace  of  barrack-life,  was  now  broken 
up  completely ;  the  splendid  epergnes.  trophies,  and  plate, 
either  packed  or  "  handed  over  "  to  the  I)ep6t ;  and  Cyril  hailed 
with  satisfaction  the  dawn  of  the  day  that  was  to  see  the  Royal 
Fusileers  off  to  share  in  the  coming  perils  and  glories  of  the 
Eastern  War ;  and  every  heart  in  their  ranks  beat  iiigh,  save 
those,  perhaps,  who  were  leaving  hearts  that  were  swollen  with 
sorrow  behind. 

The  notes  of  the  reveille^  now  low,  now  high  and  swelling, 
with  the  drowsy,  softened  roll  of  the  drums,  rang  through  the 
square  and  echoing  streets  of  the  great  barrack  just  as  the  grey 
dawn  stole  in.  It  is  an  air  sweet  and  mournful  in  its  cadence, 
and  is  known  in  the  service  traditionally  as  the  Scottish 
Reveille,  with  which  the  English  was  originally  played  alter- 
nately ;  and  ere  the  last  soft  notes  of  it  nad  died  away,  Cyril 
heard  the  pealing  bugles  of  his  own  regiment  sounding  loudly 
and  high  the  "  turn  out." 

The  brief,  restless,  and  half-sleepless  night  passed  away,  and 
ere  long,  belted  and  accoutred,  he  yawned  and  shivered  in  the 
cool  atmosphere  of  that  spacious  and  roughly-graveUed  barrack 
square,  where,  since  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  so  many- 
hundred  thousand  men  have  been  drilled  and  sent  forth  to  all 
parts  of  the  world  ;  for  Chatham  is  our  great  military  school — 
"  a  mightv  military  hell,"  Beamish  was  wont  to  term  it 

The  pale  morning  star  was  melting  into  the  amber  sunrise, 
but  the  purple  shadows  yet  lay  deep  along  the  wooded  terrace 
and  the  lower  barracks.  The  voices  of  the  birds  were  heard  as 
they  carolled  merrily  in  the  old  bushes  and  tiny  gardens  before 
the  quarters  of  the  commandant,  the  staff,  and  other  officers, 
when  the  adjutant,  about  half  an  hour  after  daybreak,  began  to 
form  the  regiment,  which  was  in  heavy  marching  order,  in  open 
column  of  companies. 

The  colours^  Dome  by  Pomfret  and  another  subaltern,  were 
Ai  their  oilskm  cases  ;  the  officers  and  men  wore  white  canvas 
haversacks ;  but  Bingham  and  a  few  of  the  former  affected 
smart  courier  bags.  The  Fusileers  were  in  complete  order  for 
-service  in  the  field ;  their  blankets  rolled  on  the  top  of  their 
knapsacks ;  their  great  coats  folded ;  their  canteens  and  camp- 
kettles  strapped  on ;  thus  their  aspect  was  such  as  no  soldiers 
had  been  in  Chatham  Barracks  since  Bonapartelanded  from  Elba, 
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A  few  of  the  Fusileera  had  been  late  of  coming  into  barracks 
over-night ;  others  had  undoubtedly  cot  groggy  at  the  rural 
tavern  known  as  the  Hook  and  Hatchet,  or  other  places  ;  but 
not  a  man  was  absent  on  this  auspicious  morning,  though  some 
were  noisy  and  jocular. 

**  Answer  to  your  name,  sir !"  cried  Beamish  to  one  of  his 
men  as  the  roll  was  called. 

"Faith,  but  ifs  blisterin'  dry  my  tongue  is  this  morning, 
Captain  dear." 
"  Dry,  after  all  you  drank  last  night,  Barney  f ' 
"  Faith,  if  I  had  drunk  more,  may  be  I  wouldn't  have  been 
80  thirsty  this  blessed  morning." 

"  Silence  1"  This  was  the  sole  rebuke  for  Barney's  chatter, 
which  on  any  other  occasion  would  have  secured  him  a  sojourn 
in  the  guard-house. 

Mounted  on  his  fine  black  horse  Vidette,  Sir  Edward  Elton 
was  in  front  of  the  Hne,  conning  over  the  route^  an  official 
document,  which  stated  that  it  was  "  Her  Majesty's  will  and 
pleasure,"  that  he  was  to  proceed  to  Chatham,  with  thirty-five 
officers,  forty-seven  sergeants  and  drummers,  and  eight  hundred 
and  twenty-eight  rank  and  file  of  the  Royal  Fusileers,  to  South- 
ampton, "  there  to  embark  for  the  coast  of  Bulgaria,  on  board 
of  such  tonnage  as  may  be  provided,"  for  so  the  formula  ran. 

The  officers  were  around  him  in  a  group,  and  all  were  chat- 
ting gaily. 

"So  we  are  bound  for  Bulgaria  •  but  wherever  that  may 
be,  the  devil  a  bit  of  me  knows, '  said  Beamish,  whose  whiskers 
were-  so  black  that  they  seemed  a  mere  continuation  of  his 
bearskin  cap ;  "  and  there  is  small  honour  in  being  a  traveller 
now,  when  all  the  world  is  rushing  about  by  steam  and  rail, 
and  fellows  go  to  pot  tigers  in  Bengal  and  lions  in  Africa, 
when  their  fathers  were  content  to  look  after  snipe  in  an  Irish 
bog,  or  grouse  in  the  Highlands.'' 

'^Good  morning,  Wedderburn,"  said  Sir  Edward,  as  Cyril 
saluted  >iiTn  and  presented  his  hand ;  "  whatever  it  may  be  at 
Southampton,  here  the  wind  is  fair  for  running  down  the  Chan- 
nel We  don't  go  by  steamer  I  find,"  he  added,  pointing  to  the 
great  vane  on  the  barrack-roof — an  iron  rifleman,  the  size  of 
Bfe,  who  has  levelled  his  weapon  in  the  wind's  eye  ever  since 
the  days  of  Waterloo. 

"Well,  Bingham,"  said  one,  "have  you  had  a  tender  leave- 
taking  before  breaHast  T 

"  Breakfast !"  repeated  the  other,  twirling  the  tassels  of  his 
sash;  "who  could  make  one  at  this  inhuman  hour?  I  have 
had  a  dose  of  brandy-and-seltzer." 

"A  bad  beginning,"  said  Beamish.  "I  have  breakfasted  at 
the  mess-house  by  candle-light  (which  made  me  think  it  sup- 
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per),  on  devilled  kidneys,  fried  mackerel,  and  a  jolly  glass  of 
rfauterne,  to  make  a  man  of  me  for  the  day/' 
"  And  what  is  that  huge  flask  slung  over  your  sword-belt,  Pat  1' 
"What  would  it  be,  Wedderbum.  my  bov,  but  'condensed 
sunshine  '—the  best  condensation  I  know  of. ' 
"  Sunshine  r 

"Well — poteen.  Would  you  like  a  docEan  dorroch,  out  of 
it  1  We  can  understand  that,  though  Bingham  and  these  Eng- 
lish fellows  don't,  or  pretend  they  don't." 

The  light-hearted  banter  of  the  majority  contrasted  strongly 
with  the  gravity,  even  unconcealed  sadness,  of  one  or  two  of 
the  married  officers,  particularly  Joyce,  who  but  a  short  time 
before,  hand  in  hand  with  his  wife,  had  lingered  beside  the 
bed  where  their  two  children  lay  fast  asleep  and  nestling  in 
each  other's  arms.  As  he  kissed  them  softly,  the  poor  man's 
tears  had  dropped  upon  their  golden  hair,  ana  then  he  came 
forth  to  take  nis  place  at  the  head  of  his  company ;  but  their 
little  cherub  faces,  though  they  haunted  him  for  many  a  day 
and  night,  amid  the  sufferings  of  our  army  at  Varna,  and  the 
perils  of  the  Crimea,  poor  Joyce  was  fated  never  again  to  see. 

And  now.  gnawing  the  brass  chain  of  his  cap,  he  stood  on 
parade,  tearless,  but  with  his  eyes  bent  wistfully  on  the  window 
of  the  room  wnere  his  children  slept,  and  from  whence  their 
mother  was  watching  him.  He  kissed  his  hand  to  her  and 
even  tried  to  smile,  so  true  it  is,  that  in  the  wealth  of  our 
emotions,  at  times  we  can  give  nothing. 

Many  of  the  married  soldiers  were  in  the  same  predicament, 
and  the  sobbing  of  the  women  became  at  times  painfully  audi- 
ble, as  they  stole  forward  into  the  ranks,  ana  held  up  their 
children  to  be  kissed  by  the  father  who  was  too  probably  leav- 
ing them  for  ever;  for  before  Sebastopol  whole  companies 
perished,  and  were  renewed  but  to  perish  again.  "  Soldiers 
nave  hearts  like  other  men,  and  they  snare  the  lot  of  other  men," 
says  Florence  Marryat.  They  love  and  leave  and  lose  occa- 
sionally, and  occasionally  also  they  have  a  soft  spot  left  wherein 
to  keep  the  memory  of  such  things  ;  for  the  military  profession 
and  a  careless  roving  life,  do  not  necessarily  render  men  dead 
to  human  feeling. 

How  often  do  we  hear  the  contemptuous  or  careless  remark, 
"  he  is  only  a  private  soldier ;"  but,  thank  God  1  our  private 
soldiers  are  generally  made  of  better  stuff  than  those  who  seek 
to  sneer  at  them,  and  no  nobler  or  liner  army  ever  left  the 
British  Isles,  than  that  which  landed  under  Lord  Baglan  on  the 
shore  of  Bulgaria  ;  and  the  letters  that  came  from  its  humblest 
members,  tie  mere  voices  from  the  ranks,  with  which  the  news- 
papers of  the  day  soon  teemed,  formed  a  splendid  example  of 
epistolary  literature,  displaying    inherent   manliness    strong 
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affection  and  fearlessness,  resignation  and  hope ;  high  moral 
and  religions  principles,  together  with  a  singularly  graphic 
power  for  describing  all  they  saw  and  felt. 

"  Gentlemen  and  soldiers  of  the  Koyal  Fusileers,"  cried  Sir 
Edward  Elton,  when  the  officers  had  fallen  in,  and  ne  wheeled 
the  battalion  into  line  ;  "  prior  to  this  we  have  all  been  soldiers 
but  in  name.  Now  the  day  is  coming — nay,  it  has  come — when 
we  shaU  be  soldiers  in  stem  earnest,  with  battles  to  fight  and 
glory  to  gain.  Though  nine  hundred  strong,  we  are  one  in 
heart,  my  lads — one  in  heart,  officers  and  men — and  ready  to 
face  anything.  We  are  of  various  ages— your  captains  and 
field-officers  being  senior  in  years  to  most  of  you.  Half  a 
century  hence,  how  many  of  us  shall  be  alive  ?  A  whole  century, 
and  as  surely  as  the  sun  now  shines  the  grass  will  be  growing 
over  us  all ;  but  the  deeds  we  shall  achieve  must  be  borne  on 
the  pages  of  history  and  live  for  centuries  after  us.  So  com- 
rades, while  shoulder  to  shoulder,  let  us  be  all  as  brothers,  and 
never  forget  that  we  must  be  ready  to  die  with  honour  to  the 
Queen  we  serve,  and  the  country  which  gave  us  birth  I" 

To  this  short,  but  remarkable  address,  the  regiment  responded 
by  loud  cheering,  and  began  its  march  at  the  word  of  command. 

"Flam  off!"  cried  the  tall  Drum-major,  flourishing  his 
splendid  staff  (which  was  surmounted  by  the  Horse  of  Hanover 
in  massive  silver),  and  using  the  old  fashioned  command  now 
almost  forgotten  in  the  service  ;  then  crash  went  the  music  of 
the  brass  band  to  the  air  of  "  The  Girl  I  left  behind  me,"  while 
tiie  deep,  hoarse,  but  hearty  hurrah  that  Englishmen  can  give 
so  well,  burst  from  the  throats  of  the  thousands  of  their  com- 
rades of  other  corps  that  were  soon  to  follow,  and  who  had 
assembled  to  watch  the  departure  of  the  Fusileers.  Cheering 
and  waving  their  caps,  they  followed  into  the  streets  of  Chatham. 

Other  troops,  Infantry,  Artillery,  and  Marines,  were  on  the 
march  that  morning,  and  other  bands  were  heard  to  break  the 
stillness  of  the  ambient  air,  as  their  music  floated  over  the 
level  fields  of  Kent,  scaring  the  lark  and  the  blackbird  in  the 
budding  woodlands. 

Soldiers  always  muster  and  march  merrily,  so  even  the  usually 
grave  faces  of  Singleton  and  Joyce  looked  bright  on  this  event- 
ful morning.  Patrick  Beamish,  who  was  a  "  devil-may-care*' 
sort  of  officer,  and  had  contrived  to  get  several  Irishmen  into 
his  own  companv,  struck  up  the  popular  marching  song,  and 
nearly  eight  himdred  men,  while  waving  their  bearskin  caps  or 
brandishing  their  muskets,  made  the  clear  blue  welkin  ring  to 
the  merry  chorus ; 

"  Thouffli  I  bask  beneath  another's  smile. 
Her  charms  shall  fail  to  bind  me  ; 
For  my  heart  flies  back  to  Erin's  isle. 
And  the  girl  I  left  behind  me.'^'^^,^^^  by  GoOglc 
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How  many  brave  young  hearts  were  bounding  there  with 
wild  and  vague  ambition,  with  the  hope  of  that  which  they 
could  scarcely  have  explained!  There  was,  of  course,  the 
stirring  novelty  of  departure  for  foreign  service,  to  engage  in  a 
great  European  War  after  forty  years  of  peace,  ana  a  glow 
swelled  up  m  every  breast  as  the  cheers,  the  songs,  and  the 
music  loaded  the  morning  air,  reverberating  with  a  thousand 
echoes  in  the  streets  of  the  town  through  which  they  marched. 
Even  Conyers  Singleton,  we  have  said,  seemed  to  feel  this 

Eroud  emotion  keenly — he  who  had  marched  many  a  time  to 
attle,  and  had  heard  given  the  orders  of  the  pre-percussion 
times—"  Gentlemen,  uncase  the  colours — examine  your  flints 
and  priming  f*  and  leaning  with  his  hand  on  his  horse's  flank, 
he  looked  back  with  bright  and  glistering  eyes  on  the  marching 
column,  the  flushed  faces,  the  black  Fusileer  caps,  the  sloped 
arms  and  the  fixed  bayonets  that  flashed  so  keenly  in  the 
sunshine. 

Among  the  women  who  saw  them  march  there  was  no  en- 
thusiasm, but  there  were  commiseration  and  tears  for  all ;  for 
none,  perhaps,  more  than  the  smooth-cheeked  boy  ensigns,  like 
Pomf ret,  in  their  first  red-coats  j  or  the  little  drummers  who 
beat  so  lustily  in  front  of  the  column,  and  the  half  of  whoso 
whole  height,  seemed  a  tall  bearskin  cap. 

By  rail  they  were  soon  swept  away  to  Southampton,  and  that 
evening  saw  them  all  stowed  on  board  the  Victoria  transport 
ship,  and  "told  off"  to  their  berths  •  the  muskets  racked  ;  the 
belts  and  knapsacks  hung  on  their  cleats  ;  the  messes  formed, 
the  quarter-ffuard  on  duty,  and  silence  and  order  prevailing 
through  all  the  crowded  vessel,  the  result  of  disciphne,  strict 
obedience,  and  military  etiquette. 

By  sunset,  the  Victoria  had  been  towed  by  a  steamer  below 
Portsmouth,  where  through  the  evening  haze,  loomed  the  great 
modem  tower  of  the  church  which  forms  a  landmark  from  the 
sea^  the  forest  of  masts,  and  the  long  line  of  ultramural  fortifi- 
cation extending  along  the  beach  to  Southsea  Castle.  Now, 
her  canvas  was  let  fall  and  sheeted  home  ;  the  tow-line  was 
cast  off,  the  last  connecting  link  with  dear  Old  England;  a 
farewell  cheer  was  exchanged  ;  the  steamer  dipped  her  ensign 
thrice,  and  the  great  transport  with  its  human  freight  stood 
upon  her  own  pathway,  with  the  high  lands  of  the  Isle  of 
Wight  upon  her  weather-bow  gleaming  white  and  pale  in  the 
cold  lustre  of  the  clear  star-light ;  but  the  chalky  Culver  Cliffs, 
the  Cove  of  Ventnor  with  all  its  pretty  villas,  and  the  Black- 

fang  Chine,  soon  melted  into  the  midnight  sea  as  the  transport 
ore  down  the  channel  before  a  spanking  breeze. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIIL 

THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY. 

Lady  Wedderburn's  fond  desire  that  Gwenny  shotdd  be 
married  to  Cyril  was  still  uppermost  in  her  mind,  and  ever 
present  in  her  thought  and  day-dreams,  though  Cyril  was  far 
away  and  thinking  now  of  other  things— had,  perhaps,  almost 
forgotten  his  cousin's  existence.  Thus  she  viewed  with  extreme 
impatience  the  intimacy  that  was  ripening  fast  between  her 
wealthy  niece  and  the  penniless  Horace  Ramomie  ;  an  intimacy 
which  led  her  to  fear  tnat  ere  Cyril  could  return  to  Willowdean 
the  love  of  the  beautiful  heiress,  if  he  cared  to  win  it,  might  be 
lost  to  him  for  ever. 

In  a  farewell  letter  from  Cyril,  dated  at  Southampton,  Lady 
Wedderbum  had  heard  of  the  embarkation,  and  she  already 
trembled  at  the  idea  of  the  many  perils  to  come.  The  Victoria 
transport,  with  the  Royal  Fusileers,  had  sailed  ;  and  the  same 
newspaper  which  announced  that  circumstance  contained  an 
account  of  the  destruction  of  the  Europe  troop-ship  by  fire,  off 
Cape  Finisterre,  with  a  body  of  the  6th  Dragoons  on  board, 
when  the  Colonel,  so  many  of  the  men,  and  all  the  horses 
perished. 

It  has  been  already  mentioned  how  love  for  Gwenny  was 
dawning  in  the  heart  of  Horace  Ramomie  ;  how  twice  he  had 
been  upon  the  point  of  a  declaration,  but  was  restrained  by  an 
intuitive  perception  of  his  aunt's  views.  And  though  a  secret 
passion  was  swelling  up  in  his  heart,  fear  of  the  family  aims 
and  wishes  made  him  actually  long  for  the  expiry  of  his  leave 
of  absence,  as  a  suitable  excuse  for  quitting  his  uncle's  house, 
where  he  had  ever  been  welcome  and  always  a  favourite. 

Gwenny  was  a  sensitive  creature  ;  one  of  those  who  shrink 
from  the  world's  rougher  touch.  By  nature  she  was  all  gentle- 
ness, sympathy,  and  enthusiasm.  The  blue  waves  rolling  in 
light,  and  breaking  in  shining  ripples  on  the  sandy  beach,  or 
thundering  in  white  foam  on  the  bluff  coast  of  the  Merse, 
where  the  rocks  are  literally  alive  with  wild  seafowl ;  the  songs 
of  the  birds,  so  new  a  sound  to  her,  as  the  birds  of  India  are 
mostly  voiceless ;  the  perfume  of  flowers,  a  novelty  too,  as  the 
most  gorgeous  plants  of  the  land  she  had  left  are  scentless :  the 
balmy  coolness  of  the  spring  days,  the  dark  purple  tint  of  the 
heather  on  the  lulls  of  Lammermuir  ;  the  songs  of  the  sturdy 
peasantry,  so  different  in  cadence  from  the  monstrous  polyglot 
rubbish  of  the  dusky  Hindoostanees — all  served  to  fill  her 
with  loy  and  vague  yearnings,  in  yrhich  Horace,  her  usual 
attendant  or  companion,  was  assoo»4jte(?     /or  Robert  Wedder- 
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burn,  anticipating,  perhaps,  the  day  when  he  should  have  the 
field  to  himself,  was  usually,  to  all  appearance,  immersed  in  his 
studies. 

Horace  was  master  of  all  the  legendary  lore  of  the  Merse. 
Thus,  when  with  Gwenny,  he  enlivened  many  a  solitary  ride 
by  the  tales  he  told  her— weird  ones  sojne  of  them— about  the 
witches  of  Auchincraw,  who  became  cats  or  crows,  as  suited 
their  purpose ;  the  terrible  goblin  known  as  the  Bogle  of 
Billymore,  who  devoured  children  like  shrimps  ;  of  St.  Mary  of 
Coldingham.  and  the  Skeleton  Nun  who  was  found  built  in  the. 
convent  wall,  and  the  last  words  in  whose  ears  had  been  the 
awful  three,  Vade  in  pacem.  And  often  they  rode  to  the  deep 
rocky  ravine  and  the  two  abrupt  hills,  which  form  the  famous 
foreland  named  St.  Abb's  Head,  from  whence  they  could  see 
the  coast  of  England,  stretching  in  the  distance  far  away. 

There  an  undulation  in  the  velvet  turf,  and  a  few  gray  stones 
lying  one  upon  another,  indicate  where  the  convent  church 
stood  in  an  age  that  is  now  remote  indeed ;  a  low  fence  of  sods, 
a  few  tufts  01  hemlock  and  wild  nettles  tossing  in  the  keen 
sea-breeze  show  the  old  burial-ground,  where  the  dust  of  the 
Pict,  the  Scot,  and  the  Briton,  mingle  on  the  bleak  verge  of  the 
giddy  cliff,  three  hundred  feet  below  which  the  ocean  roars 
and  boils,  hurling  the  huge  waves  that  have  come  unbroken 
from  the  Naze  of  Norway  and  the  mouth  of  the  Skager  Back. 

There  he  would  tell  her  how  the  church  that  had  passed 
away^  had  been  founded  in  gratitude  to  God,  by  the  Saxon 
Princess  Ebba  (daughter  of  a  Northumbrian  prince),  when 
escaping  shipwreck  there.  And  how,  when  the  Danish  rovers 
came,  in  the  days  of  the  Flame-bearer,  the  pious  nuns,  to  save 
themselves  from  capture,  cut  off  their  own  lips  and  noses  ; 
which  made  her  think  of  some  of  the  barbarous  tales  she  had 
heard  in  India. 

And  often  Horace  paused  in  stories  such  as  these,  bewildered 
by  the  love  that  filled  his  heart  and  loaded  his  tongue,  while  he 
gazed  into  the  soft,  inquiring,  or  wondering  eyes  of  Gwenny, 
or  admired  the  graceful  mode  in  which  she  sat  her  horse. 

Horace  knew  well  that  it  is  not  every  woman  who  looks  well 
on  horseback ;  but  a  slender  girl  like  Gwenny,  whose  spirits 
were  light  as  ether,  whose  dark  eyes  'were  always  sparkling, 
and  whose  complexion,  if  not  briUiant,  was  clear,  pale,  and 
pure,  looked  a  very  Aurora  in  a  plumed  hat  and  riding-habit 

Those  who  love  truly  and  tenderly,  seem  to  have  had  no 
past,  for  love  seems  always  a  part  of  the  present ;  thus  Horace 
felt  as  if  he  had  known  Gwenny  all  his  hfe,  or  rather  to  have 
begun  a  new  existence  by  knowing  her. 

One  day  as  they  rode  home  together  slowly,  after  having 
lingered  at  Wolfs  Crag,  and  talked  of  Lucy  Ashton  and  Edgar 
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of  Eayenswood,  as  if  they  had  been  real  characters,  rather  than 
the  dtiadows  of  a  romance — 

"  Thank  God  T  exclaimed  Horace,  suddenly,  after  a  pause, 
"  that  this  is  my  last  week  at  Willowdean  !" 

"Why  that  exclamation  V^  she  asked,  with  surprise. 

"  Because,  Gwenny,  I  shall  soon  see  the  last  day  here  of  a  love 
that  is  without — ^hope."    . 

She  made  no  further  inquiry,  but  cast  down  her  long  lasheg, 
for  right  well  did  Gwenny  know  that  her  young  companion 
loved  her.  By  one  electric  glance  which  once  had  passed 
between  them,  like  a  flash  of  light,  she  had  learned  it  in- 
stinctively. 

"  Oh,  Horace,"  said  she,  tremulously,  though  she  seemed  to 
have  more  courage  in  the  matter  than  he.  "  How  lonely  will  all 
these  places  seem  to  me  when  you  are  gone !" 

"  And  how  will  it  be  with  me,  Gwenny,  when  a  memory  shall 
be  all  1  have  of  you  %" 

The  girl  cast  her  dark  eyes  down  again,  and  blushed  and 
smiled. 

"  There  is  a  poet,  who  says,"  continued  Horace — 

"*  How  many  meet  who  never  yet  have  met,  ' , 
To  part  too  soon,  but  never  to  forget  !* 

So  it  is  with  you  and  me,  Gwenny — with  me,  at  least.  Times 
there  are  when  I  almost  wish  we  had  never  met ;  for  never, 
never  can  I  forget  you,  or  the  hours  of  delight  we  have  spent 
together.  Oh,  Gwenny  Wedderburn,"  he  added,  while  checking 
her  horse's  bridle,  and  taking  her  hand  in  his  own,  "I  love  you 
— love  you  dearly ;  but — but,  you  are  rich,  and  I  so  poor — and 

then  our  aunt ^    He  paused,  and  then  resumed,  while  the 

girl  trembled  in  her  saddle,  and  was  covered  with  confusion. 
''  Gwenny,  dare  I  hope  that  the  distinction  I  trust  to  attain  on 
service—  such,  at  least,  as  may  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  mere  subal- 
tern— may  be  a  pledge  to  me— of — of — that  if  I  live  to  return, 
1  may  claim  your  love  as  my  reward — my  recompense  ?" 

"  You  have  my  love  already,  dear  Horace — all  that  my  heart 
can  bestow,"  was  the  almost  breathless  response  of  Gwenny. 

Their  horses  were  side  by  side ;  so  passing  an  arm  around 
her,  he  drew  her  close  to  his  breast,  and  kissed  her  brow  and 
cheek.  There  was  something  wonderfully  soft  and  loving, 
tender  and  respectful — mutely  eloquent,  in  fact — in  the  manner 
in  which  Horace  gathered  the  girl  in  his  embrace,  when  words 
failed  him,  and  Gwenny  seemed  to  feel  it  as  such.  "  No  two 
declarations  of  love  are  alike,  any  more  than  two  leaves  on  the 
same  tree,"  says  a  writer  who  has  had  some  experience  in  such 
pleasant  matters.  But  it  was  thus  that  the  great  secret,  which 
had  trembled  so  long  on  the  lips  and  in  the  heart  of  Horace 
Bamomie,  was  shared  now  by  her  whom  it  most  concerned. 
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Long  did  they  linger  on  their  homeward  ride,  these  two  young 
lovers,  reiterating  the  old,  old  story  that  has  been  said  or  sung 
by  others  so  often,  and  will  be  so,  till  the  end  of  time— how 
much  they  loved,  and  how  unutterably  dear  they  were  to  each 

other  now  I  ,„  , ,    ,  ,         ,     , 

•*But  what  will  Aunt  Wedderburn  say  when  she  hears  of 
our  engagements  said  Gwenny,  after  a  long  pause,  as  they 
entered  the  shady  avenue  which  led  to  the  house  of  Willowdean. 

"  She  will  learn  to  hate  me,  I  fear.  And  yet  I  am  her  sister  s 
only  son,"  said  Horace,  sadly. 

"  Hate  you— why  f 

"As  yet  we  shall  say  nothing  about  it,  Gwenny,  love,** 
replied  HOTace.    "Ah,  it  is  a  pity  you  are  so  rich,"  he  added. 
"  People  could  not  then  talk  as  many  do ;  our  Aunt  Wedder- 
burn would  not  then  deem  me  a  fortune-hunter,  and  I  could^ 
marry  you  at  once,  and  take  you  away  with  me." 

"  To  live  on  your  lieutenant's  pay,  with  a  share  of  a  barrack- 
room,  a  bungalow,  or  a  tent !  Oh,  cousin  Horace— Horace, 
darling,  it  is  very  romantic,  but  not  to  be  thought  of,"  said 
Gwenny,  laughing.    ^,     ^       ,  ,       , 

"  I  have  thought  of  it  often  m  my  day-dreams. 

"  Yes  •  but  even  the  proverbial  love  in  a  cottage  were  better," 
she  continued,  looking  down  with  a  beautiful  smile,  and  toying 
with  her  horse's  mane.  ^    .,  „ 

"Aunt  Wedderburn  wishes  you  to  marry  Cyril." 

"  But  Cyril  never  asked  me,  nor  seemed  to  care  for  me,  but 
as  one  to  talk  to  and  laugh  with,"  said  Gwenny,  looking 

*^  feel  that  such  is  her  wish,  however ;  even  Robert  has 
hinted  as  much."  ,       „    .  i  •      j        i, 

"  But  let  us  speak  of  ourselves,"  she  exclaimed,  as  her  eyes 
suddenly  filled  with  tears ;  "  oh,  how  long  may  this  horrible 

war  last  f  ^  j  i.  ^     i, 

"  It  is  scarcely  begun,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned,  but  wnen 
once  shots  are  exchanged,  Heaven  alone  can  tell  the  issue. 
However,  I  may  not  be  away  from  you  for  more  than  a  year— 
perhaps,"  he  added,  with  a  quivering  lip,  for  he  strove  to  speak 
hopefuUy,  though  his  heart  misgave  him. 

'^  A  yearl  Good  Heavens !  a  whole  year !"  exclaimed  Gwenny, 
ponderingly.  ^ 

"  Yes,  Gwenny :  what  is  a  year,  at  most  r 

"  It  will  be  an  eternity  for  us  to  look  forward  to,  though  it  is 
so  little  to  look  6ac^  upon."      ,,      t^,  .,.,,.      .  , 

"  True  my  own  Gwenny ;  and  when  I  thmk  of  looking  forward 
to  a  whole  year,— twelve  months,  fifty-two  weeks,  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  days,  with  all  their  weary  hours  of  separation 
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"And  a  year  of  such  peril  to  you,  it  may  be— of  anxiety  and 
terror  and  sorrow  to  me  !" 

"  Oh,  my  darling— my  beautiful  darling,  it  is  horrible  to  be 
separated  so  soon  when  we  have  just  learned  to  love  each  other, 
and  to  lind  existence  so  dear  and  that  love  is  so  sweet  \"  said 
Horace,  with  a  burst  of  tenderness,  as  he  assisted  her  to  alight, 
and  would  certainly  have  kissed  her,  but  for  the  appearance  of 
that  solemn  personage  Asloane,  the  butler,  between  the  pillars 
of  the  peristyle. 

The  future  life  of  Horace  Kamomie— the  life  of  ambition  and 
of  military  glory  he  had  hoped  to  live — seemed  to  have  passed 
from  his  mind  and  desires.  He  could  ima^e  no  scene  and 
form  no  scheme  for  the  long  years  to  come,  m  which  Gwenny 
was  not  concerned,  and  in  wluch  she  did  not  bear  a  part.  His 
ambition  had  evaporated,  and  with  it,  for  the  time,  his  military 
ardour,  vanity  of  uniform,  and  the, "pomp  and  circumstance  of 
war"  seemed  to  have  faded  sorely.  The  joys  of  the  mess  ;  the 
glitter  of  the  military  ballroom  ;  the  splendom:  of  the  parade  ; 
the  perils  of  the  field  and  the  chance  of  being  even  a  umt  in  the 
great  game  about  to  be  played  by  Europe  in  the  East,  were  all 
as  noUdng  now,  when  contrasted  with  the  charm  of  Gwenny's 
presence,  ner  voice  and  her  society. 

Ideas  of  the  life  of  splendour  and  display  he  might  spend 
with  a  beautiful  girl  possessed  of  such  wealth  as  Gwendoleyne 
Wedderbum,  never  occurred  even  once  to  single-hearted  Horace. 
He  was  too  young,  too  impassioned,  too  genuine  in  heart  and 
impulse  to  be  mercenary,  or  to  love  the  orphan-heiress  for  any- 
thing save  herself  alone. 

He  felt  that  he  could  almost  without  a  pang  relinquish  his 
old  world  of  hope,  for  she  had  become  a  new  world  to  him. 

But  his  sword  was  his  sole  inheritance,  and  now  duty  and 
honour  alike  combined  to  separate  them ;  yet  as  tiie  few 
remaining  days  of  his  leave  of  absence  flew  past,  the  happy 
consciousness  of  mutual  love  grew  stronger  between  him  ana 
Gwenny ;  though  the  hour  of  his  imperative  departure  was 
viewed  with  an  apprehension  that  was  mixed  with  sadness — 
an  intense  sadness,  that  was  all  the  more  keen  fhat  they  were 
compelled  to  conceal  it  from  the  searching  eyes  of  Lady 
Wedderbum. 

"  If  poor  Horace  has  nothing  but  his  pay  as  a  lieutenant, 
and  I  love  him  so,  why  should  we  not  be  married  f  thought 
Gwenny  ;"  surely  I  have  wealth  enough  for  two— even  for  a 
dozen.  Horace  is  a  dependant,  I  have  heard  Aunt  say ;  but 
what  of  that  1    Who  that  love  as  we  do,  care  for  riches !" 

And  as  she  thought  thus,  a  grand  scorn  for  wealth  curled  the 
beautifol  lip  of  the  little  proprietrix  of  three  hundred  thousand 
pounds  in  gold  mohurs  and  rupees. 
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"  It  would  be  liard  indeed  to  marry  only  to  please  Aunt  Wed- 
derbum,  when  I  should  much  rather  do  so  to  please  myself  and 
dear  Horace.'* 

But  that  was  not  the  time  for  marrying  or  giving  in  marriage. 
They  had  to  content  themselves  by  a  solemn  ratification  of 
their  engagemtot— an  exchange  of  rmgs,  of  locks  of  hair  and 
photographs — a  long,  long  stolen  embmce  amid  the  flowers  of 
the  conservatory,  and  then  the  hour  came  when  they  were  to 
part,  to  all  appearance  as  merely  aflfectionate  friends ;  when 
they  had  that  task  to  perform  which  is  so  difficult  to  those  who 
are  unused  to  the  world,  and  are  young  and  love  teriderly — to 
veil  thetr  secret  emotions,  to  smile  when  they  would  weep ; 
when  each  had  to  conceal  their  great  grief  at  parting  with  the 
other,  while  their  passion  was  so  new  and  keen  in  their  sensi- 
tive and  impulsive  hearts. 

But  the  fatal  hour  came,  and  as  the  carriage  rolled  awair 
through  the  avenue  with  Horace  just  as  it  had  done  with  Cyril, 
Gwenny  felt  with  a  sobbing  emotion  in  her  throat,  anJ  a  suffocat- 
ing sensation  at  her  heart,  as  if  the  sun  of  her  existence  had  set  at 
Willowdean,  and  she  never  knew  till  then  how  much  she  loved 
him. 

To  her,  his  departure  seemed  the  breaking  of  a  spell— the 
mockery  of  a  dreamy  fancy,  till  ultimately  his  vacant  place  at 
table  and  in  the  house  generally,  served  to  bring  the  truth  home 
to  her,  that  he  was  gone,  gone  perhaps  for  ever — Horace  so 
loving  in  manner,  so  gentle  in  voice  and  eye — and  then  the  tide 
of  sorrow  welled  up  in  the  girl's  heart,  all  the  more  that  she  had 
none  wilji  whom  to  share  her  secret. 

The  memories  and  visions  of  love  remained  with  her ;  but 
they  were  visions  and  memories  only. 

Meanwhile,  Horace  felt  sensibly  that,  save  with  Gwenny, 
there  had  been  far  less  fuss  and  empressement  about  his  de- 
parture, than  that  of  Cyril  Wedderbum  ;  and  poor  little  Miss 
Flora  M'Caw  was  the  only  one  who  gave  free  vent  to  her  tears, 
which  were  always  ready  for  service  on  a  suitable  occasion. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

DABK  DAYS. 

"  Well,  thank  Heaven,  they  are  separated  at  last  V  was  Lady 
Wedderbum's  mental  congratulation,  as  she  saw,  but  not  with- 
out emotions  of  pity  and  suspicion  mingled,  the  pale  girl — her 
soul  wnmg  with  uncontrollable  anguish — ^retire  to  her  own  room 
after  the  departure  of  Horace ;  but  she  knew  not  how  inex- 
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pressibly  dear  they  had  become  to  each  other,  by  that  very 
separation. 

In  oppressive  dulness  the  weeks  succeeded  each  other  now, 
for  as  tne  family  were  in  mourning  still  for  Uncle  Wedderburn, 
the  visitors  wete  fewer  than  usual  at  Willowdean  ;  and  it  was 
not  xintil  the  fourth  or  fifth  day^and  when  a  letter  arrived, 
dated  at  Chatham  Barracks  from  Horace  and  addressed  to  hiv 
aunt,  that  Gwenny  realized  to  the  full  the  fact  of  his  absence. 

**  Horace  gone,"  thought  she  ;  "  Horace  (like  Scot's  *  Quentin 
BlaneO  so  gentle-voiceofand  gentle-eyed,  who  looked  like  one 
"whdm  all  the  world  had  frowned  on,  on !  what  a  dreary  void, 
what  a  blank  her  life  would  be  now !  There  were  no  more 
drives,  or  walks,  or  rides  together;  no  more  reading  together, 
and  no  more  sweet  companionship.*' 

But  fiorace,  she  knew,  would  be  sad,  even  as  she  was  herself  ; 
and  who  could  comfort  him  1  and  who  fill  her  place  1 

And  the  confidence  and  innocent  truth  of  her  own  heart  told 
her — none  ! 

How  happily  the  past  three  months  had  fied !  Oh  !  how  she 
missed  him,  and  wept  and  sorrowed  in  secret  for  his  absence  from 
a  house  where  no  one  seemed  particularly  to  care  for  him ;  for 
Robert  Wedderburn  was  cola  and  selfish,  hence  perhaps  his 
legal  predilections ;  Sir  John  was  incessantly  occupied  oy  idl 
the  cares  that  take  up  the  time  of  a  sporting  country  gentleman  ; 
by  politics,  county  meetings,  and  the  internal  affairs  of  the  little 
burgh  of  Willowdean,  where  he  was  viewed  as  a  species  of 
potentate,  even  by  the  ministers  of  the  three  Presbyterian  de- 
nominations who  had  churches  there  and  Christian  hearers  who 
hated  each  other  most  cordially.  As  for  Lady  Wedderburn. 
she  had  special  views  and  wishes,  that  made  ner  approve  01 
Horace  bemg  away,  though  he  was  soon  to  be  face  to  face  with 
death  and  suffering. 

The  piano  Gwenny  would  touch  no  more,  for  the  music  so 

Eowerf ully  reminded  her  of  his  presence  and  voice,  as  to  give 
er  absolute  pain.  Her  worsted  work,  her  embroidery,  her 
flower«  and  the  birds  she  had  brought  from  India,  had  all  become 
distasteful  to  her ;  and  so  were  her  books,  though  these  were 
full  of  passages  he  had  marked,  poor  boy — for  he  was  not  much 
more  than  a  boy  after  all ;  and  fast  fell  her  tears  b&  she  re-read 
them. 

"  Alone — alone !  oh,  I  am  now  so  much  alone  !*'  she  would 
say. 

Her  engagement-ring,  which,  curiously  enough,  escaped  Lady 
Wedderbum's  attention  among  the  others  that  glittered  on 
Gwenny's  white  fingers,  and  which  had  cost  poor  Horace  a 
couple  of  months'  pay,  she  was  never  weary  of  looking  at,  during 
the  first  few  weeks  of  their  separation ;  even  as  another  sad  gin 
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was  looking  at  her  plainer—  but  equally,  or  perhaps  more  beloved 
hoop,  which  from  its  form  was  emblematic  of  something  more 
than  a  mere  betrothal  ring. 

In  her  separation  Gwenny  had  no  wound  to  her  self-love, 
such  as  that  which  tortured  the  heart  of  Mary  Lennox  ;  the  con- 
sciousness that  one  of  whose  whole  soul  and  thoughts  she  had  been 
empress,  to  whom  her  least  word  was  law,  her  smiles  and  glances 
happiness,  had  cast  off  his  allegiance,  was  ne^ecting  and  ignoring 
her,  and  seeking  to  forget  her  as  one  who  would  fisgrace  him. 

The  joy  and  excitement  of  Gwendoleyne  when  letters  came 
from  Horace,  and  her  normal  condition  of  sadness,  were  alike 
ignored  by  Lady  Wedderburn,  though  the  latter  was  viewed 
with  some  concern  by  good-natured,  but  unthinking  Sir  Jolm. 

"  Well,  Gwenny,  my  summer  blossom,  why  so  sad  1  Thinking 
of  your  Indian  home  and  poor  papa — ehT  he  would  ask  at 
times,  and  suppose  that  such  were  her  thoughts  as  he  received 
no  direct  reply  ;  and  then  his  handsome  sunburned  hand  would 
caress  her  dark  hair,  which  was  always  dressed  to  perfection  by 
the  skilful  fingers  of  her  ayah  Zillah,  the  Madrassee  ^  but  she 
wore  fewer  ornaments  now,  for  there  was  no  one  at  Willowdean 
whose  eye  she  cared  to  please. 

And  so  the  summer  months  stole  on. 

Horace  was  as  yet  at  crowded  and  bustling  Chatham,  where 
the  driUs  and  duties  were  hard  and  incessant ;  and  unremitting 
too  were  the  departure  of  troops  for  the  East,  amid  the  cheers  of 
the  people,  the  crash  of  music,  and  the  clangour  of  bells  ;  and 
he  knew  that  the  time  for  him  to  go  must  arrive  soon,  for  the 
grim  fever  king  was  thinning  fast  the  ranks  of  his  regiment  at 
Yama.  But  never  before  had  Horace  seemed  in  such  an  affec- 
tionate mood  to  his  aunt,  and  never  had  he  written  to  her  so 
many  letters,  so  that  at  times  she  had,  most  unwilHn^y,  to 
depute  "  the  task  ^'  of  answering  them  to  Gwenny,  the  first  sight 
of  whose  handwriting  made  Horace  start  as  if  electrified  when 
he  received  a  letter  in  Chatham  barrackyard. 

"  Dear  Aunt  Wedderburn  has  desired  me  to  write  in  hep 
place ;  she  has  one  of  her  nervous  headaches  to-day,  and 
neither  Dr.  Squills,  nor  Miss  M'Caw,  with  Eimmel,  can  make 
anything  of  her." 

He  could  read  no  further,  for  now  the  bugle  sounded  j  but 
Gwenny's  presence  seemed  beside  him — Gwenny  in  her  inno^ 
cent  love  and  artless  girlhood — and  he  became  so  bewildered, 
that  as  the  exasperated  adjutant  said,  "  he  made  a  mull  of  the 
whole  day's  drill  by  his  blunders,  by  twice  marching  a  camp 
colour  through  the  centre  of  his  company,  and  repeatedly 
throwing  the  whole  line  out  1" 

Attended  by  an  old  groom,  Gwenny  often  rode  to  the  places 
she  and  Horace  had  visited,  and  his  stories  of  the  quaint  old 
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world  that  was  past,  came  hajck  to  her  memory  with  many  a 
sweet  and  pleasant  association  ;  but  how  dull,  how  lonely  and 
valueless  seemed  all  those  places  now,  for  he  whose  presence 
had  shed  a  charm  over  them,  was  no  longer  by  her  side. 

The  evening  sun  setting  in  gold  and  amber  clouds  beyond 
the  purple  ridges  of  the  Lammermuirs-  the  beautiful  flowers 
in  the  garden,  even  those  he  and  she  had  planted  (the  seedlings 
"  from  dear  papa's  house  in  the  Choultry "),  expanding  under 
the  summer  warmth  •  the  rippling  grass,  the  growing  com  on 
the  upland  slopes,  the  green  waves  breaking  in  surf  on  the 
rocky  shore,  were  all  alike  gloomy  and  discordant,  for  Horace 
was  not  there,  and  never  more  might  be,  the  most  terrible 
reflection  of  all !  Had  she  but  known  the  solitary  Mary  Len- 
nox, what  delightful  companions  thejr  would  have  been,  with 
llieir  community  of  thought  and  wishes ;  for  though  their 
positions  in  fortune  were  widely  different,  their  hopes  were  one. 

Arrangements  had  been  made  to  join  Lady  Ernescleugh  in 
London  during  the  season ;  but  now  Lady  Wedderburn,  on 
hearing,  from  Cyril's  letters  and  the  public  prints,  of  the  disease 
and  horrors  by  which,  through  the  utter  inertia  of  the  Ministry, 
our  splendid  army  was  literally  withering  away  at  Varna, 
shrunk  from  the  idea  of  leaving  Willowdean  for  a  house  in 
town  and  entering  into  gaiety,  so  the  family  remained  at  home. 

Though  it  has  been  truly  written  that  "three  months  of  a 
London  season  teach  us  more  than  six  months  in  the  country," 
Lady  Wedderburn  had  no  desire  that,  her  niece's  mind  should 
become  so  much  enlightened  :  so  even  the  mixed  and  melan- 
cholly  ^eties  of  Edinburgh  were  eschewed,  and  young  gentle- 
men visitors  by  no  means  encouraged.  So  the  girl  would  sigh 
with  utter  weariness  when  visitors  came  who  talked  only  of 
crops  and  cattle,  or  the  county  pack ;  or  when  the  Reverend 
Mr.  M*Guffog  paid  a  solemn  and  fussy  visit,  for  then  the  con- 
versation ran  entirely  on  matters  clerical.  And  thus  Gwenny 
learned  for  the  first  time  that  there  ^as  a  Scottish  Established 
Church-  a  Dissenting  Episcopal  Church  with  bishops,  a  Free 
Kirk  wnich  had  none,  and  other  roads  to  heaven  without  num- 
ber •  and  she  heard  01  petty  squabbles  about  religious  forms, 
if  the  utter  absence  of  any  could  be  so  called.  The  pharisees 
seemed  the  most  powerful  sect  of  all;  and  she  would  listen  in 
vacant  wonder  to  the  discussion  of  affairs  that  seemed  as 
incomprehensible  as  the  difference  between  Parsees  and  Hin- 
doos, Brahmins,  Bheels  and  Khonds ;  but  much  less  picturesque. 

Summer  we  have  said  had  come;  the  scarlet  poppies  and 
blue  cornflowers  studding  the  golden  fields  of  the  Home  Farm, 
pleased  the  eyes  of  Gwenny  more  than  those  of  Sir  John,  who 
viewed  them  as  weeds,  and  a  bore;  and  Lady  Wedderburn 
sighed  when  she  thought  of  all  that  might  happen,  and  all 
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her  eldest  son  must  face  before  that  com  was  reaped  and 
ground,  for  it  was  evident  that  our  army  would  soon  take  the 
tield,  and  be  where  hard  knocks  were  going,  as  the  Ministry, 
with  a  stupidity,  if  not  worse,  that  has  tew  parallels  in  history, 
was  only  waiting  for  winter  to  commence  the  Eussian  campaign. 
Once,  peace  and  war  had  only  been  empty  words  to  many  a 
heart  and  household;  but  they  had  a  terrible  significance  now. 
The  Turks  had  compelled  the  Russians  to  raise  the  siege  of 
Silistria,  and  driven  them  across  the  Danube ;  our  ships  of  war 
had  destroyed  the  batteries  of  Sulina,  a  Bessarabian  village  at 
the  mouth  of  that  river;  the  battle  of  Bayazid  was  fought  in 
Armenia ;  Bomarsund,  in  the  Baltic,  had  been  bomb^-rded  by 
land  and  sea,  and  utterly  destroyed  hy  old  Sir  Charles  Napier ; 
and  now  many  new  and  barbarous  names  of  places  almost 
never  heard  of  before  became  at  every  table  and  fireside  at 
home  in  Great  Britain  familiar  in  the  mouths  of  all  "as  house- 
hold words  f  and  even  Lady  Ernescleu^h  wrote  Lady  Wedder- 
burn,  to  announce  that,  with  some  fnends,  she  was  actually 
thinkine  of  going  to  Constantinople  in  Everard's  yacht. 

"My  friend  Lord  Cardigan's  yacht  has  already  sailed ;  would 
you  care  to  join  us  V  she  added ;  and  then  followed  a  catalo^e 
of  many  events  of  the  London  season :  the  debts  and  difiiculties 
of  some,  the  flirtations,  matches,  and  jiltings  of  others—threat- 
ened duels,  for  that  fashion  of  adjusting  disputes  had  barely 
gone  out 

"  What  if  Cyril  saw  Gwenny  now,  or  after  the  lapse  of  some 
months  V  thought  Lady  Wedderburn.  "  Yes  we  shall  go ;  and 
perhaps  I  may  get  leave  for  him  to  come  back  with  me  on 
*  urgent  private  affairs,'  as  so  many  contrive  to  do  now.  Yes — 
es,  I  must  bring  my  dear  boy  away  from  that  odious  place 
>efore  the  fighting  begins  with  us.'' 
But  Sir  John  was  opposed  to  the  scheme  as  eccentric,  and  so 
far  as  regarded  Cyril,  incompatible  with  honour.  The  yacht 
required  complete  refitting,  and  the  plans  of  Lady  Emescleugh 
were  delayed  for  a  time. 

Though  an  active  and  obstinate  opponent  of  Lord  Aberdeen's 
government,  and  one  who  mistrusted  him  personally  and  as  a 
minister.  Sir  John  gave  a  large  dinner  party  to  a  few  neighbours 
and  local  notabilities,  on  news  coming  of  the  surrender  of  Bo- 
marsund to  Napier  and  General  Baraguay  d'Hilliers,  when  two 
thousand  two  hundred  Russians  were  taken  prisoners ;  and  to 
his  guests  he  bitterly  revijed  the  Ministry  for  their  delays  and 
utter  mismanagement  of  the  war,  and  the  mode  by  which, 
through  their  previous  reductions  and  retrenchments,  they  had 
crippled  our  power  by  land  and  sea,  so  that  our  very  arsenals 
could  scarcely  furnish  shot  for  the  first  siege  trains,  while  the 
entrenching  tools  issued  to  the  troops  had  oeen  condemned  as 
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worthless  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington  in  Sp^n  forty-tlire€ 
years  before ;  and  in  conclusion,  he  quoted  that  fine  sentence 
of  Sir  William  Napier,  whose  words  are  terrible  in  their  signi- 
ficance and  truth.  "  In  the  beginning  of  each  war,  England 
has  to  seek  in  blood  the  knowledge  necessary  to  insure  success, 
and,  like  the  fiend's  progress  towards  Eden,  her  conquering 
course  is  through  chaos,  followed  by  Death  !"* 

"Sae  that  evil-minded  ne'er-do-weel,  Chesters  0'  Chester- 
haugb,  has  gone  to  help  the  Turks  in  person,"  said  the  Baron- 
Bailie  of  Willowdean,  who  officiated  as  croupier ;  "  think  ye  it^ 
is  true  news,  Sir  John  ?" 

"Yes;  he  has  been  gazetted  to  a  majority  in  the  Turkish 
contingent,"  replied  Sir  John,  laughing. 

"  A  major  o*  Bashi  Bozooks,  whatever  they  be  1"  said  tha 
Reverend  Mr.  M*Guffog,  lifting  up  his  dreary  eyes ;  **  the  Lord 
be  good  to  us !" 

"Ifs  just  what  we  micht  hae  expected  o'  siccan  a  loon,  sirs," 
resumed  the  irate  bailie,  who,  being  a  grocer  and  general  dealer, 
ranked  heavily  as  a  creditor  against  Chesters;  "he's  mair  a 
Turk  than  a  Christian  by  nature,  and  will  find  himsel'  quite  at 
hame  amang  their  harem-scarems,  I  warrant." 

Tlie  mention  of  Chesters'  name  by  a  direct  association  of 
ideas  caused  a  reference  to  be  made  to  the  decayed  Laird  of 
liOnewoodlee,  and  the  esclandre  concerning  his  pretty  daughter. 

Sir  John,  his  son,  and  several  gentlemen  who  were  present, 
were  disposed  to  express  their  disbelief  of  the  matter,  or  their 
hopes  at  least,  that  the  Master  of  Emescleugh  had  been  mis- 
taken on  ihe  night  in  question  ;  but  the  Baron-Bailie,  who  was 
a  strict  Sabbatarian,  and  vehement  expounder  in  public  on 
religion  and  morality,  and  who  naturally  took  the  worst  views 
of  human  nature,  maintained  that  "the  young  leddy  had 
doubtless  gude  reasons  0'  her  ain  for  her  mysterious  visits  to 
such  a  man ;  and  evil  or  no  evil,  there  was  aye  some  water 
found  where  the  stirkie  droons,"  a  Scottish  proverb  which  is 
suppos^  to  infer  a  vast  deal  more  than  one  may  dare  to  say ; 
and  as  she  listened,  again  in  her  heart  did  Lady  Wedder- 
bum  congratulate  herself  on  the  escape  of  her  eldest  son  "from 
the  snares  of  that  designing  girl." 

Singularljr  enough,  the  next  day  was  to  behold  somewhat 
of  a  cnange  in  her  views  regarding  Mary  Lennox. 

Just  as  she  and  Gwenny  were  setting  forth  in  the  basket- 
phaeton  which  was  drawn  by  a  pretty  pair  of  Orkney  ponies, 
for  a  drive  as  far  as  the  town  of  Greenlaw,  a  man  whose  face 
seemed  not  unfamiliar,  approached,  and  respectfully  lifting  his 
^nnet,  craved  a  few  woToa  "  with  ner  Ladyship." 

♦  "  History  of  the  Peninsular  War." 
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"I  think  I  know  your  face,"  said  she,  pausing,  whip  in  hand, 
and  bowing  pleasantly  to  encourage  him. 

"  I  am  Tony  Heron,  my  lady,  a  gate-keeper  at  ChesterhaugL" 

"  WelL  Tony,  what  can  I  do  for  you  T 

"  MucL  madam,  if  you  are  but  willing,  and  a'  in  the  Merse 
ken  how  kind  you  are  to  the  poor.  I  have  a  wife  and  five  wee 
bairns  that  can  neither  work  nor  want.  They  are  a!  thrown  on 
my  hands,  which  are  empty,  for  the  Mansion  House  is  you 
know  shut  up  ;  Chestera  has  gone  to  the  wars ;  the  servants 
are  all  dkmissed,  and  I  have  got  notice  to  quit  too,  from  Grub 
and  Wylie,  the  writers." 

"  Poor  man !"  said  Gwenny,  beginning  to  open  her  purse ; 
but  Lady  Wedderbum  checked  her,  for  the  man,  who  saw  she 
had  mistaken  his  intended  appeal,  blushed  scarlet  and  drew  back. 

"  You  want  employment,  I  presume  ?" 

**  Just  so,  my  lady ;  and  if  you  or  Sir  John  could  find  me 
something  to  do  about  Willowdean,  to  put  a  little  bread  into 
the  bairns'  mouths,  I'd  be  beholden  to  you  for  life.  I  have  been 
twenty  years  in  service,  and  have  a  good  character.*' 

"  But  from  a  bad  master.'' 

"  I  was  servant  to  the  good  laird  his  father,  before  him." 

**I  fear  you  may  find  it  a  poor  recommendation  to  Sir  John 
having  been  at  Chesterhaugh." 

"  So  I  hear  on  all  hands  now,"  said  the  other,  with  a  sigh  of 
bitterness ;  "  but  no  man  can  say  a  word  derogatory  to  the 
character  of  Tony  Heron." 

"  Well,  I  shall  speak  to  Sir  John  and  the  ground  bailie,  and 
do  what  I  can  for  you,  Tony,  were  it  but  for  the  children's  sake." 

The  man's  eyes  kindled  with  gratitude ;  but  he  was  not 
profuse  in  thanks  ;  for  Scotchmen,  reserved  at  all  times,  seldom 
are  so.    Suddenly,  checking  her  ponies  again.  Lady  Wedderbum 


"  Were  you  the  gate-keeper  who  was  cognisant  of  the  visits 
Miss  Lennox  paid  your  bachelor  master  ?' 

"Miss  Lennox  never  visited  my  master,"  replied  the  man 
with  a  glance  of  genuine  surprise. 

"But  you  must  have  heard  it  said  that  she  did?"  continued 
Lady  Wedderbum,  looking  astonished  in  tum. 

"  I  have  heard,  my  lady,  what  a'  the  country-side  has  been 
ringing  wi';  but  Miss  Lennox  was  never,  to  my  knowledge,  at 
Chesterhaugh save  once,  and  then  she  came  to  visit  me" 

"  You — ^about  what — or  for  what  reason  ]" 

**She  came  in  the  evening,  about  the  sunset  time,  to  make 
some  inquiry  anent  the  terrible  night  when  Mr.  Cyril— that  is, 
Captain  Wedderbum— went  amissing ;  to  ask  me  the  hour  he 
left— if  his  horse  was  restive,  and  so  forth  V* 

"  What  interest  could  she  possibly  have  in  the  matter  ]"  asked 
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Lady  Wedderbom,  rather  haughtily,  and  with  a  heightened 
colour. 

"  Interest,  my  lady  !  Through  a'  the  Lammermuirs.  secret 
as  they  thought  it,  it  was  well  kent  that  they  loved  each  other 
well  and  truly,  till  some  quarrel  came  between  them.  Just  as 
she  was  asking  me  all  about  the  captain,  poor  thing,  her  heart 
seeming  to  be  in  her  mouth  the  while,  the  master  lured  her 
inside  the  gate,  and  then  the  storm  of  hail  and  snow  came 
suddenly  on.  Sne  wished  to  take  shelter  in  my  lodge ;  but  the 
master  would  not  hear  of  it,  and  half  led,  half  pulled  her  into 
the  house,  where  he  kept  her  till  midnight,  as  his  hellicate 
groom,  Bmy  Trayner,  told  us,  by  pretending  that  the  springs  of 
his  waggonette  were  broken ;  and  that  is  the  whole  story,  my 
lady :  and  if  I  have  told  you  a  word  that  is  untrue,  may  my 
puir  bairns  lack  the  bread  rm  seeking  to  win  them  !" 

"  Why  did  you  not  state  this  before  V  asked  Lady  Wedder- 
bum,  angrily. 

"To  whom,  my  lady?  Besides,  it  was  not  my  place  or 
interest  to  speak  against  my  master." 

"  True,"  sne  replied,  and  a  keen  emotion  of  remorse  inspired 
her,  as  she  now  saw  that  the  poor  girl  in  her  love  for  Cyril — 
artful  though  it  might  be — and  her  burning  anxiety  to  learn 
tidings  of  mm,  after  that  terrible  night  and  time  of  suspense 
and  dread,  had  permitted  herseK  to  be  lured  into  the  false 
position  we  have  so  fully  described  elsewhere,  and  which  was 
so  destructive  to  her  peace  of  mind  and  place  in  society. 

"  Call  again  to-morrow,  Tony,  and  I  shall  see  what  can  be 
done  for  you.    Meanwhile,"  she  added,  turning  to  Gwenny, 
"  we  must  call  openly  on  Miss  Lennox,  and  see  if  we  cannot  in 
some  measure  repair  the  serious  injury  that  has  been  done  her." 
"  I  don't  think  she  will  see  you,  my  lady,"  said  Tony  Heron. 
"Not  see  me — why?"  she  asked  haughtily. 
"Because  as  I  passed  the  tower  gate  this  morning,  I  heard 
the  women  lamenting,  for  the  Laird  of  Lonewoodlee  nad  died 
in  the  night ;  and  he  is  the  last  of  the  auld  Lennox  line,  my 
lady,"  added  the  man,  with  an  emotion  of  respect. 

£ady  Wedderbum,  to  do  her  justice,  was  inexpressibly 
shocked  and  grieved  when  she  heard  of  this,  notwithstanding 
all  the  old  quarrels  and  coolnesses  in  the  past  time.  She  relin- 
quished her  idea  of  driving,  and  sent  Gervase  Asloane  with 
cards  of  condolence ;  and  she  even  in  the  first  emotion  of 
generosity  wrote  to  Cyril  on  the  subject ;  but  he  never  got  her 
letter  (as  she  was  pleased  to  think,  on  after-thoughts),  for  the 
mail  steamer  by  which  it  went  was  cast  away  in  the  Gulf  of 
Salonica. 

And,  though  she  knew  it  not,  times  there  were  when  CyriPs 
thoughts  flashed  home,  quicker  than  the  electric  wire  could 
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h^ve  brought  them  :  when  he  sat  in  his  tent  at  Vama,  gazing 
listlessly  out  upon  the  flat  shore,  the  vast  blue  semicircular  bay. 
and  the  hideous,  gloomy,  and  dilapidated  Bulgarian  town,  while 
his  heart  grew  nlled  with  irritating  doubts  and  vague  regrets, 
and  with  the  mournful  image  of  his  lost  Mary.  Was  she  indeed 
false,  as  had  been  represented,  and  with  Eooke  Chesters  of  all 
meni  Had  she  forgotten  him?  Had  separation  and  time 
eflfaced  his  memory  from  her  heart  1  "Was  he  now  as  one  she 
had  never  known  and  never  cared  for] 

"  Well,  well,"  he  would  think,  "  a  few  more  weeks  must  see 
me  at  Eupatoria,  and  a  Russian  bullet  may  solve  all  my  doubts 
and  difficulties." 

But  we  are  somewhat  anticipating  the  regular  progress  of  our 
story. 


L 


CHAPTER   XXXV. 

THE  SHADOWY  HAND  AT  LOXEWOODLEB. 

During  all  this  time  that  the  summer  had  been  verging  towards 
autumn,  and  the  com  yellowing  on  lea  and  upland,  Mary  Lennox 
had  been  unremitting  as  usual,  in  the  lonely  task  of  tending  her 
father's  sick-bed. 

She  had  only  heard  incidentally  of  Cyril's  departure  for  the 
seat  of  war — ^that  he  had  gone  without  a  word  of  kindness  or 
farewell  to  her  who  loved  him  as  her  own  soul  and  more ;  and 
for  a  time,  that  soul  had  seemed  to  die  within  her. 

Her  betrothal  ring  was  a  fond  link— a  species  of  sentimental 
fetter— from  which  she  had  no  wish  to  free  herself,  otherwise 
she  might  have  drawn  it  from  her  finger  and  cast  it  in  the  fire ! 

The  first  time  that  Cyril  had  called  her  Mary— her  Christian 
name— still  dwelt  in  her  memory  with  exquisite  tenderness, 
from  the  very  novelty  of  the  circumstance.  The  last  time  he 
had  called  her  Mary,  dwelt  in  her  memory  too ;  but  with  anguish, 
for  then  it  had  been  uttered  in  a  tone  of  wrath,  of  sorrow  and 
upbraiding. 

Music  was  the  great  solace  of  old  Oliver  Lennox's  lonely 
days.  He  loved  to  hear  the  rich  and  glorious  voice  of  his 
daughter,  and  thus,  for  many  an  hour  she  played  and  sung  to 
him,  while  her  heart  was  full,  nigh  unto  bursting,  with  thoughts 
that  would  not  be  repressed. 

Like  an  angel  of  mercy  had  poor  Mary  hovered  about  that 
sick-bed,  where  her  only  tie  to  earth  was  about  to  be  severed  ; 
for  at  last  there  came  a  day,  she  was  never  to  forget,  when  the 
doctor  assured  her  that  all  his  skill  could  "protract  life  no 
longer,  and  that  ere  nightfal,  too  probably,  all  would  be  over  ,•• 
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and  Mary  heard  him  without  tears,  for  now  they  would  not 
flow ;  but  the  old  anxious  and  clamorous  sensation  about  her 
heart,  became  replaced  by  a  gnawing  concentrated  agony  too 
keen  for  description ;  and  as  she  listened  to  the  fatal  words  of 
Doctor  Squills,  felt  the  kind  pressure  of  his  hand  and  heard 
his  steps  die  away  as  he  left  the  house,  she  gazed  in  a  kind  of 
stupor  across  the  landscape,  where  tne  setting  sun  shone  so 
warmly,  and,  it  seemed,  so  mockingly,  in  his  summer  splendour, 
on  the  green  pasture  lands,  and  on  the  trees  where  the  birds 
were  singing  so  merrily,  while  through  the  open  windows  the 
hran  of  the  mountain  bee,  and  sweet  perfume  of  the  honey- 
suckle came  together. 

*'  Must  it  be — ^must  it  be — at  last — at  last  F  she  murmured 
through  her  clenched  teeth ;  and  creeping  once  more  to  his 
side,  sne  kissed  her  father's  brow  and  caressed  his  silvery  locks, 
that  were  now  as  thin  and  fine  as  floss- silk ;  and  as  she  did  so, 
there  flashed  on  her  memory  the  old  tradition  that  "a  grey  head 
was  ne'er  kamit "  {i.e.,  combed)  by  a  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee, 
for  in  domestic  brawls  or  foreign  wars,  they  all  perished  early ; 
but  the  manners  were  changed  for  the  better  now. 

For  a  time  he  seemed  unconscious  of  her  presence,  and  spoke 
only  of  her  dead  brother. 

"  Oh,  my  Harry,"  he  murmured,  "  your  mother  was  in  her 
grave,  and  never  knew  how  gallantly  you  led  your  squadron  on 
that  terrible  day  against  the  Sikhs." 

"  Mamma  is  in  Heaven,  and  oh,  papa,  may  know  it  all !" 
whispered  Mary. 

Then  suddenly  a  light  seemed  to  penetrate  the  darkness  of 
his  mind  ;  he  recognised  her,  and  drew  her  close  to  his  breast 
in  a  tremulous  embrace. 

"  Mary,  my  own  little  Mary,"  said  he  in  low  and  laboured 
accents,  "the  bitterness  of  death  is  not  in  dying,  but  in  leaving 
you  without  a  home  —  without  a  friend — for  all  passes  away 
with  me." 

"  God  will  guard  and  guide  me,  papa  !" 

"  Our  past,  -with  all  its  traditions  and  history,  has  been  an 
honourable  past ;  yet  we  Lennoxes  have  been  going  down  in 
the  world— dotm  so  surely  as  I  shall  go  to  my  grave—my  poor 
child  r 

After  a  long  pause  he  spoke  again  ;  but  more  feebly. 

**  Play  me  something,  Mary,  while  I  can  yet  listen  ;  for  the 
music  soothes  me  into  dreams  and  fills  me  with  prayerful 
thoughts ;  play  to  me  once  again,  Mary,"  he  addea  with  a 
smile  that  made  her  heart  sicken,  for  it  was  the  last  flash  up  of 
the  dying  light,  ere  that  light  went  out  for  ever  ! 

Mary  seated  herself  at  the  piano  m  the  adjoining  room,  and 
while  tears  streamed  over  her  lace,  and  her  tremulous  hands 
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could  barely  touch  the  keys  in  accompaniment,  she  slowly  sung 
two  verses  of  a  hymn  : — 

"  G^entle  Jesus,  look  with  pity 

From  Thy  great  white  throne  aboTe ; 
All  the  night  my  heart  is  wakeful 

In  Thy  bacraraent  of  love. 
Shades  of  evening  fast  are  falling, 

Day  is  fading  into  gloom  ; 
So  when  shades  of  death  fall  round  us, 

Lead  thine  exiled  children  home." 

For  a  time  the  old  man  had  beat  feebly  with  his  fingers  on 
the  coverlet :  then  all  motion  ceased,  and  when  Mary  stole  in, 
a  cry  escaped  her,  and  she  sank  on  her  knees,  burying  her  face 
in  the  bedclothes. 

The  day  had  indeed  faded  into  gloom ;  the  old  man  had 
passed  away  to  the  foof  of  the  Great  White  Throne ;  and,  a 
terrible  reality,  the  unseen,  yet  shadowy  hand  was  resting  on 
Lonewoodlee. 

#♦♦*♦♦♦ 

There  were  now  silence  and  utter  desolation  in  that  seques- 
tered tower  among  the  moorlands.  The  blinds  were  drawn 
down  ;  old  and  dingy  blinds  they  were,  making  the  deeply  set 
windows  look  more  gloomy  in  the  walls  which  were  of  such 
strength  and  thickness. 

Alison  Home,  after  the  first  noisy  explosion  of  her  p-ief ,  when 
she  uttered  spasmodic  sobs,  and  rocked  herseK  to  and  fro  before 
the  kitchen  fire,  moved  about  stealthily  and  softly  in  list  shoes, 
as  if  fearing  still  to  disturb  the  old  Laird,  who  died  where  so 
many  of  his  forefathers  had  lain,  and  where  many  of  their 
brides  had  slept. 

The  stillness,  the  solemn  hush  of  death  were  over  all,  and 
nowhere  more  than  in  the  desolate  heart  of  Mary.  Everything 
connected  with  such  an  event  in  Scotland  is  so  grim,  so  stern, 
so  funereal,  and  utterly  without  aught  to  alleviate  the  mind  of 
the  survivor,  that  it  becomes  harrowing  in  the  extreme.  There 
are  no  prayers  for  the  dead ;  no  pretty  offices,  such  as  the  de- 
coration of  the  body  with  flowers :  no  service  of  any  kind  is 
performed  beside  it,  so  that  the  living  may  linger  near  in  a 
labour  of  love  to  the  last.  A  white  sheet  is  simply  spread  over 
to  hide  it,  and  then  the  body  is  left  to  stiffen  into  ghastly 
rigidity  of  outline. 

And  this  death  had  not  come  unaccompanied  by  omens  ;  the 
watch-dog  had  moaned  painfully  all  the  preceding  night ;  and 
Alison  Home,  and  the  other  domestic,  had  of  course  heard  the 
dead-bells  tinkling  in  their  ears,  according  to  the  peasant  super- 
stition in  the  old  ballad  : — 
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*•  Yestreen  I  Loard  the  death-bell  sound, 
When  a'  were  fast  asleep ; 
And  aje  it  run^,  and  aye  it  sun^. 
Till  a*  mj  flesh  did  creep/' 

Thongh  in  days  and  months  past,  Mary  had  otten,  in  anticipating 
the  present  terrible  contingency,  thought  of  her  own  future,  she 
forgot  all  about  it  now.  She  had  even  ceased  to  think  of  Cyril 
Wedderburn  till  his  mother's  card  came,  and  a  bitter  smile 
crossed  the  girFs  pale  face  as  she  placed  it  on  the  table,  where 
lay  an  open  letter  from  Messrs.  Grub  and  Wylie,  the  solicitors, 
"  threatening  le^  proceedings  anent  the  bill  handed  to  us  by 
our  client  Captain  Chesters  of  Chesterhaugh." 

It  might  safely  lie  on  the  table  xmheedeanow  ! 

Mary  Lennox  was  indeed  aloQ6  !  Sorrow-stricken  as  she  was, 
there  was  not  on  all  the  earth  a  being  who  could  share  her  terrible 
emotion  of  grief.  She  had  no  friend  nigh  to  soothe  her  awful 
loneliness  by  a  single  word  that  was  not  so  conventional  as  to 
be  repellant  She  had  no  home,  no  house,  no  shelter  now  from 
the  too  probable  want  that  must  soon  overtake  her  ! 

Dark  and  cheerless  indeed  was  the  prospect  of  the  bereaved 
girl ;  there  was  affiction  and  agony  for  the  present,  with  vague 
terror  of  the  future.  No  hand  was  near  to  caress,  and  no  voice 
to  soothe  her,  as  she  lay  weeping  on  her  bed,  sleepless  and  with- 
out resty  though  prostrate  from  over-wrought  emotion.  There  was 
somethmg  terrible  in  the  desolation  of  that  youns  heart,  thrust 
back  upon  itseK,  even  in  its  craving  for  sympathy.  Sne  had 
not  even  that  relief  afforded  to  sorrow  by  having  around  her 
friends  to  whom  she  might  speak  of  the  dead,  and  hear  his  real 
or  imagined  virtues  extolled,  remembered,  and  descanted  on. 

The  two  old  female  servants  sat  cowering  by  the  kitchen  fire, 
talking  in  low  whispers  of  the  Shadowy  Hand  on  the  wall,  and 
wondering  if  it  was  visible  now  ;  but  then  there  was  no  moon. 
According  to  an  old  custom,  or  superstition,  they  had  covered 
up  with  white  every  piece  of  furniture  the  chamber  of  death 
contained;  and  then  the  door  thereof  was  carefully  closed,  for 
in  rural  districts  the  people  fear  the  dead  may  speak  if  it  is  left 
ajar,  though  the  whistle  of  the  locomotive  is  fast  banishing  all 
such  fooU^  fancies. 

The  minister  of  Willowdean,  a  cold  and  somewhat  pompous 
personage,  came  on  the  morrow,  and  his  extempore  prayer- 
one  stereotyped  in  his  mind,  having  been  delivered  on  a  thou- 
sand similar  occasions— though  hard  and  unsympathetic,  and 
most  jarringly  intoned,  soothed  her  a  little,  because  his  mean- 
ing was  good,  and  he  wished  to  be  kind  apparently.  The 
Reverend  Gideon  M*Guffog  was  a  burly,  hard-featured  and 
sandy-whiskered  Galwegian,  who  seemed  more  like  something 
betwen  a  bluff  grazier  and  a  sleek  attorney,  than  a  clergyman. 
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At  the  close  of  his  prayer,  which  he  delivered  with  his  eyes 
shutj  he  glanced  with  surprise  at  the  open  piano,  on  which  tho 
music  Mary  had  last  used  was  yet  remaining  neglected  or  for- 
gotten. 

**  Music,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  reprehensive  inquiry,  while 
glancing  at  Mary,  under,  over,  and  finally  through  his  spectacles. 

"  It  is  the  hymn  I  sang  to  my  darling  papa  last  night ;  he 
loved  it  so,  next  to  AUesteftdeles,  indeed  ;  and  it  was  while  I 
was  singing  it,  he  passed  away  from  me,"  said  Mary  in  a  chok- 
ing voice. 

The  measure  of  the  Eevere  d  Gideon's  reprehension  became 
full  when  he  read  over  the  hymn  in  question. 

"  It  is  ritualistic,  even  popish  in  spirit.  Miss  Lennox,  and  I 
deplore  that  the  last  sounds  heard  on  earth  by  the  ears  of  your 
esteemed  father,  were  such  as  these.  But  oh,  let  not  me  bruise 
the  bruised !  My  poor  young  lady,  this  sort  of  tiling  comes  of 
your  being  so  sadly  left  to  yourself." 

He  retired,  promising  to  call  again.  But  nothing  that  he 
could  say  had  the  effect  of  crushing  Mary's  spirit  lower,  though 
she  felt  that  in  life  or  in  death  she  had  nothing  to  reproach  her- 
self with  as  a  daughter. 

As  he  was  in  haste  to  address  a  meeting  of  the  Sabbatarians 
and  self-righteous  folks  of  Willowdean,  who  were  getting  up  a 
petition  to  the  Home  Office  to  prevent  the  workmg  men  of 
Edinburgh  from  entering  the  Botanical  Gardens  of  that  city 
"  on  the  Lord's  Day."  and  indulging  in  the  desecration  of  it  by 
enjoying  flowers  and  sunshine,  he  hurried  away ;  but  permitted 
his  wife,  who  had  latterly  ignored  Mary^s  existence  (at  least 
since  the  Chesterhaugh  story),  to  remain  with  her,  till  the  fune- 
ral matters  were  arranged.  This  was  but  an  act  of  Christian 
charity ;  and  when  it  became  known  in  the  neighbourhood,  that 
the  impoverished  Laird  of  Lonewoodlee  was  dead,  many  shook 
their  heads  regretfully,  when  remembering,  like  honest  Sir 
John  Wedderburn,  his  stately  manners,  his  steady  seat  in  the 
hunting  field,  his  convivial  qualities,  his  dignified,  old-fashioned 
courtesy,  his  queer  feudal  notions ;  and  all  agreed  that  a  hnk 
with  the  past  was  broken.  A  few  others  speculated  on  what 
would  become  of  his  beautiful  orphan  daughter. 

The  funeral  day  came  at  last,  the  great  and  final  wrench  to 
poor  Mary,  who  was  secluded  in  her  own  room,  as  men  alone 
are  present  when  "  the  Prayer"  is  given  in  Scotland ;  but  she 
heard  that  Sir  John  Wedderburn  and  his  youngest  son  were 
present  in  deep  mourning,  and  she  sobbed  more  heavily  at  the 
mtelligence. 
.  Cyril's  father  1    Cyril's  brother ! 

**  Dead !— dead  I"  she  would  whisper  in  her  heart  "  How 
shall  I  struggle  through  the  world  alone  ]  YTho  will  love  me 
now  that  my  dearest  papa  is  dead  f        D,g,,ed bv  v^v^^v^^^i^ 


A  8UEPEISE.  207 

So  Oliver  Lennox  was  buried  in  the  Lennox  aislo  of  Willow- 
dean  Kirk,  where  are  lyin^  the  tombs  of  his  race  for  three  hund- 
red years,  back  even  to  Ohver  who  built  the  Tower,  as  the  legend 
above  its  door  records.  And  with  a  face  of  due  solemnity, 
specially  got  up  for  the  occasion,  his  solicitor  from  Edinburgh 
acted  as  chief  mourner ;  for  neither  kith  nor  kin  had  Oliver  left 
to  stand  by  his  grave  on  that  solemn  day  when  the  turf  fell  like 
a  green  curtain  over  the  last  scene  of  his  history. 

"  Better  in  his  narrow  home  than  in  the  Tolbooth  of  Willow- 
dean  or  Greenlaw ;  for  it  was  coming  to  that^  sir !"  whispered 
his  solicitor  in  the  ear  of  Sir  John  Wedderburn,  to  whom,  as  a 
Baronet  and  man  of  property,  he  had  stuck  like  a  barnacle  dur- 
ing the  whole  of  the  melancholy  ceremony. 


CHAPTER    XXXVL 

A  SURPEISE. 

When  Oliver  Lennox  passed  away,  he  left  Mary  little  that  she 
could  call  her  own,  save  her  paraphernalia  and  a  few  jewels 
that   had  been  her  mother^s.     Lonewoodlee  had  been  sold 
piecemeal  in  times  long  past,  and  the  little  that  remained  was 
mortgaged  to  the  turret- vanes.     The  spot  of  ground  around  it 
was  mortgaged  too,  even  to  the  last  tree  that  grew  thereon. 
There  was  the  old  furniture  of  the  days  of  the  Regency,  now 
scarcely  worth  removal ;  there,  were  some  grim  old  portraits,  bv 
Ramsay  and  Aikman,  and  even  two  by  Sir  Peter  Lely,  which 
would  sell  readily  to  those  who  were  "getting  up"  galleries  of  an- 
cestors elsewhere.  There  were  some  old  arms,  even  bits  of  armour 
that  had  seen  service  in  the  Border  Wars ;  steel  caps  and  lacks, 
and  Jed  wood  axes ;  old  cabinets,  and  eggshell  china  in  the  chintz- 
covered  drawing-room;  old  books,  old  rods  and  guns,  and  whips ; 
and  many  a  household  god,  to  which  Mary's  heart  clungyeamingly 
now  that  she  knew  she  must  leave  them  all  behind  her ;  for 
\^ .  1 1  r.  J  ic  V  L  i  \v  a y  h ei  c J  c :>  i  Li  i  Lk c vl  L I M  y  fell  on  some  object  through 
whicJit  by  the  mere  associatiou  of  ideas,  she  was  tortured.    But 
she  strove  to  cast  such  thoughts  aside,  as  she  reflected  on  the 
littleness  of  life  and  the  wortklessness  of  it — a  bitter  conclusion 
when  formed  by  the  heart  of  one  so  young,  and  when  that  heart 
diQiild  feel  all  the  best  impolaea  uf  hope  in  a  joyous  future, 
and  in  a  long  life  of  lasting  happiness. 

Had  her  father  been  more  provident  in  his  hot  fox-hunting 
youth  ;  had  her  brother,  the  laiiccr,  contracted  fewer  debts  of 
honour,  her  fate  might,  she  knew,  have  been  different  now. 
But  her  father  was  dead,  and  Harry  was  dead — buried  in  his 
Indian  grave,  far,  far  away  ;  so  she  crushed  the  thoughts  that 
T?ould  upbraid  them.    Yet  when  taken  ai  coi^unction  with  her 
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broken  engagement,  and  the  whole  details  of  her  luckless  lov€ 
affair  with  Cyril  Wedderburn,  her  heart 

"Ached  with  thoughts  of  all  that  might  have  been," 

had  her  fortune  and  circumstances  in  life  been  more  prosperous 
and  suitable  to  her  birtL 

When  the  gloomy  excitement  of  the  funeral  was  past,  and 
she  came  steadily  to  see  the  necessity  for  facing  the  future,  shd 
felt  at  times  an  irritation — an  almost  angry  and  defiant  emotion 
at  Destiny ;  while  sharing  with  Alison  Home  the  hope  that 
"  when  tmngs  are  at  the  worst,  they  are  sure  to  mend — at  least 
they  couldna'  weel  be  waur."  But  she  knew  that  with  her  they 
must  mend  elsewhere  than  in  her  old  ancestral  home.  Ana 
knowing  that  the  Chesters'  story  had  caused  her  to  be  coldly 
and  ma&volently  regarded  in  the  neighbourhood,  now  she  felt 
only  the  most  intense  longing  to  quit  it,  and  for  ever. 

In  the  years  of  the  future,  if  God  spared  her,  when  her  name 
had  been  forgotten  here,  she  might,  if  she  choose,  return  again 
to  see  her  father's  grave,  and  perhaps  to  erect  a  little  monument 
over  it  And  so,  thinking  over  these  possibilities,  pondering 
alone— for  the  minister's  wife  had  that  day  gone  back  to  the 
Manse— Marv,  seated  in  her  modest  black  dress,  gave  herself 
up  to  thoughts  that  became  most  difficult  to  unravel  She 
leaned  her  head  upon  her  right  hand,  and  sat  in  the  deep  recess 
of  one  #f  the  dining-room  windows.  She  heard  only  the  beating 
of  her  heart,  save  when  the  intense  solitude  that  reigned  around 
the  old  house  was  broken  by  the  cawing  of  the  black  rooks  in 
the  ancient  thicket— the  lone  vfood — ^from  which  the  Tower  took 
its  name,  or  the  bleating  of  a  sheep  on  the  hillside  close  by. 

A  day  was  coining,  she  knew,  when  her  eyes  must  rest  on 
other  lands  and  prospects  than  the  old  familiar  view  ^e  saw 
from  her  window  now ;  and  never  did  the  fields,  laden  with 
golden  grain,  or  the  green  pasture  meadows  and  the  purple 
heather  of  the  hills  now  bathed  in  the  amber  hues  of  sunset, 
look  more  lovely  than  in  this  her  time  of  sorrow. 

With  all  her  anxiety  to  begone  now,  she  dreaded  the  change. 
She  was  so  young,  and  so  totally  ignorant  of  the  world  .and  all 
its  crooked  ways ;  the  uprootal  from  old  associations  amid  which 
she  had  lived  from  infancy ;  the  risk  of  venturing  among  the 
cold,  hard,  suspicious,  and  perhaps  impitying  strangers— more 
than  alL  of  precipitating  herself  into  a  human  wilderness  so 
vast,  and  to  her  unknown,  as  that  of  London,  appalled  her— for 
to  London  she  was  bent  on  going  1  She  felt  herself  little  able 
to  work,  but  alike  ashamed  and  unable  to  beg !  These,  and 
such  as  these,  were  crushing  thoughts  to  a  tender  girl  in  the 
sensitive  time  of  youth,  when  all  around  her  should  be  happi- 
neaB  and  sunshine. 
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Her  former  friends  and  school  companions  now  in  London 
were,  many  of  them,  girls  of  good  and  high  position.  But  in 
her  change  of  circumstances  she  shrunk  from  intruding  on  any 
of  them  as  a  supplicant ;  and  resolved  that  among  strangers 
only  should  she  look  for  work  and  bread. 

So  immersed  was  Mary  in  her  own  sad  thoughts  that  she 
heard  neither  the  sound  of  horses'  hoofs,  the  rolling  of  wheels, 
nor  the  barking  of  the  Dalmatian  dogs  ;  nor  was  she  roused  from 
her  reverie  till  the  startled  Alison  Home  placed  before  her  an 
old  and  well-worn  silver  salver,  whereon  lay  two  black-edged 
cards.  Almost  immediately  after  there  was  a  rustling  of  silk 
and  crape,  as  Lady  Wedderburn  and  Gwendoleyne  entered ; 
and,  being  both  in  deep  mourning,  their  appearance  was  most 
consonant  to  the  occasion.  Lady  Wedderburn  at  once  intro- 
duced herself,  adding,  "  Miss  Lennox — my  niece,  Miss  Wedder- 
burn.'' 

A  flush  crossed  Mary's  pale  face,  and  her  quickened  heart 
beat  painfully  as  she  rose  to  receive  visitors  who  were  entirely 
unexpected.  But  still,  in  the  native  pride  of  her  heart,  she 
strove  to  restrain  her  tears. 

"  Lady  Wedderburn,"  said  she, "  it  is  most — most  kind  of  you 
to  come  to  me " 

*'  Surely  not  at  a  time  like  this,  my  dear  child,'*  replied  Lady 
Wedderburn,  seating  herself  on  the  deep  old  horse-hair  sofa, 
and  thinking  how  beautiful  and  how  perfectly  ladylike  the  pale 
girl  looked  in  her  black  dress — an  orpnan  in  mourning  for  her 
father. 

**  Yes,  at  a  time  like  this — the  darkest  of  a  blighted,  a  stricken 
life  !'*  continued  Mary,  deeply  moved  by  the  soft  and  kind 
manner  of  her  visitors. 

"  My  son  Cyril  asked  me  to — ^to — ;"  poor  Lady  Wedderburn 
paused,  conscious  that  she  was  beginning  to  blunder  already. 

"  Cyril — Captain  Wedderburn — did  he ^' 

"  Yes.  He  asked  me  to  be  kind  to  you  if  aught  happened. 
You  understand.  Miss  Lennox  V 

Mary  did  unaerstand,  and  she  began  to  weep  hysterically, 
jrhjle  her  visitors,  unused  to  grief  of  this  kind,  glanced  at  eacii 
other  uneasily. 

The  elder  bad  ignored^  sHglitGd,  even  "  cut "  her.  But  could 
!Maiy  forget  that  slie  was  the  mother  of  Cyril,  who  once  loved 
her,  and  whose  ring  was  yet  on  her  engagement  finger — Cyril, 
whom  she  still  loved  so  well !  Her  heart  was  crushed  by  her 
own  great  grief :  she  felt  weak  and  tender,  and  had  the  des- 
perate longing  in  her  utter  and  intense  loneliness  for  some  one 
to  love  heTj  for  something  to  cling  to.  And  she  had  now  all  the 
pa^ionate  de-sire  to  throw  hfirself  into  the  arms  of  Lady  Wed- 
derburn, as  she  migiit  have  done  into  those  of  a  parent,  and  the** 
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weep  freely  and  fully,  pouring  out  her  sorrow ;  but  a  remnant 
of  M-mily  pride  —  the  genuine  old  Scottish  instinct,  of  not 
"  letting  oneself  down,'*  sustained  Mary's  spirit,  and  withheld 
the  generous  emotion  which  the  other  was  too  motherly  and 
too  kindhearted  to  have  misunderstood. 

She  had  admitted  Cyril's  interest  in  Mary's  welfare,  and  she 
resolved  to  ignore  that  she  knew  or  suspected  more ;  but  some- 
how the  conversation  always  turned  to  Cyril. 

"  I  have  now  learned, — I  think  it  right  to  tell  you,  my  dear 
Miss  Lennox— the  true  story  of  tLat  visit  you  paid  to  the  house 
— ^the  gate,  I  mean — of  Captain  Chesters.  I  learned  it  quite 
incidentally,"  she  added,  perceiving  that  a  momentary  flash 
of  anger  lit  up  Mary's  eyes  ;  "but  I  do  think,  as  a  friend,  that 
it  was  most  unfortunate  for  yourself  that  you  concealed  it  so." 

"  I  concealed  it,  knowing  the  character  of  Captain  Chesters, 
and  in  dread  of  the  very  event  that  took  place." 

"  And  this  event  ?"  asked  the  other,  looJdng  a  little  perplexed. 

"Was  your  son's  just  indignation  at  that  which  I  had  no 
control  over ;  indeed  I  had  not,"  replied  Mary,  referring  thus 
to  her  engagement  in  the  most  straightforward  manner,  and 
not  ill-pleased  that  the  attractive  eyes  of  the  beautiful  cousin 
v/ere  occupied  by  an  album  in  the  recess  of  a  window. 

"  Control  T  stammered  Lady  Wedderburn,  not  knowing  well 
vrhat  to  say. 

"  Before  that,  he  loved  me  very  truly,  madam.'* 

"For  long  r 

"  Almost  ever  since  he  brought  my  dear  papa  my  brother's 
sword  and  rings  from  Lidia." 

*•  And  you  loved  him  f ' 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mary;,  in  a  low  voice  like  a  sigh. 

"It  is  great  duplicity  on  Cyril's  part,  when  he  knew  our 
families  were  on  bad  terms;  and  latterly  ^^  she  added,  with  a 
glance  at  the  unconscious  Gwenny,  **  an  unfortunate  folly  on 
yours,  under  all  the  circumstances. ' 

"  You  refer,  madam,  I  presume,  to  the  engagement  with  his 
cousin  of  which  Captain  Chesters  told  me  T 

Lady  Wedderburn  was  silent ;  and  thus,  unwittingly  perhaps, 
permitted  Marv  to  adopt  a  painful  error. 

"  Well,  well, '  she  sighed,  looking  sadly  down  the  while  ;  "  I 
can  have  no  more  bereavements  now.  My  papa's  death  leaves 
me  alone  in  the  world." 

"  Alone  r 

"  Yes ;  God  and  mvself  only  know  how  fearfully  alone  !*' 

"  This  is  most  sad,'  replied  Lady  Wedderburn,  kindly,  as  she 
took  Mary's  hands  in  hers^  and  gazed  tenderly  into  the  sweet 
young  face.  "  Can  I  not  assist  you-  Miss  Lennox  %  In  anything 
you  may  command  me,"  she  added,  for  secretly  her  heart  went 
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{oit&  to  the  girl  who  had  loved  her  absent  son,  and  had  the  courage 
to  honestly  avow  that  love ;  so  with  charming  inconsistency, 
forgetting  all  about  her  past  accusation  of  art,  of  cunning,  and 
decoying  on  Mary's  paxt,  with  mudi  of  pity  and  sudden  affection, 
she  surveyed  her ;  for  Mary  was  so  wasted  and  worn  by  past 
watching,  nursing,  and  sorrow,  that  she  was  more  like  a  spirit, 
having  dark  brown  hair  and  large  violet  eyes,  with  bluish  un- 
healthy circles  under  them,  than  a  living  being.  "You  do  not 
seem  strong,  Miss  Lennox,"  said  she. 

"  Nor  am  I ;  my  health  may  never  recover  the  shocks  I  have 
sustained  of  ikte,  with  dear  papa's  long  illness,  and  the  hard 
task— a  labour  of  love — watching  him  by  night  and  day  ;  so 
Dr.  Squills  tells  me,  that  unless  I  am  very  careful,  my  grave  is 
not  far  distant,  and  at  best,  assuredly  not  far  off." 

"  Poor  child  !  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  1  Pardon  mc, 
bat  you  cannot  live  here  alone.'' 

"  Here  V  repeated  Mary,  and  as  she  glanced  at  the  old  faded 
dining-hall,  tne  bitter  smile  stole  over  her  lip  again  ;  "  no,  not 
here— not  here.    I  mean  to  get  some  teaching  if  1  can." 
"And  if  not f 
"Then  I  can  but— die  P 
"  Do  not  speak  thus,  I  implore  you  I'' 

"  My  voice  is  thought  to  be  a  good  one,  and  has  been  well 
cultivated,  for  papa  was  vain  of  it ;  but  I  fear  I  have  lost  a 
note  or  two  since— since— " 
"Since  when r 
"Last  March." 

("  That  was  when  Cyril  left  this,"  thought  Lady  Wedderburn.) 
"  And  you  mean  to  go  to  London,  I  have  heard ;  is  that  true  f 
"Yes;  in  a  few  days." 
"  Have  you  friends  there  f* 
"Not  one." 

"This  is  a  terrible— a  Weak  prospect  P 
"Bleak  indeed  ;  fatherless,  motherless,  and  in  time,  it  may 
be,  penniless  1  But  not  hopeless,  while  God  spares  and  helps 
me.  Assuredly,  Lady  Wedderburn,  this  world  is  not  the  place 
where  our  fondest  hopes  are  realized,  or  where  our  brightest 
dreams  are  always  embodied.  It  is  a  place,  rather,  where  we 
should  bear  and  forbear  one  with  another,  striving  to  be  happy 
if  we  can  ;  and  if  we  cannot  be  happy,  to  be  at  least  resigned 
and  content.'' 

"  My  poOT  child,  by  living  so  much  alone,  you  have  learned 
to  talk  and  think  painfully  beyond  your  years,"  replied  the 
other,  who  could  not  help  contrasting  the  probable  fate,  fortune, 
and  future  of  Mary  ana  Gwenny,  both  aiOte  so  young  and 
beautiful. 
Somehow  her  visit  proved  a  very  protracted  one.    She  found 
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the  charms  of  Mary's  mind  and  manner  were  such,  that  even 
her  loveliness  seemed  to  be  but  a  secondary  excellence.  She 
pressed  her  to  visit  WiHowdean — to  come  away  with  her  now 
in  the  carriage  ;  to  spend  even  a  single  day  there  ;  but  Mary 
remembered  her  father's  luckless  and  expensive  quarrels  and 
disputes  with  Sir  John  ;  she  thought,  too,  of  the  bitter  slights 
and  mortifications  that  had  been  put  upon  herself ;  and  now 
that  dl  was  over  between  her  and  Cyril,  and  that  another  pos- 
sessed the  love  that  had  once  been  her  own,  she  steadily- 
declined,  so  her  visitors  ceased  to  press ;  and  all  this  seemed 
very  strange  to  the  blushing  and  simpering  Mrs.  M*Guflfbg, 
who  had  just  returned,  happy  that  she  was  in  time  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  even  shaking  hands  "wi'  her  leddyship." 

She  prevailed  upon  Mary,  however,  to  accept  of  a  letter  of 
introduction  to  a  lady  friend  in  London,  who  had  two  little 
daughters,  and  who,  she  was  assured,  would  befriend  her  ;  and 
for  this,  Mary  felt  herself  compelled  to  express  gratitude  •  and 
there  the  interview,  which  afforded  sincere  pleasure  to  Mary, 
ended,  and  the  splendid  carriage,  with  its  liveried  servants  and 
brace  of  spotted  dogs,  rolled  away  from  the  door  of  the  desolate 
and  dilapidated  house. 

When  Gwenny,  after  kissing  Mary  and  weeping  with  her  at 
parting,  in  the  mode  adopted  by  most  young  ladies,  who  so 
readily  share  each  other's  joys  and  griefs— expatiated  on  the 
romantic  solitude  of  the  old  tower,  and  the  quaintness— so  she 
was  good-natured  enough  to  term  it— of  its  furniture  and  so 
forth,  Lady  Wedderbum  reminded  her  that  the  Lennoxes  were 
but  as  mushrooms  when  compared  to  the  old  Welsh  line  of 
Ap-Ehys  of  Llanchillwydd ;  but  so  she  might,  with  a  safer 
conscience,  have  added  were  the  Wedderbums  of  WiUowdean  ; 
for  so,  eve&  in  this  advanced  age  of  the  world,  will  some  people 
talk,  and  set  a  mighty  store  upon  their  real  or  fancied  little  oit 
of  heraldry,  as  if  tnere  had  been  more  Adams  than  one  in  Eden. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

MAEY  BEGINS  HER  PILGRIMAGE. 

With  that  promptitude  which  women  can  so  often  exert  when 
in  grief  or  adversity,  Mary  made  all  her  preparations  for  leaving 
Lonewoodlee.  It  was  already  in  the  hands  of  creditors  or  their 
agents,  and  every  day  she  remained  she  felt  as  if  they  were 
conferring  an  obligation  upon  her,  and  that  idea  was  intoler- 
able !  A  few  relics  of  her  father  she  secured  for  herself.  The 
embroidered  slippers  he  had  last  worn — her  own  working ;   his 
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Qjectacles,  an  old  riding-whip,  and  other  mementos,  were  put 
away  as  sacred  treasures,  over  which  she  often  wrung  her  poor 
little  hands,  and  as  the  emotions  of  the  child  welled  up  in  her 
heart,  would  weep^h,  so  bitterly  ! 

Marv  had  sometimes— especi  all  v  latterly— repined  at  the  dul- 
ness  01  her  impoverished  home  ;  out  now,  witn  an  emotion  of 
repentance,  she  shed  salt  and  silent  tears,  at  the  misery  of 
leaving  its  shelter  for  a  future  which  she  could  not  foresee,  and 
some  dark  forebodings  of  which  had  already  begun  to  steal 
upon  her. 

The  last  day  there  was  a  dull  and  melancholy  one  indeed.  A 
dense  mist  had  set  in  from  the  German  Sea,  and  was  rolling  in 
masses  along  all  the  glens  and  ravines  of  the  Lammermuirs ;  the 
wind  seemed  to  sigh  with  a  deep  "  sough"  in  the  old  pine  wood, 
and  the  old  house-dog,  as  if  sensible  of  some  impending  change 
or  calamity,  uttered  ever  and  anon  a  low  and  dismal  howL 

Mary  was  taking  away  with  her  only  a  trunk,  for  everything 
that  had  belonged  to  the  family  in  past  times,  and  all  their 
most  treasured  household  lares,  were  to  be  left  behind  for  the 
hammer  of  the  inexorable  auctioneer.  Jealously  tender  of  her 
dead  father's  honour,  Mary  had  changed  into  money  every- 
thing in  the  shape  of  jewellery  that  the  solicitors  would  permit 
her  so  to  turn  (for  even  the  stony  hearts  of  Grub  and  Wylie 
were  moved)  •  she  had  thus  paid  to  the  last  penny  all  he  owed 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  leaving  herseft  but  a  very  little 
stock  in  gold — enough,  perhaps,  to  maintain  her  for  a  few 
weeks,  till  she  discovered  some  one  to  appreciate  her  musical 
talents  and  those  little  domestic  accomplishments  by  which  she 
hoped  to  feed  herself  in  the  great  metropolis  of  the  world. 

So  the  fatal  or  eventful  evening  came  at  last,  and  Marj',  with 
her  little  trunk,  was  driven  over  to  the  railway  station  by  Doc- 
tor Squills,  who,  as  he  had  always  admired  her  greatly  in  secret, 
was  somewhat  moved  on  this  occasion.  As  he  turned  the  gig 
down  the  roadway  from  the  hills,  Mary  begged  of  him  to  pause 
for  a  moment,  while  she  gave  a  last  long,  wistful  glance  at  Lone- 
woodlee,  which— save  that  no  smoke  ascended  from  its  chimneys 
now,  and  that  all  the  windows  were  closed — looked  just  as  it 
must  have  done  for  three  centuries,  a  grey  and  stony  mass,  with 
its  four  turrets  standing  sharply  up  against  the  evening  sky. 

The  Httie  garden,  once  so  trim  and  neat,  was  a  mere  wilder- 
ness now,  where  the  jasmine  grew  in  wild  masses  round  the  old 
lichen-spotted  dial-stone  ;  and  the  ancient  pines  of  the  thicket 
which  her  ususdly  improvident  father  had  spared  for  beauty's 
sake,  and  where  she  had  been  wont  to  meet  Cyril,  were  marked 
by  the  aze  for  cutting  down  and  "  sale  by  public  roup  at  the 
Market  Gross  of  WiSowdean  "  as  a  large  placard  informed  th^ 
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There  had  been  a  time  when  she  had  pictured  herserf  leaving 
Lonewoodlee— if  she  ever  left  it—as  the  bride  of  Cyril  Wedder- 
burn,  happy,  joyous,  and  filled  with  the  natural  anticipations  of 
a  long  ana  brilUant  future.— Now !  tears  choked  her  under  her 
veil,  as  she  felt  keenly  all  the  bitterness  of  the  present,  when 
contrasted  with  the  vanished  hopes  of  the  past.  It  was  all  over 
— aU— all ;  and  certainly  on  this  side  of  the  grave  they  would 
never  meet  again. 

"  Drive  on,  Doctor,  please  ;  I  fear  we  shall  be  late  for  the 
train — I  am  sure  I  hear  the  whistle  already  I"  said  she,  making 
a  prodigious  effort  to  be  calm. 

In  her  motherly  heart.  Lady  Wedderburn  viewed  with  much 
of  pity  and  more  of  terror,  the  fact  of  a  solitary  and  beautiful 
girl,  one  so  gently  bred  and  nurtured  and  so  totally  ignorant 
of  the  world,  setting  forth  on  a  pilgrimage  so  hazardous  ; 
while  Sir  John,  with  his  usual  open-handed  hberality,  thought 
of  enclosing  a  cheque  to  her  for  a  handsome  sum,  pretending  it 
was  some  debt  he  owed  her  father  ;  but  his  wife  assured  him 
that  the  spirit  of  Mary  Lennox  was  such,  that  she  would  too 
probably  return  it  as  an  insult ;  so  the  good  man  sighed  as 
he  relinquished  the  idea,  adding — "  Ah,  poor  thing— she  was^  so 
fond  of  our  Cyril,  you  say  f  and  he  sighed  again  over  his  wine 
that  evening,  and  said,  "Kate,  Kate,  I  cannot  now,  without 
regret  and  emotion,  regard  this  utter  destruction  of  an  old 
Border  family,  with  all  its  local  and  historical  associations, 
roi/j  obstinate,  passionate  Oliver  Lennox  !  I  would,  for  the 
girl's  sake,  he  had  guided  his  patrimony  as  he  might  have  done." 
I^sidy  Wedderburn  agreed  with  him ;  but  Robert  thought 
^the  sooner  such  geese  as  old  Lennox  were  plucked  and  in  the 
market,  the  better." 

"There  speaks  the  lawyer"  retorted  his  father;  "but  poor 
Lennox  knew  one  art  only— that  of  squandering." 

Meanwhile^  Mary  was  standing  as  one  in  a  dream  on  the  plat- 
form of  the  httle  station  at  Wiflowdean,  where  the  Reverend 
Gideon  M*Guffog  and  a  few  others  waited,  either  to  see  her  off, 
or  more  likely  to  see  the  train  come  in,  that  event  being  then 
somewhat  of  a  novelty  in  the  secluded  locality.  He  omitted  to 
warn  her,  an  inexperienced  girl,  of  the  penis  that  might  so 
easily  beset  her  patn  in  a  city  so  vast  as  London  ;  but  he  did 
not  fail  to  warn  her  to  beware  of  "  prelacy,  popery,  ritualism, 
and  other  errors  and  snares  of  the  Evil  One,  abounding  in  the 
land  to  which  she  was  going." 

Sobbing  bitterly  as  she  bade  her  adieu,  old  Alison  Home 
forced  upon  her  acceptance  a  pair  of  worsted  boots  of  her  own 
knitting,  "  to  keep  her  f eetie  warm  in  the  train,"  as  she  said, 
though  the  season  was  the  end  of  summer ;  and  a  tall  footman 
in  plush  brought  her  from  Willowdean  a  beautiful  bouquet  and  a 
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pretty  basket  of  fruit,  with  "the  compliments  and  best  wishes 
of  Miss  Wedderbum." 

Her  rival— her  snpplanter !  yet  she  received  the  graceful 
gifts  quietly,  and  returned  a  polite  message  of  thanks. 

To  seep  up  appearances,  she  had  taken  a  first-class  ticket 
to  Berwick,  resolving  to  exchange  there  where  she  was  unknown 
to  a  third-class  for  London,  consoling  herself  by  the  reflection, 
that  as  an  unprotected  girl,  she  should  doubtless  be  safer  among 
tiie  many,  though  more  humble,  who  might  be  in  the  latter, 
than  with  one  or  two  in  the  former  class  of  carriage.  And  as 
the  train  glided  away,  Mary  gave  a  last  and  piercing  glance  at 
the  familiar  scenerv  around  her,  at  the  village  spire,  whose 
riiadow  at  sunset  fell  upon  the  grave  of  her  parents,  and  then 
she  sank  back  into  a  recess  of  the  carriage,  to  weep  and  commune 
alone,  with  all  her  thoughts  turned  inwards. 

Every  tie  between  her  and  her  home  was  broken  now  ;  and 
she  baa  but  one  all-pervading  idea,  that  on  the  day  of  her  visit, 
Cyril's  mother,  by  her  silence,  had  tacitly  admitted  the  fact  of 
his  engagement  to  his  cousin  Gwendoleyne. 

"  How  soon,  oh,  how  readily  he  forgot  me  !"  she  exclaimed, 
for  she  was  alone. 

Mary  felt  truly  fateful  to  Lady  Wedderbum  for  her  letter 
of  introduction,  which  was  addressed  to  a  Lady  Wetherall  in 
Piccadilly,  and  on  the  latter  aU  her  hopes  were  based.  She 
wondered  whether  Piccadilly  was  a  street  or  square — a  park  or 
suburb,  and  what  manner  of  person  Lady  Wetiierall  might  be— 
whether  old  or  young,  grave  or  gav.  Would  sdie  be  kind  to  her  % 
oh,  if  so,  how  very  soon  she  should  learn  to  love  her  and  her 
two  little  daughters.  If  the  girls  were  her  daughters,  then  she 
could  not  be  very  old— middle-aged,  pleasant  and  motherly, 
perhaps;  for  now  when  alone,  and  entirely  among  strangers, 
Mary  began  to  feel  a  little  tipaid  ;  she  had  heard  and  read  so 
much  of  the  tinmerited  humiliations  of  governess  life. 

She  had  changed  carriages  at  Berwick ;  the  waters  of  the 

bordering  Tweed  had  vanished,  and  she  strove,  but  in  vain,  to 

court  sleep  in  the  comfortless  third-class  vehicle,  while  the  swift 

night  train  sped  on  in  darkness  along  the  bleak  Northumbrian 

coast  line,  by  Morpeth,  and  by  Newcastle,  the  lights  of  which 

she  saw  witn  astonishmentfrom  the  famous  High-level  Bridge ; 

and  as  the  train  "slowed,"  then  with  growing  fear  and  wonder 

did  she  look  down  on  the  quaint  old  bridge  of  the  Tyne,  on  the 

pigmy  figures  in  the  gas-lit  streets,  and  on  the  masts  and  yards  of 

the  shipping,  more  than  one  hundred  and  twenty  feet  below  her ! 

So  the  monotonous  night  wore  away,  and  weary,  pale  and 

nervous,  with  her  black  mourning  dress  powdered  white  with 

dust,  she  saw  the  train  enter  London,  and  run  on  for  miles  upon 

miles  between  dense  streets,  whici  being  all  of  brick,  seemed 
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strange  and  even  foreign  to  her  eyes,  till  she  began  to  imagine  it 
would  never  stop  at  au,— till  about  ten  in  the  forenoon,  when 
she  found  herself  standing  lost,  bewildered,  and  literally  stunned, 
amid  the  bustle  and  roar  of  the  Great  Northern  Railway !  But 
last  night — only  last  night,  she  had  been  amid  the  sequestered 
solitude  of  the  healthy  Lammermuirs,  where,  save  the  bleating 
of  a  sheep  or  the  whistle  of  a  curlew,  no  sound  broke  the 
oppressive  silence  I 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

IN  LONDON. 

The  space,  the  crowd  and  the  bustle  in  and  around  the  terminus 
of  the  Great  Northern  Railwav,  scared  poor  Mary,  and  literally 
took  her  breath  awajr.  Wearily,  and  with  a  haggard  and  almost 
despairing  eye,  the  girl  threw  up  her  black  veil  and  looked  about 
her.  The  train  had  disgorged  its  hundreds  on  the  spacious 
platform ;  all  seemed  to  have  some  decided  object  or  path  tc 
pursue — some  home  or  hotel  to  go  to ;  nearly  all  seemed  to  have 
friends  to  greet  them,  were  able  to  select  their  own  luggage, 
and  depart  on  their  way  in  confidence  and  seciu*ity. 

'*  Now  then,  young  lady — move  on,  please,"  said  a  policeman, 
and  she  moved  on  accordingly,  but  mechanically  and  forgetting 
all  about  the  little  trunk  which  contained  all  her  worldly  goods, 
till  she  suddenly  saw  it  on  a  barrow,  with  many  others,  when 
she  claimed  it,  and  was  instantly  surroimded  by  clamorous 
porters,  and  even  cabmen  seeking  her  as  a  fare,  and  using 
strange  slang  terms  of  which  she  was  totally  ignorant. 

"  Where  was  she  to  be  driven  to  ?"  some  one  asked  her. 

She  could  not  say,  but  stood  helpless  and  burst  into  tears. 
At  that  moment  the  guard  of  the  train  by  which  she  had 
travelled—  a  ruddy  complexioned,  brown-whiskered,  and  jolly 
looking  man — remembered  that  she  was  the  young  lady  to  whom 
the  showily-liveried  footman  had  brought  the  bouquet  and 
fruit  at  WiUowdean.  He  came  forward  and,  touching  his  cap, 
politely  said— "Can  I  do  anything  for  you,  ma'am— 'seem  a 
stranger  in  London— 'been  here  before  V* 

"Never." 

•*  Where  do  your  friends  live  V* 

"  I  have  none  in  London." 

"Then  where  would  you  like  a  cab  to  take  youT  he  con- 
tinued. 

"  That  I  cannot  tell  you— I  am  so  utterly  a  stranger.'' 

The  guard  began  to  look  puzzled,  and  a  policeman  who  was 
standing  by,  and  had  hitherto  been  gazing  stolidly  over  bid 
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fjazed  leather  stock,  now  seemed  to  take  an  interest  in  the 
conversation  and  to  look  suspicious,  while  one  or  two  men  of 
Rhabbv  appearance  whispered  together  and  drew  near,  till  his 
eye  fell  on  them,  and  then  they  slimk  away. 

"  Do  you  know  Lady  Wetherall's  house  in  Piccadilly?"  asked 
Mary,  timidly. 

"  I  knows  riccadilly  pretty  well,  ma'am— but  can't  say  as  I 
knows  Lady  WetheralL    Are  you  going  there  ?" 

"To-morrow — meantime  I  must  rest  for  to-day  and  to-night; 
I  am  quite  exhausted." 

After  a  pause,  the  guard  said,  "I  daresay  my  missus  woiddn't 
object  to  taking  you  in  for  a  night  till  you  could  look  about 
you,  and  do  it  cneap  too.  She  prefers  Scotch  folks — queer,  but 
every  one  to  their  taste.  If  you  choose  to  cab  it,  Til  go  along 
with  you  myself." 

"  Is  she  your  wife  of  whom  you  talk,  my  good  man  ?'  asked 
Mary,  feeling  the  necessity  of  rousing  nerself  to  action,  for  the 
eyes  of  many  loiterers  were  now  upon  her. 

**  Wife— no,  my  landlady — poor  woman  she  has  seen  better 
days,  has  Mrs.  Long  Primer.** 

"  Of  course— who  ever  knowed  a  landlady  that  hadn't  T  said 
the  policeman,  laughing. 

"  She's  a  respectable  woman— a  printer's  widow,  ma'am ;  and 
though  her  name  be  Long,  she's  little  enough." 

"Well,  Tom,"  resumed  the  policeman,  "I  think  you'd  better 
take  the  young  woman  away  with  you ;  she  may  get  into 
trouble  else,  being,  I  see,  quite  a  stranger— a  jolly  green  oj:? 
too,  sure  as  my  name  is  Finnis." 

This  style  of  dialogue  was  Marjr's  first  taste  of  a  new  kind 
of  humiliation.    The  distribution  of  two  or  three  three-penny 

gieces  procured  the  cab,  on  the  box  of  which  her  trunk  wtvs 
oisted;  she  stepped  in,  and  the  guard,  Tom  Gubbs,  in  his 
railway  livery,  followed  her.  As  they  drove  through  the  streets 
the  double  lines  of  vehicles  of  all  kinds,  laden  carts,  drays  and 
waggons,  the  multitude  of  sounds  that  mingled  and  united 
into  a  species  of  dull  roar  ;  the  vast  and  ceaseless  human  tide 
that  surged  along  the  pavements,  at  first  appalled  Mary,  and 
then  seemed  to  lull  her  senses  into  a  kind  of  stupor,  from  which 
the  voice  of  her  new  companion  roused  her  at  times,  as  ho 
kindly  named  the  thoroughfares  through  which  they  were 
passing,  or  drew  her  attention  to  some  great  church  or  other 
public  edifice. 

At  last,  after  traversing  what  seemed  to  be  an  enormous  wil- 
derness of  streets,  the  cab  turned  to  the  left  from  the  crowded 
Strand,  down  a  quiet  and  narrow  alley,  where  all  was  still  and 
nearly  noiseless,  and  at  the  foot  of  which  a  glimpse  could  be 
had  of  the  Thames,  with  its  shipping,  and  the  crowded  steamera 
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iding  past.  And  now  the  vehicle  stopped  at  the  green-painted 
^oor  of  a  large  house,  where  people  lodged  on  the  various 
floors,  according  to  what  they  could  afford  to  pay.  Then  the 
guardj  Mr.  Tom  Gubbs,  after  a  chafing  wrangle  with  the  cabby, 
who  insisted  that  his  fare  should  be  five,  instead  of  two 
shiUings,  informed  her  that  this  was  "  Norfolk  Street,  Strand." 
To  Mary's  ear  this  conveyed  no  particular  idea,  but  to  her  eve  the 
houses  looked  gloomy,  dincy,  and  strange,  and  she  could  not 
determine  whether  they  had  been  built  yesterday,  or  two  hun- 
dred years  ago  ;  though  with  their  quaintly  corniced  doors,  old 
fashioned  brass  knockers,  and  general  aspect,  they  looked  like 
mansions  at  which  Johnson  and  Garrick  might  have  visited, 
near  which  Savage  might  have  wandered  in  his  hunger  and 
misery,  and  where  crown  bowls  of  punch  had  been  dnmk  over 
the  defeat  of  "The  Rebels ''  at  CuUoden,  and  the  fall  of  Que- 
becj — ^f  or  the  quarter  seemed  decidedly  London  of  the  Hano- 
venan  times. 

Mary's  introducteur,  whose  apartment  was  at  the  top  of  the 
house,  vouched  to  the  landlady  for  the  respectability  of  her 
"new  wisitor,"  who  he  said  "had  come  from  Scotland  by  the 
night-train,  and  was  going  to  Lady  Wetherall's  in  Piccadmy — 
to  service  of  some  kind,  as  he  thought — to-morrow ;  but  that 
she  wished  a  few  hours'  rest,  being  well  nigh  wore  out'* 

Indeed  Mary  looked  as  if  about  to  sink,  and  when  Mrs.  Long 
Primer,  a  plump  and  motherly  looking  little  woman  in  a  huge 
white  cap,  asked  her  "  on  which  floor  she  wished  an  apartment," 
she  replied  that  it  was  a  matter  of  total  indifference  to  her ;  so 
the  landlady  solved  the  dijfficulty  by  conducting  her  at  once  to 
a  little  room,  one  window  of  wnich  faced  the  gloomy  street ; 
but  the  other  afforded  a  narrow  glimpse  of  the  shining  river 
with  all  its  bustle. 

A  little  breakfast  was  prepared  for  her,  and  now  Mary  with 
a  swelling  and  thankful  heart,  shook  hands  with  Gubbs  the 
guard  (who,  on  the  morrow,  she  knew,  would  be  speeding  past 
the  Lammermuirs,  with  the  down  train),  and  the  worthy  fellow 
blushed  scarlet,  for  it  had  not  been  often  his  lot  to  have  in  his 
a  hand  so  white  and  beautiful  as  that  of  Mary  Lennox. 

A  reference  to  the  London  Directory  assured  Mrs.  Primer 
that  there  was  a  Lady  Wetherall  in  Piccadilly.  The  weight 
and  appearance  of  Mary's  trunk,  as  it  stood  in  the  passage, 
suggested  respectability,  and  it  was  filled  with  genuine  wearing 
apparel.  Her  courier  bag  too,  with  all  its  little  appurtenances, 
seemed  faultless.  Mrs.  Long  Primer  studied  all  these  things 
acutely,  for  she  had  been  deluded,  "  taken  in,"  more  than  once 
during  her  career  as  a  landlady ;  but  in  the  course  of  conversa- 
tion with  Mary,  she  soon  learned  her  circumstances,  her  object 
in  coming  to  London,  and  all  her  wishes ;  and  the  good  woman 
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felt  her  mother's  heart  stirred  within  her,  as  she  surveyed  th« 
sad,  weary  eyes,  the  pale  little  face  and  the  black  dress  of  a 
creature  so  young  and  attractive  cast  on  the  world  alone  •  and 
more  sadly  perhaps  would  she  have  surveyed  her,  had  she 
known  how  very  few  pounds  the  poor  girl  had  in  her  pocket 

Unslept  though  she  had  been  all  the  previous  night,  Mary 
felt  unnaturedly  wakeful  all  day.  The  street  was  still  and  quiet, 
though  close  to  the  roar  of  the  mighty  Strand.  No  sound  came 
to  her  ears  there,  save  an  occasional  street  cry.  the  paddlinff  of 
a  steamer  shooting  past  with  its  human  freiffnt,  or  the  befl  of 
St.  Clement's  church,  as  the  clock  struck  the  slowly  passing 
hours.  She  prayed  in  her  heart  and  felt  hopeful,  for  she  had 
made  her  first  essay  in  life  and  met  with  kindness. 

She  studied  the  advertisements  in  the  Times,  and  the  number 
of  situations  vacant  filled  her  with  wonder.  Could  people  ever 
be  found  to  supply  them  all !  On  the  other  hand,  the  number 
of  applicants,  tneir  talents,  qualifications,  and  recommendations 
rather  scared  her,  and  made  her  happy  to  rest  all  her  hopes  on 
Lady  WetheralL  Yet  she  could  not  resist  turning  again  and 
again,  nervously,  to  the  monstrous  list  in  the  Times.  There 
were,  "Wanted,  a  young  ladv  for  a  millinery  department- 
salary  for  the  first  year  £50.'  "  Wanted,  a  young  person  of 
strictly  Christian  principles,  as  governess  to  five  little  girls  • 
solid  English  education,  French,  Italian,  music,  drawing,  and 
the  use  of  the  globes  necessary,  salary  £10  per  annum ;  and  the 
share  of  a  comfortable  home."  "  Widow,  wanted  as  housekeeper 
to  a  single  gentleman,  not  over  forty  "  (which  was  to  be  "  not 
over  forty,"  the  advertisement  did  not  say).  "  Wanted  a  cook" 
— the  cooks  seemed  decidedly  to  have  the  best  of  it,  so  far  as 
salaries  went ;  but  Mary's  heart  sank  as  she  read  on,  and  then 
she  cast  the  paper  aside. 

Quitting  the  rickety  little  calico-covered  sofa,  she  frequently 
rose  to  look  from  the  window  into  the  street  without.  The 
architecture,  material,  and  construction  of  the  houses  seemed 
novel  to  her  eye,  while  the  window  panes  being  almost  flush 
with  the  external  walls,  suggested  alarming  ideas  of  insecurity. 
The  voices  of  the  passers,  and  the  names  on  the  signboards,  like 
the  sound  of  the  church  bells,  all  spoke  to  her  of  being  in  a 
strange  place,  and  of  being  utterly  among  strangers. 

Slowly  passed  the  day,  and  after  she  had  been  some  hours 
alone,  sne  began  to  feel  forlorn  and  nervous.  Oh,  the  gloom  of 
that  London  lodging-house — she  should  never,  never  forget  it ! 
Her  liberty,  her  bemg  so  unheeded  and  uncared  for,  almost 
terrified  her.  There  were  none  to  greet  her,  and  none  whom 
she  could  ^eet.  She  felt  as  if  her  existence  was  already  being 
ignored.  To  add  to  the  gloom  of  her  thoughts,  she  had  read  in 
Sat  daVs  Times  of  two  cases  of  death  from  starvation— death 
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amid  the  wealth  and  luxury  of  London.  And  in  one  instance 
the  victim  had  been  a  governess,  a  lady  of  many  accomplish- 
ments, but  out  of  emplovment.  Starvation !  the  idea  filled  her 
with  horror;  but,  with  God's  help,  such  could  never  be  her  fate, 
for  was  there  not  Lady  Wetherall,  whom  Lady  Wedderbum  felt 
assured  would  refuse  her  nothing  ? 

The  very  opening  and  shutting  of  the  house  door,  and  the 
rat-tat  of  its  Imocker,  suggested  the  idea  of  temporary  lodgings, 
and  not  of  home.  Home!  alas,  she  had  none  now,  though  even 
the  dog's  kennel  or  the  half-ruined  stable  at  Lonewoodlee,  would 
have  seemed  as  such  to  her  then.  Never  more  —  never  more, 
should  she  feel  the  sublime  sense  of  security  afforded  by  home 
and  a  father's  roof  ! 

She  felt  somewhat  relieved,  however,  when  gossipy  little  Mrs. 
Primer  came  to  ask  her  to  "join  her  at  tea,  with  a  chop,  quite 
cheery  in  her  own  back  parlour."  The  kiud  woman  had  hot 
muffins,  shrimps  and  watercresses— even  a  little  flask  of  Old 
Tom — provided  as  a  relish  ;  and  she  was  verv  anxious  to  hear 
all  about  Scotland  (the  late  Llr.  Long  Primers  mother  having 
been  a  native  of  that  coTmtry)^  her  ideas  of  which  were  decidedly 
cloudy,  and  somewhat  pre-railway,  being  chiefly  deduced  from 
a  cheap  edition  of  Miss  Porter's  "  Scottish  Chiefs,"  and  "  Rob 
Roy,"  as  she  had  seen  it  performed  at  the  Lyceum  or  Surrey 
Theatre. 

"  And  if  Miss  Lennox  would  like  to  go  to  the  play  to-night, 
or  any  night,"  she  added,  "  they  could  get  a  pit  order  from  the 
first  floor  front.  Miss  Madelena  de  Montmorencie,  who  was 
leading  lady  at  one  establishment,  or  her  third  floor  back,  Mr. 
Algernon  Sidney  Spangles,  who  was  the  light  comedy  gent  at 
another;  or  to  see  funny  little  Mr.  Robson  in  *  Jones  the 
Avenger,'  when  one  didn't  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry,  and 
so  did  both  at  once  ;  or  to  see  Mr.  Harley,  as— begging  your 
pardon,  Miss  —  was  Bottom  at  the  Princess's."  But  Mary  ner- 
vously declined  all  these  kind  offers  of  patronage,  urging  that 
she  was  in  deep  mourning,  and  had  been  face  to  face  with  sorrow 
too  recently. 

Even  amid  her  intended  civility  and  benevolence,  Mrs.  Primer 
came  out  at  times  with  little  remarks  that  jarred  on  Mary's, 
perhaps,  overwrought  sensibility. 

"  I  think,  my  dear,"  said  she,  as  she  slowly  stirred  her  tea 
and  balanced  the  spoon  from  time  to  time  on  the  edge  of  her 
cup,  "you  said  it  was  a  situation  as  governess  you  were  a-looking 
after  r 

"  Yes." 

"  Oh,  I  quite  forgot  to  ask— have  you  got  a  character  1" 

"  A  what— Mrs.  Primer  V  asked  Marv,  with  genuine  surprise, 
while  the  other  began  to  fidget  and  cool  her  tea  in  the  saucer. 
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**  Testimonial  of  any  kind  from  your  last  place  T 

"  No,  I  have  never  been  in  a  situation,  and  consequently 
never  thought  such  things  were  necessary/' 

"  No  character— no  testimonials— not  even  a  line  from  the 
rector  or  parish  clergyman  T 

"  I  have  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  Oh  lor,  oh  lor,  you  are  simple  as  a  new-bom  babby !  Why, 
child,  youTl  not  get  a  place  even  as  a  lady's  maid,  without  some 
such  papers." 

**  I  have  a  letter  of  introduction,  such  as  one  lady  may  give 
to  another,"  replied  Mary,  coldly  and  proudly,  yet  f  eehnc  crushed 
in  heart  and  broken  in  spirit,  for  that  sucn  things  should  be 
said  to  her,  plainly  showed  already  how  poor  and  dependent 
her  position  m  life  was  becoming. 

And  Mary— she  who,  in  her  pride  of  heart,  had  shrunk  from 
kissing  Lady  Wedderbum,  while  under  the  roof  of  her  dead 
father's  house — ^now  in  the  utter  loneliness  of  that  heart,  kissed 
with  real  affection  the  cheek  of  the  plain  little  Englishwoman, 
as  she  left  her  for  the  night ;  for  she  felt  gratefully  conscious 
that  Mrs.  Long  Primer  had  been  kind  and  good  to  her. 

But  the  word  "character"  continued  to  rankle  in  her  memory; 
and  at  times,  especially  in  the  darkness  and  silence  of  her  bed- 
room that  night,  ere  she  slept,  there  crept  into  her  soul  an 
intense  longing  to  be  laid  at  rest  by  her  fatner's  side,  where  she 
might  never— too  probably  should  never — lie,  in  the  Lennox 
aisw  at  Willowdean. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

LOST. 

Refreshed  by  a  deep  and  dreamless  sleep,  after  her  hands  had 
been  folded  in  prayer  for  assistance  and  guidance,  Mary  rose, 
inspired  by  a  hope  that  ere  the  new  day  was  past,  she  should  have 
come  to  the  end  of  her  chief  doubt  and  difficulty  ;  but  she  had 
to  coimt  several  weary  hours  until  the  time  would  be  suitable 
for  her  to  call  on  a  person  of  Lady  Wetherall's  position. 

The  smart  and  bustling  little  Mrs.  Long  Primer  suggested 
that  Mary  should  take  an  omnibus  so  far  as  this  or  that  point, 
changing  here  and  changing  there,  as  a  matter  of  economy. 
Howeverj  Mary  became  so  bewildered  by  the  strange  names 
and  infimte  number  of  changes  to  be  made,  that  she  preferred 
going  by  cab ;  but  before  setting  out  she  met  with  a  terrible 
shock.  Sirs.  Primer  suggested  some  little  change  in  her  travel- 
ling costume,  which  Mary  had  forgotten  all  about ;  but  she  had 
the  required  alteration  in  her  trunk. 
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"And  that,  I  forgot  to  say,  has  gone  before  you  to  Lady 
Wetherall's,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Primer,  rubbing  her  hands 
over  each  other  and  smiling  with  pleasure. 

"  Before  me— how  r 

"  Her  ladyship's  own  man  came  for  it  this  morning  early, 
and  left  her  compliments,  with  the  message  that  you  were  to 
follow  as  soon  as  vou  chose." 

"  It  is  impossible— it  is  incredible  l** 

"Lor,  Miss.    Howf 

"  Lady  Wetherall  knows  nothing  about  me.  and  nothing  of 
my  being  in  London.  She  never  even  heara  a  word  of  me  P 
said  Mary,  becoming  very  excited  as  she  hurried  to  the  passage 
and  saw  that  her  property  was  indeed  gone. 

"  What  can  it  mean  f '  asked  Mrs.  Primer,  growing  pale. 

"  The  man  must  have  been  a  robber." 

"  A  robbery  in  my  'ouse.  Miss  Lennox — take  care  what  you 
say,  ma'am !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Primer,  growing  red,  while  all 
the  quilling  of  her  cap  quivered  with  her  anger. 

"  By  Jingo,  it  looks  very  like  it,  missus,"  said  Tom  Gubbs, 
the  guard,  who  had  overheard  these  remarks,  as  he  was  about 
to  depart  for  the  midday  train ;  "  it's  a  regular  do,  Mrs.  Primer, 
and  has  been  done  by  one  of  the  fellows  as  was  a  loafing  and 
Jistening  about  the  platform  at  the  Terminus  yesterday— per- 
haps it's  the  cabby  himself,  for  all  we  know  or  may  ever  know, 
that's  away  with  the  young  lady's  box,  and  she'll  never  jsee  it 
again  on  this  side  o'  time." 

Mary  was  dreadfully  harassed  by  this  loss.  The  trunk — apart 
from  a  few  little  family  relics— contained  all  she  possessed  in 
the  world,  and  what  she  was  totally  without  the  means  of  re- 
placing. She  seemed  so  crushed  that  Mrs.  Primer,  in  pity,  felt 
the  necessity  of  saying  something. 

"Her  ladyship  may  have  sent  for  it,  after  all.  Might  not 
your  friend  in  Scotland  have  written  to  say  that  you  were  about 
to  visit  her  r 

"  Yes.   But  how  were  either  of  them  to  know  that  I  was  here  V* 

"It  is  impossible  to  say.  The  telegraph  tells  things  wonder- 
ful now-a-days." 

"And  then  she  would  have  sent  her  carriage  for  me,"  said 
Mary,  wearily  and  dreamily. 

"  It  she  has  one." 

"  She  must ;  for  I  have  heard  that  she  is  very  wealthy.*' 

Tom  Gubbs  was  off  by  this  time  to  eive  information  to  the 
police,  while  Mary,  unable  longer  to  delay,  procured  a  cab  and 
set  out  for  Piccadilly ;  but  not  before  her  kind  landlady — whose 
prevailing  idea  was  that  people  should  eat  under  all  circum* 
stances,  whether  joy  or  grief— had  forced  her  to  partake  of  a 
little  luncheon,  and  followed  her  to  the  door  with  the  warmest 
wishes  for  her  success. 
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Mrs.  Primer^s  little  ones  were  all  dead,  and  the  good-hearted 
woman  having  known  much  of  sorrow  in  her  time,  felt  a  genuine 
interest  in  Mary  and  sjrmpathy  for  her.  She  seemed  so  gentle, 
80  l^ankful  for  any  kindness,  so  unsuspecting  and  truthful ; 
and  yet  withal,  as  a  stranger  utterly  ignorant  of  London  and  its 
ways,  most  helpless.  She  awaited  her  return  with  considerable 
impatience,  and  calculating  that  she  might  be  away  at  the 
furthest  about  three  hours,  put  off  the  usual  time  of  tea  (her 
most  important  meal,  if  it  could  be  called  such),  that  they  might 
have  it  cosily  together,  with  a  pleasant  chat  about  Lady 
Wetherall's  house  and  establishment ;  what  manner  of  woman 
her  ladyship  was ;  how  she  dressed ;  what  her  two  little  girls 
were  like,  and  so  forth. 

She  wondered  if  Mary  would  come  to  see  her  after  she  was 
fairly  established  in  one  of  those  greal  mansions  in  Piccadilly. 
Mrs.  Primer  hoped  she  might,  for  the  young  lady  didn't  look  m 
the  least  proud  ;  but  the  idea  of  herself  returning  the  visit, 
and  being  admitted  by  a  huge  footman,  all  calves  and  whiskers, 
never  entered  the  timid  little  woman's  head. 

The  summer  afternoon  wore  drowsily  on,  and  the  shadows 

began  to  deepen  and  then  to  darken  in  the  gloomy  brick  streets 

and  alleys  on  the  Strand.    The  clock  of  St.  Clement's  struck 

six,  and  Mary  had  now  been  absent  four  hours.    Mrs.  Primer 

could  wait  no  longer.    She  took  her  tea  alone,  but  left  the  pot 

tosimiiier  on  the  hob,  beside  some  hot  muffins,  for  she  was 

certain  the  poor  young  lady  would  return  harassed  and  weary. 

Another  hour  passed  without  her  appearing.     Still  Mrs. 

Primer  did  not  feel  alarmed  •  she  knew  that  great  folks  dined 

verv  late,  almost  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  she  had  even  heard  ; 

and  what  could  be  more  likely  than  Lady  Wetherall  keeping 

her  visitor  to  dinner.    So  she  looked  forward  with  real  pleasure 

to  a  description  of  the  marvels  thereof.    Eight,  and  then  nine, 

were  duly  chimed  in  succession  from  the  church  tower,  and  still 

Mary  was  absent ;  and  when  ten  o'clock  and  darkness  came 

together,  Mrs.  Long  Primer  began  to  feel  a  real  anxiety  mingled 

with  alarm.    She  knew  the  snares  and  pitfalls  that  beset  the 

steps  of  tiie  unwary  in  London,  and  more  particularly  would 

one  so  beautiful  as  Mary  Lennox  be  subjected  to  peril ;  for  she 

was  an  orphan,  and  utterly  friendless  and  unknown.    Mrs. 

Primer  knew  from  an  article  she  had  lately  read  in  the  Times^ 

that  many  more  than  a  thousand  beings  disappeared  in  the 

streets  yearljr,  being  literally  lost  beyond  all  human  ken ;  and 

dreadful  stories  of  abductions  and  robberies,  of  concealed  traps 

that  opened  over  the  river  in  the  floors  of  nefarious  dens  and 

mysterious  houses,  recurred  to  her  memory,  for  the  slow  rolling 

current  of  the  mighty  Thames  hides  many  a  ten-ible  crime. 

A  sudden  terror  seized  her  :  that  the  man  who  had  stolen 
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the  trunk  that  morning  might  have  got  some  deeper  plot  in 
hand ;  that  Mary  might  not  have  been  taken  to  Piccadilly  at  all  • 
that  some  wicked  woman  might  personate  Lady  Wetherall,  ana 
lure  her  away  to  where  she  might  never  be  heard  of  again. 

Midnight  came,  and  stUl  the  girl  was  absent ;  and  then  the 
good  woman's  anxiety  of  heart  amounted  almost  to  an  agony, 
but  she  knew  not  what  to  do,  or  where,  or  to  whom  to  go. 
Despite  her  fears  of  rheumatism  and  toothache,  with  a  shawl 
over  her  head,  she  remained  long  at  an  open  window,  watching 
and  listening.  Twice  or  thrice  a  cab  dashed  along  down 
Howard  Street,  and  then  her  heart  leapt  with  hope :  but,  as  it 
turned  into  the  Strand,  the  hope,  like  tne  sound  of  its  wheels, 
died  away. 

The  noises  without  became  less  and  less.  The  gaslights  in  the 
adjacent  houses  had  all  been  turned  off:  silence  and  deeper 
darkness  seemed  to  be  settling  all  around  ner.  Miss  de  Mont- 
morencie  and  the  light  comedy  man,  who  were  always  late,  had 
both  returned  long  ago,  and  it  became  evident  that  the  lost  lady 
would  not  retium  until  the  morrow— if  she  ever  returned  at  all ! 

Then  another  vague  terror,  that  she  might  be  held  somehow 
responsible,  personally,  for  this  disappearance,  occurred  to  Mrs. 
Long  Primer,  and  added  greatly  to  her  perturbation  of  spirit. 

At  last  she  closed  the  window  with  a  sigh,  and  was  about  to 
retire  to  bed,  when  suddenly,  about  two  in  the  morning,  a  han- 
som cab  dasned  up  to  the  door,  and  there  was  such  a  vehement 
use  made  of  the  brass  knocker  that  the  whole  house  resounded 
like  a  drum. 

Mrs.  Primer  sprang  again  to  the  window,  and  a  cry  of  alarm 
escaped  her  on  beholding  a  night  policeman,  flashing  his  bull's- 
eve  on  her  brass  plate,  while  alighting  from  the  vehicle.  And 
then  the  conviction  came  over  her  that  some  terrible  catastrophe 
must  have  occurred  to  Mary  Lennox!  She  must  have  been 
robbed,  maltreated,  or  ridden  over  at  least ! 


CHAPTER   XL. 

PICCADILLY. 

With  her  heart  full  of  sore  anxiety  concerning  her  loss,  out  of 
the  quietude  of  gloomy  and  shabby  Norfolk  Street,  Mary  had 
been  rapidly  taken  by  the  cab  into  the  roar,  the  rush,  the  racket, 
and  the  breathless  heat  of  London,  in  one  of  its  hottest  months, 
when  every  breath  of  air  seems  to  have  passed  away,  and  the 
sunshades  of  the  shop  windows  cast  strong  dark  shadows  on  the 
heated  pavement.  Guiding  his  lean  horse  with  marvellous 
skill,  the  Cttbman  tore  along  between  the  endless  tides  of  busses^ 

Digitized  by  V3WV_;V  H^ 


PICCADILLY.  225 

erowded  inside  and  out;  drays  and  hansoms,  splendid  equi- 
pages, and  costermongers'  cartsf  and  Mary  felt  again  as  if  in  a 
dream  ;  for  ages  instead  of  hours  seemed  to  have  elapsed  since 
she  had  left  her  sequestered  home — the  gloomy  tower,  the 
Bolenin  thicket,  the  pastoral  hills,  and  the  months  of  close 
attendance  on  a  sick  bed,  in  a  half -darkened  and  silent  room. 
All,  all  seemed  to  have  happened  long,  long  ^o ;  and  all  to  be  far, 
far  away.  So  far  that  it  seemed  incredible  to  realize  the  fact, 
that  little  more  than  ten  hours  by  rail,  would  set  her  among  the 
lonely  Lammermuir  lulls  again. 

Along  all  the  line  that  Mary  was  driven,  none  of  the  sordid 
scjualor  peculiar  to  some  of  the  humbler  parts  of  London  was 
visible.  All  savoured  of  wealth,  to  be  won  or  wasted,  of 
splendour,  and  of  luxury.  There  were  stately  buildings  of  vast 
magnitude  ;  beautiful  equipages,  with  shining  liveries  bearing 
past  beauty  and  fashion:  there  were  enormous  plate-glass 
windows,  glittering  with  jewellery  and  gold  and  silver  vessels  ; 
rich  dresses  and  fabrics,  and  good  things  of  all  kinds,  from  every 
portion  of  the  habitable  globe,  and  from  the  very  waters  that  wash 
its  furthest  shores  :  everything  that  fancy  can  create  or  appetite 
suggest  was  there,  tor  London  is  the  true  metropolis  of  the  world 

^  Mary  looked  on  all  this,  hope  began  to  spring  up  in  her 
heart.  Once  established  as  an  inmate  of  Lady  Wetherairs 
house,  she  would  earnestly  and  honestly  do  her  duty  to  her 
pupils  there  ;  and  perhaps  elsewhere,  in  time  to  come,  might,  as 
a  teacher,  make  her,  voice,  so  vaunted  at  home,  the  means  of 
further  acquisition.  She  would  toil  for  money — not  that  she 
cared  for  lucre  in  itself —but  as  a  means  to  an  end.  That  she 
might  relieve  the  wants  of  the  indigent,  and  do  good  imto 
others,  to  people  who  might  be  as  poor  and  forlorn  as  she 
hers^  was  then  forlorn  and  poor.  She  would  seek  the  abodes 
of  poverty  and  affliction,  and  God  would  reward  her  for  all  this 
by  tiie  blessings  that  would  be  poured  upon  her  by  grateful 
hearts.  Among  other  fond  projects  for  the  future,  was  the 
erection  of  a  monument  to  her  parents  at  home ;  and  as  she 
thought  of  it,  there  stole  over  the  soft  face  of  the  pretty  day- 
dreamer,  weaving  her  plans  even  as  Alnaschar  wove  his  of 
fancied  greatness,  over  the  basket  of  crystal — a  divine  smile  as 
she  sketched  the  design  in  her  mind's  eye,  and  traced  the 
inscription  to  their  beloved  memory. 

The  girl  was  young,  yet  it  was  strange  that  no  thought  of  a 
lover  or  of  marriage  ever  entered  her  scheme  of  the  days  to 
come,  till  the  appearance  of  a  splendid  battalion  of  the  Foot 
Guards  marching  past  the  National  Gallery  with  all  their 
bayonets  glittering  m  the  evening  sun,  and  the  crash  of  their 
brass  bands  waking  the  echoes  of  peristyle  and  dome,  recalled 
Cyril  to  her  memory  with  a  keen  pang ;  and  she  reflected  that 

I? 
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it  was  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at 
alL  for  their  passion  had  been  a  sweet  one  while  it  lasted. 
^^  God  pity  the  desolate  loving  heart,  the  only  star  of  whose 
hope  is  gone  out  in  utter  darkness ;"  and  so  thought  Mary,  as 
sjie  clasped  her  hands  in  bitterness. 

From  the  Strand,  where  she  had  close  gjimpses  of  the  mighty 
river,  with  its  dark  forests  of  masts  and  rigging,  past  the  great 
fa9aae  of  Somerset  House,  up  the  Haymarket,  and  across  Great 
Jermyn  Street,  she  had  been  driven  into  Piccadilly,  and  along 
that  splendid  thoroughfare,  to  Mary  it  seemed  tha*  they  must 
have  proceeded  many  miles,  when  the  cabman  suddenly  drew 
up  at  the  number  she  had  given  him,  and,  having  successfully 
extracted  from  her  double  his  legal  fare,  he  whipped  up  his 
horse  the  moment  she  alighted,  and  disappeared,  leaving  her  on 
the  pavement,  looking  wistfully  at  the  house  ;  for  among  all  the 
stately,  gay,  and  brilliantly  decorated  mansions  in  Piccadilly, 
Lady  Wetherall's  alone  seemed  gloomy  and  deserted,  and 
MaiVs  heart  now  began  to  palpitate,  for  it  was  the  first  time 
she  had  ever  found  herself  about  to  face  a  total  stranger  in  the 
attitude  of  a  dependant  or  a  suppliant. 

The  blinds  were  all  down  ;  the  steps  and  entrance,  which 
stood  between  four  white  piUars,  seemed  dusty,  unswept,  and 
neglected,  and  hence  a  foreboding  chiU,  with  a  hope  that  Lady 
Wedderburn  had  mistaken  the  number,  came  over  Mary's 
mind.  She  rang  the  beU,  and  had  to  do  so  thrice  ere  the  dcor 
was  opened  by  a  sharp-featured  little  woman,  who  was  dressed 
in  rusty  black  with  a  widow's  cap  of  portentous  size,  and  who 
eyed  Mary  somewhat  suspiciously  and  superciliously. 

"Is  this  Lady  Wetherall's— or  have  I  made  a  mistake T 
aaked  the  visitor,  timidly. 

"  Yes  :  it  is  Lady  Wetherall's  'ouse :  but  what  do  you  waiit, 
Missf 

"  I  have  a  letter  for  her ^ 

"Then  you  must  post  it,  for  her  ladyship  ain't  at  'ome," 
replied  the  little  woman,  in  a  sharp  falsetto  voice. 

"Not  at  homer 

"  No ;  nor  in  England  either.'' 

"Where  is  she r 

*•  With  the  family  in  Paris." 

"  But  when  does  she  return  T  asked  Mary,  clinging  still  to 
chances. 

"  Can't  say.  Miss  ;  but  when  the  London  season  will  be  over, 
she  will  be  sure  to  go  down  to  the  country.  Can  I  do  anytJiing 
for  you,  MissT  asked  the  housekeeper,  ci\dlly  enough,  but 
gradually  closing  the  door  nevertheless. 

"Nothing,  thanks,''  said  Mary,  in  a  gasping  voice  as  she 
turned  away,  and  the  woman  watched  her  with  some  interest^ 
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for  her  steps  seemed  to  totter  when  she  reached  the  pavement. 
She  felt  the  absolute  necessity  of  getting  out  of  the  stunning  and 
breathless  bustle  then,  to  consider  the  future.  Immediately 
opposite  Lady  Wetherall's  house  a  gate  of  the  Park  stooj 
invitingly  open,  and  the  shadow  of  its  trees  looked  tempting. 
She  soon  found  a  seat,  and  there,  for  more  than  an  hour,  Mary 
sat  lost  in  thought  and  bewilderment— in  fear  and  dejection, 
totally  oblivious  of  the  number  of  men  who  passed  and  repassed ; 
of  one  or  two  who  seated  themselves  near  and  sought  to  attract 
her  attention  ;  of  the  equipages  and  equestrians  pouring  past, 
and  more  than  all  of  tne  policeman,  who,  perhaps  luckily  for 
herself,  "  had  his  eye  on  her,"  for  to  him  there  seemed  some- 
thing mysterious  about  her,  and  she  evidently  "  didn't  seem  an 
every-day  young  woman ;"  for  it  is  one  of  the  peculiarities  of 
liOnaon  that  no  person  can  be  too  respectable  in  aspect,  too 
attractive  in  face  or  manner,  too  richly  or  plainly  dressed,  to  be 
above  suspicion  ;  and  she  frequently  clasped  her  hands  as  she 
said  in  her  heart — 

"  God  help  me !  What  ain  I  to  do  now ;  in  London, 
unknown,  without  employment,  and  robbed  of  all  but  a  few 
pounds  T 

Lady  Emescleugh  was  in  town  ;  she  knew  that  her  address 
was  at  a  place  called — she  thought — Cavendish  Square ;  but 
Mary  Lennox  felt  that  she  wonld  rather  die  by  the  curbstone 
than  appeal  for  aid  or  patronage  to  her,  at  whose  table  the  odious 
story  of  Chesterhaugh  had  first  been  mentioned,  to  render  her 
the  victim  of  local  impertinence,  malevolence,  and  envy. 

The  sun  had  set ;  the  shadows  in  the  Park  were  deepening, 
and  the  appearance  of  a  few  lamps  twinkling  at  intervals, 
brought  to  Mary's  mind  the  necessity  for  seeking  the  only  roof 
of  which  she  had  any  knowledge,  kind  Mrs.  Primer's  in-Norfolk 
Street,  from  whence  she  resolved  to  write  without  delay  to  Lady 
Wedderburn  for  advice,  and  to  obtain,  perhaps,  a  letter  to  some 
other  wealthy  friend  in  London.  Already  humbled  and  crushed 
by  loneliness,  by  grief  and  misfortune,  all  foolish  pride  on  the 
score  of  the  Willowdean  family  had  completely  left  her  heart. 
Her  cab  fare  had  been  so  excessive  or  extortionate  that  she 
resolved  to  mc^e  her  way  back  on  foot,  trusting  to  the  directions 
of  strangers.  Giving  a  small  coin  to  a  little  feUow  who  had 
been  gomg  round  and  round  her  in  wheel-fashion  on  his  hands 
and  feet  with  wonderful  rapidity,  she  inquired  of  him  "  the 
way  to  Norfolk  Street  in  the  Strand." 

Whether  inspired  by  mischief,  or  in  mere  ignorance,  Mary 
could  never  afterwards  determine,  but  this  imp  of  the  pavement 
—one  of  those  intensely  sharp  and  funny  little  vagabonds  who 
are  so  peculiarly  of  London  growth,  a  denizen  01  the  streets 
«nd  gutters,  where  like  wandering  curs  they  hunt  for  chance 
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morsels— sent  her  in  exactly  the  opposite  direction  by  pointing 
towards  Hyde  Park  Comer,  and  telling  her  that  when  tnere  she 
was  to  turn  to  the  right  and  go  straight  on  ;  the  consequence 
was,  that  when  darkness  set  in,  and  in  her  serious  alarm  she 
inquired  of  some  one  to  "  direct  her  to  Mrs.  Long  Primer's, 
Norfolk  Street,  Strand,"  she  was  greeted  with  a  rough  laugh, 
and  the  inquiry  if  "  she  thought  the  Strand  was  to  be  found 
about  Paddington,"  for  near  that  quarter  of  London  she  found 
herself,  or  supposed  she  found  herself,  misled,  weary,  and  sink- 
ing with  fatigue. 

Never  before  had  she  been  in  the  streets  of  a  vast  city  by 
night,  and  the  new  scenes  and  soimds,  the  brilliant  gin  palaces, 
the  music  from  occasional  casinos  and  dancing-rooms,  the 
strange  words  that  were  said  to  her,  the  vivid  light  at  times, 
the  s&ong  dark  shadows  at  others,  all  conduced  to  confuse  ana 
terrify  her.  Once  or  twice  she  received  proper  directions  and 
wandered  on  in  the  desperate  hope  of  recognising  some  landmark 
of  her  morning  drive,  such  as  St.  Paul's  dome,  the  Nelson  pillar, 
or  the  National  Galleiy,  but  sought  in  vain.  The  loss  of  her 
handkerchief,  which  had  deen  lilched  from  her— deliberately 
twitched  out  of  her  hand,  indeed—suggested  that  she  shoula 
take  care  of  her  little  purse,  which  she  secured  in  her  bosom. 
She  feared  to  offer  money  for  a  guide  lest  she  should  fall  into 
some  perilous  snare ;  more  than  one  man  had  already  addressed 
her  in  bantering  terms  of  endearment,  which  onlv  terrified,  but 
failed  to  excite  anger  in  her  heart ;  and,  to  avoid  one  of  these 
who  had  begun  persistently  to  follow  her,  in  a  pitiable  state  of 
irresolution  she  \mf ortunately  turned  down  a  qmet  street,  where 
£^e  suddenly  became  involved  in  a  miserable  catastrophe. 


CHAPTER  XLI 

THB    LONELY    STREET. 

Afraid  lest  this  strange  follower  should  accost  her  rudely 
or  even  molest  her,  Mary  took  advantage  of  the  shadow  in 
a  portion  of  the  street^  to  spring  into  the  recess  of  a  door- 
way, where  with  palpitating  heart  she  laid  a  hand  upon 
the  bell,  determined  to  seek  succour  at  all  hazards  if  he 
came  near.  The  man  evidently  missed  her,  and  while  he  was 
gazing  about  him  irresolutely,  three  fellows  of  a  suspicious 
aspect,  who  appeared  as  suddenly  as  if  they  had  been  shot  up 
through  the  pavement,  flimg  themselves  simultaneously  upon 
him  !  There  was  a  brief — very  brief — struggle ;  a  choMng 
sound  as  of  strangulation,  a  half -stifled  cry  in  which  a  shriek 
from  !Mary  mingled,  and  then  the  ruffians,  one  of  whom  she 
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perceived  to  be  tall  and  thin,  sallow-visaged,  with  a  hooked 
nose  and  long  moustache,  vanished,  leaving  their  victim  on  the 
pavement,  partially  garrotted  and  minus  watch,  purse,  and  hat. 

It  was  a  common  case  of  cruel  assault  and  robbery  by  street 
thieves. 

Breathlessly  Mary  approached  the  stranger,  who  lay  still  and 
motionless.  She  had  no  fear  of  death— the  dead  had  lain  in  her 
arms  too  recently — "  a  heavier  weight  than  lead  f  and  as  she 
looked  down  on  the  unfortunate  man,  she  could  perceive  by  the 
light  of  a  gas-lamp  close  by  that  his  hair  was  white  and  glisten- 
ing. She  thought  of  her  father's  silvery  hair,  and  forgetting 
how  this  man  had  so  recently  scared  and  annoyed  her,  while 
stooping  down  and  calling  for  help,  she  endeavoured  to  loosen 
his  cravat  that  he  might  respire  more  freely. 

While  she  was  thus  acting  the  part  of  a  little  Samaritan, 
several  passers-by  gathered  around  her,  and  four  officers  of 
police  came  up  with  a  man  handcuffed  and  in  their  custody ; 
the  tall  sallow  man  with  the  hooked  nose. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  captured  this  wicked  wretch  !"  said 
Mary,  tremulous  with  excitement.  "  Oh,  I  saw  it  all  happen — 
a  horrible  act  of  cruelty !" 

"  Ah  !  this  is  fortunate ;  then  you  fully  recogm'se  this  person 
as  one  of  the  culprits  f  said  one  who  seemed  by  the  difference 
of  his  dress  to  be  an  Inspector  of  police. 

"Yes;  perfectly." 

The  prisoner  uttered  a  terrible  oath  mingled  with  a  threat. 

"  That  is  well,  ma'am.  This  fellow,  Ben  Ginger,  alias  *  the 
Captain '  is  an  old  offender  ;  but  we'll  have  him  finally  locked 
up  for  tnis.  Your  evidence  will  be  necessary,  however.  What 
is  your  name,  Miss  T  he  added  doubtfully,  while  peering  into 
her  face,  as  ladies  are  not  wont  to  be  abroad  in  the  streets  of 
London  at  that  hour  afoot,  and  especially  alone. 

Mary  began  to  sob,  and  said — "  My  name  is  Lennox.  I  shall 
be  so  glad  if  you  will  direct  me ;  I  have  lost  myself  since  this 
afternoon  in  the  streets,  and  cannot  make  my  way ^" 

"Whereto— homer 

"  Home  !"  she  repeated  in  a  strange  voice,  for  she  felt  that 
she  had  no  home  ;  and  none  but  the  homeless  can  tell  how  that 
little  word  thrills  through  the  heart.  Even  he  who  composed 
"  Sweet  Home,"  the  sweetest  of  our  ballads,  is  said  to  have  died 
without  one,  a  mendicant  in  the  streets  of  that  great  metropolis 
whose  magnitude  so  terrified  our  little  wanderer. 

"  You  seem  respectable ;  in  mourning,  too,"  resumed  the 
Inspector,  surveying  her  with  the  aid  of  a  bull's-eye  held  up  by 
one  of  his  men. 

"  Mourning  is  a  common  dodge  among  this  ere  lot,"  said  one 
of  the  latter,  "and  respectable  gals  don't  ramble  about. the 
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streets  at  this  hour,  so  well  just  take  her  along  with  us,  and 
lock  her  up  till  morning." 

"Unless  you  can  show  us  your  house,  and  give  a  proper 
address,  I  fear  there's  nothing  else  for  it,"  said  the  Inspector. 

"  So  look  lively,  little  one,  and  keep  up  your  pecker,"  said 
the  captured  thief,  with  a  fierce  grimace  ;  "  you're  one  of  our- 
selves, you  know,  and  as  youVe  taken  such  a  precious  interest 
in  me  and  my  doings,  you're  welcome  to  a  share  of  my  bunk  in 
the  lock-up.    Any  objection.  Inspector  Ta].>pleton !" 

"  Silence,  fellow  !"  said  the  Inspector ;  "  we  are  wasting  time. 
Disperse  this  gathering  crowd  ;  help  this  poor  man  to  rise,  take 
him  to  the  nearest  surgeon's,  and  get  his  name  and  address. 
But  you  must  come  with  us  to  the  station-house,  girl,  if  you  are 
as  you  say,  and  as  I  suspect,  a  mere  wanderer  in  the  streets." 

Mary  started  back  with  great  horror,  and,  clasping  her  hands, 
exclaimed  incoherently — *'  Oh,  sir,  do  not  take  me  Qiere — ^what 
have  I  done  1  Oh,  my  papa,  you  are  in  your  grave,  and  Harry, 
my  brother,  lies  in  his  at  Chillianwallah,but  where  will  mine  heV 

"  The  dissecting-table  first,  I  hope,"  said  the  garrotter,  with 
a  bitter  grin,  while  mutterings  of  commiseration,  doubt,  and 
ridicule,  were  heard  among  the  listeners. 

"  At  Chillianwallah  T  said  a  constable,  coming  forward,  and 
Mary's  quick  eye  saw  the  Indian  ribbon  on  his  breast.  "  What 
was  his  regiment  f 

"  The  **th  Lancers." 

"  And  did  you  say  your  name  was  Lennox  T  said  the  official 
with  increased  interest. 

"  Yes." 

"  Lor,  Miss,  I  know'd  your  brother  well ;  I  was  in  his  troop, 
and,  more  than  that.  Miss,  I  was  his  own  servant  through  all 
the  campaign  in  Central  India ;  and  a  kind  master  he  was  to 
me.  A  Captain  Wedderburn  of  the  Fusileers,  and  I,  rolled  him 
in  a  horserug  and  buried  him  with  our  own  hands,  the  same 
day  he  was  killed  in  the  charge." 

"  My  good  man,  I  thank  you,"  said  Mary,  almost  choked  in 
tears.  "  He  was  my  only  brother.  Are  you  the  John  Finnis  of 
whom  he  used  to  write  V 

"  Yes,  Miss  ;  the  very  same." 

"  I  have  no  time  to  listen  to  aU  this,"  said  the  Inspector,  im- 
patiently. 

'*  Beg  pardon,  for  one  moment,"  urged  the  constable.  "  Did 
you  come  from  Scotland  f  other  day  by  the  morning  train  V* 

"  Yes  ;  to  King's  Cross.'' 

"  Then  I'm  sure  you  are  the  young  lady  I  told  Tom  Gubbs, 
the  guard,  to  take  care  of." 

"  I  am ;  and  he  took  me  to  Mrs.  Primer's,  near  the  Strand." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  ?aid  Finnis  the  constable,  turning  to  the  Inspector, 
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**  this  young  lady's  respectability  is  unquestionable.  I  shall  find 
her  in  the  morning  when  wanted;  but,  in  the  meantime,  how  is 
she  to  get  home  ]" 

"  Call  a  cab,  and  take  her  with  you,"replied  the  Inspector,  while 
making  by  gaslight  a  brief  memorandum  of  Marys  full  name 
and  present  address  (not  an  aristocratic  one)  in  his  notebook ;  and 
saying  that  she  would  certainly  be  required  in  the  morning,  or 
next  day  at  latest,  he  proceeded  to  take  care  of  the  garrotted  man. 

"  Come  along  with  me,  Miss  Lennox,  please,"  said  Finnis  the 
ex-Lancer,  conducting  her  into  the  next  street.    "  Cab !" 

"  Here  you  are  ;  f  us  cab  !  But  what  lark  is  this  1  A  gel  and 
a  blue-bottle,"  exclaimed  a  strange  and  tattered-looking  being, 
who  seemed  to  spring  out  of  the  gutter,  and  placed  his  hand  on 
the  door  of  a  hansom. 

"  Get  in.  Miss,  please.    Norfolk  Street,  Strand." 

"  Bah  !  only  a  couple  o'  bobs'  worth,'  said  the  driver,  surlily, 
as  he  whipped  up  his  lean  Rosinante,  and  away  they  went. 

Mary  felt  her  heart  full  of  gratitude,  and  so  pleased  at  her 
escape,  that  she  would  have  driven  in  the  hansom  with  Finnis 
through  the  streets  at  noonday  perhaps,  without  thinking  of 
the  incongruity  of  the  situation  ;  but,  after  a  time,  it  did  occur 
to  her. 

"  Oh,  Heaven  ?*  she  thought,  "  has  it  come  to  this  with  me. 
that  I  am  grateful  for  the  countenance  and  the  protection  of 
people  so  humble  as  these]  and  when  my  money  is  gone,  what 
shall  then  be  my  fate  T 

Her  new  ally  treated  her  with  the  utmost  deference,  and 
expatiated  at  great  length  on  the  kindness,  the  bravery,  and 
high  spirit  of  ms  late  captain,  her  brother ;  and  he  was  still  full 
of  this  subject  when  the  hansom  drew  up  at  the  door  of  Mrs. 
Long  Primer's  house,  to  the  infinite  relief  in  one  way,  and 
terror  in  another,  of  that  little  woman,  who  had  a  wholesome 
dread  of  "  the  Perlice,''  as  she  named  them. 

A  few  words  rapidly  explained  all ;  but  Mary  had  no  sooner 
reached  her  room  than  she  fainted,  and  for  a  few  minutes  was 
quite  insensible.  She  was  comparatively  safe  now  ;  but  that 
episode  in  the  street  by  night  was  only  the  beginning  of  Mary's 
most  serious  sorrows,  and  with  morning  came  the  terror  and 
iqnj^iiiijiixi  of  having  to  appear  as  a  witness  against  the  cap- 
^a^ed  culprit  In  her  dreams  the  live-long  night  had  the  past 
and  the  future  haunted  her,  and  if  for  a  few  minutes  she 
dropped  off  to  sleep,  ^he  awoke  with  a  convulsive  start.  She 
s^iiw  the  struggle,  the  robbery,  the  hook-nosed  rufiian,  and  cries 
for  aid  rang  in  lier  ear.  or  I«ft  her  lips  mechanically. 

Her  trunk,  with  her  little  all,  had  never  been  heard  of,  so  sho 
WHS  cf impelled  U)  abandon  all  hope  so  far  as  concerned  it.  The 
next  day  passed,  and  she  heard  nothing  of  the  afikir  of  the 
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robbery  in  which  she  was  the  chief,  or  only  witness,  so  she 
spent  a  little  time  in  writing  to  Lady  Wedderburn ;  it  was  so 
pleasant  now  amid  the  black  desperation  of  her  situation  to 
write  to  the  mother  of  Cyril,  and  to  cast  herself  upon  her  for 
protection,  telling  of  her  sad  disappointment  concerning  Lady 
W  etherall,  and  asking  if  she  would  kindly  give  her  another 
letter  of  introduction  to  any  friend  in  London ;  and  with  a  sigh 
of  longing,  and  a  prayer  of  hope,  she  had  the  letter  posted  in 
the  nearest  post-office,  ,and  her  soul  went  with  it  back  to  the 
Lammermuirs !  There  came  a  kind  and  motherly  answer  in 
due  course ;  but  poor  Maiy  Lennox  was  not  at  Norfolk  Street 
to  receive  it.  DarK  horror  had  closed  over  her  by  that  time  I 


CHAPTER  XLH 

ALDERMAN    FIGSLEY. 

The  elamorotis  fear  and  sense  of  extreme  mortification  at  having 
to  figure  in  a  petty  local  court  in  some  obscure  part  of  London, 
as  a  witness  in  such  a  cause — ^her  vei^  name  to  go  forth  in  print 
too,  as  connected  with  it  —  haunted  Mary  keenly,  till  a  climax 
was  put  to  her  endurance  on  the  morning  of  the  second  day, 
when  Finnis  arrived  with  the  announcement  that  her  presence 

was  required  before  Alderman  Figsley  at  the  office  in  W 

Street,  when  the  prisoner,  familiarly  known  as  "Ben  Ginger," 
would  be  brought  up  for  a  preliminary  eicamination  and  com- 
mittal. 

A  close  cab  was  summoned,  and  they  set  out  together,  Mrs. 
Primer  assuring  her  that  she  must  keep  up  her  courage,  as  this 
petty  annoyance  would  soon  be  over. 

When  they  arrived,  Mary  was  politely  enough  handed  to  a 
seat  within  the  bar,  near  a  table  covered  with  books  and  printed 
papers ;  and  there  she  sat  with  a  palpitating  heart  while  the 
Alderman,  a  fussy,  portly,  and  wealthy  citv  man,  with  a  bald 
head,  a  rubicund  visage,  and  several  douole  chins,  disposed 
rapidljr  of  numerous  cases  and  accusations  by  fines,  committals, 
or  remittance  to  a  higher  court.  The  heinous  crimes  of  poverty 
and  sleeping  in  the  open  air,  were  always  visited  severely ;  and 
a  little  orphan  urchin,  whose  nightly  couch  was  the  iron  roller 
of  the  neighbouring  park,  was  locked  up  without  mercy. 

The  court  in  W Street  was  a  dingy  looking  apartment,  the 

windows  of  which  were  placed  high  in  the  damp  and  discoloured* 
walls.  It  was  a  metropolitan  court,  and  consequently  presided 
over  by  an  alderman ;  all  other  magistrates  are  stipendiary — 
carefully  selected  barristers — else  Mary's  case  might  have  been 
managed  differently  had  she  been  before  one  of  them. 
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A  gentleman  of  fasliionable  appearance,  calling  himself  Mr. 
Jones  Bobinson,  was  brought  up  for  extinguishing  and  smashing 
a  street  lamp  in  the  exuberance  of  his  spirits;  and  Mary  drew 
her  black  veil  closer  on  recognising  Everard  Home,  the  Master 
of  &nescleugh,  who  after  tapping  playfully,  and  perhaps  con- 
temptuously, with  his  cane,  on  the  iron  spikes  of  the  dock 
before  him,  paid  his  fine,  and  departed  with  the  air  of  one  who 
deemed  the  affair  a  joke. 

*'  Call  the  next  case— what  is  it  T  said  the  magistrate,  impa- 
tiently, for  as  none  of  those  before  him  possessed  any  particular 
interest  he  was  getting  a  little  weary,  and  proceeded  to  polish 
his  bald  head  with  a  silk  handkerchief  in  irritation  till  it  shone. 
**  William  Trajrner— livery  servant,  your  worship,  accused  of 
assault  in  a  Betting  House,"  was  the  reply ;  "  his  master,  an 
officer  about  to  embark  for  the  seat  of  war,  wiU  be  ready  to  pay 
any  fine  you  may  impose." 

And  to  her  astonisnment,  Mary  beheld  the  impudent  looking 
groom  of  Kalph  Chesters— the  same  long-bodied,  short-legged, 
and  gimlet-eyed  individual  who  had  aided  and  abetted  him  in 
the  scheme  against  herself— step  into  the  dock  with  a  remark- 
ably airy  and  confident  aspect,  while  at  the  same  moment 
Chesters  entered  the  court,  attired  in  a  fashionable  morning 
costume,  and  certainly  looking  more  bloated  and  dissipated 
than  ever. 

Mary  was  too  thoroughly  Scottish  by  blood  and  education 
to  be  without  a  tinge  of  superstition  in  her  character ;  and  to 
her  it  seemed  ominous  of  misfortime — a  conjunction  of  three 
evil  stars,— a  strange  coincidence, — that  those  three  men  who 
had  brought  her  so  much  mischief  at  home,  should  be  there,  in 
that  London  Court,  at  this  unhappy  juncture. 

Chesters*  quick  eye  immediately  fell  upon  Mary  seated  near 
the  Alderman,  a  remarkable  piece  of  courtesy  which  roused  his 
curiosity ;  but  as  yet,  her  veil  totally  prevented  recognition. 
The  assault  in  the  Betting  House  was  fully  proved  against  Mr. 
Bill  Trayner.  who  was  wont  to  make  up  a  book  on  coming 
events  as  well  as  his  master,  who  immeoiately  paid  the  fine. 
Trayner  touched  his  fore-lock  to  the  Magistrate,  and  vanished 
at  once ;  but  Chesters,  inspired  by  curiosity—  and,  perhaps,  a 
deeper  interest— lingered  a  little  in  a  corner,  to  the  infinite 
chs^nn  of  Mary,  leisurely  sucking  the  white  ivory  handle  of 
his  riding  whip  the  while. 

"There  is  but  one  more  case,  your  worship,"  said  Inspector 
Tappleton ;  "the  assault  upon  and  robbery  of  Mr.  Fenchurch, 
sohcitor,  by  garrotters,  of  whom  we  have,  unfortunately,  but 
one  in  custody  as  yet." 

As  he  spoke,  a  pale,  cadaverous,  and  savage  looking  fellow 
ui  very  worn  nabiliments  appeared  in  the  dock  between  twQ 

Digitized  by  V,t<^V_;v  H^ 


234  I'ADY  WEDDBEBUBN's  WISH. 

officers,  and  glanced  at  the  magistrate  and  all  about  him  with 
defiance  and  malevolence.  He  had  been  brought  from  the 
House  of  Detention,  and  was  heavily  ironed,  as  the  authorities 
seemed  to  fear  that  he  was  quite  capable,  unless  under  powerful 
restraint,  of  destroying  himself  or  some  one  else,  as  he  fre- 
quently threatened  to  do.  He  boldly  and  furiously  denied  all 
knowledge  of  the  circumstance  or  which  he  was  accused, 
averring  that  he  was  in  another  place  at  the  time. 

"  We  have  a  competent  witness,  your  worship,"  said  Inspector 
Tappleton  of  the  1st  Division. 

"  Stand  forward,  Mary  Lennox,  and  draw  off  your  glove,** 
said  a  voice>  authoritatively. 

Chesters  gave  an  undisguised  and  almost  convulsive  start  on 
hearing  the  name  ;  and  still  more  was  he  astonished  when 
Mary  came  forward. 

"  Lift  your  veil,  please,'*  said  the  Alderman,  with  a  very  curt 
nod. 

Her  face  was  pale  as  that  of  death,  and  her  eyes  were  full  of 
alarm,  shame,  and  a  restlessness  of  expression  ;  the  very  sweet- 
ness of  her  mouth  had  departed,  and  a  hard  une  replaced  the 
curve  of  her  once  beautiful  upper  lip. 

"  Are  you  married  or  single  ?  speat  quickly,"  said  he,  pausing, 
pen  in  hand,  after  the  usual  preliminaries. 

"  Single,  sir,"  she  answered  faintly. 

"No  objection  to  be  the  other,  I  suppose,"  said  he,  hazarding 
the  attempt  at  a  jest. 

"  Yes,  1  guess  as  she's  a  rum  un'  your  worshij),"  said  a  con- 
stable, encouraged  by  this ;  "  for  she  vears  a  kind  o'  vedding 
ring  on  the  wrong  finger." 

"  Silence  1"  said  the  Inspector,  severely. 

The  portly  Alderman  now  turned  to  Mary,  and  politely 
enough  required  her  to  relate  all  she  had  seen,  and  to  confirm 
her  full  recognition  of  the  prisoner.  Her  eviaence  was  deemed 
quite  conclusive  to  warrant  the  committal  of  the  culprit  for 
trial  Jbefore  a  higher  court,  and  he  was  accordingly  removed, 
partly  by  force,  muttering  vengeance  against  Mary  if  ake  ever 
crossed  his  path  again,  as  being  herself  an  accomplice. 

"Don't  be  afraid,  Miss,"  whispered  Finnis,  on  seeing  how 
terrified  she  was;  "'taint  likely  as  the  streets  of  London  will 
be  troubled  by  him  again." 

"Search  her  pockets!"  bellowed  Ben  Ginger,  as  he  was 
dragged  away.  A  constable  approached  her ;  Mary  shrunk 
back,  but  instinctively  put  her  hands  into  the  outer  pockets  of 
her  jacket,  and  drew  forth  from  one,  in  utter  confusion  and 
bewilderment,  a  leather  portemonnaie,  which  was  found  empty 
of  money,  but  contained  the  cards  of  Mr.  Fenchurch,  to  whom 
it  undoubtedly  belonged. 
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"*  This  looks  il],  young  woman— deuced  ill  for  you,"  said  the 
Alderman,  frowning. 

"  It  may  all  be  a  plant,  your  worship— they Ve  perhaps  put  it 
in  the  young  lady's  pocket,"  said  Inspector  lappleton. 

"  Still,  why  did  she  not  find  it  there  before,  and  produce  it  V 
was  the  suspicious  question  of  the  magistrate. 

Mary's  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth ;  she  vainly 
strove  to  say  that  she  had  never,  until  then,  thought  of  looking 
in  her  pockets,  or  on  going  home  that  night ;  she  was  crushec^ 
tenified,  bewildered,  and  unable  to  speat,  till  she  faintly  im- 
plored a  glass  of  water. 

After  some  inquiries  concerning  Mary,  as  to  where  she  lived, 
what  friends  she  possessed  and  so  forth,  the  magistrate  said, 
coldly — "  I  find  that  your  account  of  yourseJf  is  so  unsatisfac- 
tory, that  I  must  require  you  to  give  your  personal  recognisance 
that  you  will  appear  at  the  due  time  to  give  further  evidence 
{^gainst  this  man.** 

Mary  stared  in  utter  bewilderment ;  she  failed  indeed  to 
tmderstand  what  he  meant,  but  feeling  only  that  money  was 
somehow  required  of  her,  she  put  her  hand  to  her  purse,  and 
then  nervously  withdrew  it.  With  some  irritation  of  manner, 
for  though  obese,  he  was  not  blessed'  with  overmuch  patience 
or  temper,  the  Alderman  repeated  the  information  that  she 
must  give  the  necessary  security  for  her  appearance  whenever 
required. 

"  Sirj  I  have  not  above  six  pounds  in  the  world — it  is  impos- 
sible ;  if  that  sum  will  do,  take  it,  and  keep  it ;  but  permit  me 
to  go,  I  entreat  of  you.  I  am  so  sick  of  this  place  r  she  said 
imploringly. 

"  Mr.  Fenchurch  is  very  ill,  you  say,  Tappleton  1" 

"  Dangerously,  sir — we  have  here  a  doctor's  certificate,"  re- 
plied the  Inspector. 

"  Then,  if  anything  serious  befell  him,  the  prisoner  will  be 
liable  for  manslaughter — or  worse— a  double  reason  for  pro- 
curing security  to  insure  the  ends  of  justice." 

Turning  to  Mary,  he  said,  "  The  discovery  of  this  purse  upon 
you  is  awkward ;  can  no  one  be  found  who  will  be  bau  for  you  V 

**  None,  sir— oh,  whom  could  I  ask]" 

**  That  is  your  affair  :  not  mine." 

All  this  time  she  had  studiously  kept  her  back  to  Chesters , 
but  the  sense  of  his  odious  presence,  if  it  oppressed  her  in  one 
way,  gave  her  a  species  of  mlse  courage  in  another. 

**  You  positively  cannot  find  bail  ]" 

"Oh,  no,  sir— no." 

"  Then  I  have  but  one  altemativOj"  said  Mr.  Alderman  Fi^- 
ley,  dipping  his  gold  pen  in  the  ink  bottle ;  "  sorry  for  it 
but  I  must  at  least  commit  you  to  prison  till  this  fellow's  trial 
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"  To  prison — to  prison  I*  repeated  Mary  in  a  voice  of  anguish 
that  is  indescribable,  while  she  clasped  her  hands  and  gazed 
into  the  round  stolid  face  and  shining  gold  spectacles  of  the 
city  Solon  with  intense  fear  and  entreaty  mingled,  while  on  her 
quivering  lips  a  prayer  seemed  to  hover. 

"  If  I  may  venture  to  speak  a  word,  your  worship,"  began 
Finnis  the  ex-Lancer,  with  irrepressible  anxiety ;  "I  served 
under  this  young  lady's  brother  in  the  war  in  Central  India, 
and  elsewhere  under  JBrigadier —    '* 

"What  the  deuce  has  Central  India  to  do  with  the  case !" 
exclaimed  the  Alderman,  testily,  as  he  looked  at  his  massive 
repeater,  and  remembered  that  he  had  an  appointment  in  the 
city  ;  "the  girl  has  no  business  to  be  prowling  about  the  ctreets 
alone  at  the  hour  mentioned ;  I  don't  like  that  affair  of  the 
purse,  and  I  must  insure  her  presence ;  she  will  be  safer  a 
prisoner  than  at  large.  You  are  a  soft-hearted  fellow,  Finnis, 
and  this  is  not  the  first  time  you  have  been  the  dupe  of  a  pretty 
face  and  an  artful  manner.    You  hear  me,  sir !'' 

Whatever  was  the  instance  to  which  the  Alderman  referred, 
in  which  Finnis  had  been  guilty  of  softness  of  heart,  the  rebuke 
had  the  effect  of  completely  silencing  him,  and  the  good- 
natured  fellow  slunk  back  abashed. 

"  You  have  positively  no  friends  in  London  to  whom  you  can 
apply  V  said  Figsley,  pausing  as  he  looked  doubtfully  at  the 
girrs  horror-struck  face. 

In  her  despair  Mary  thought  of  poor  Mrs.  Primer.  But  could 
she,  a  total  stranger,  expect  a  widow  struggling  for  subsistence 
by  letting  a  humble  lodging-house,  to  be  ner  surety  for  some 
amount — she  knew  not  what?  Then  she  actually  thought 
again  of  the  haughty  Lady  Ernescleugh ;  but,  as  before,  shrunk 
from  an  appeal  to  her. 

"  No— no,"  muttered  ^lary ;  "  better  let  the  daughter  of  Oliver 
Lennox  die  unknown  in  the  very  gutter,  than  appeal  to  any— 
to  any,  but  God  1" 

"  I  have  a  letter,"  faltered  Mary ;  "  a  letter  from  a  lady  of 
rank  in  Scotland  to  a  friend  in  London,  but  f oimd,  sir,  that 
she  had  gone  to  Paris,  and — and '' 

"  Where  is  this  letter  %  I  cannot  open  it,  of  course  ;  but  the 
address  may  be  some  clue  or  ^arantee." 

Mary  searched  her  pockets  m  vain  ;  her  letter  war  ^one !  In 
fact,  she  had  pulled  it  forth  with  her  handkerchief,  and  it  was 
now  safely  deposited  under  the  left  foot  of  Chesters,  who  had 
cleverly  twitched  it  towards  him  with  the  lash  of  his  riding 
whip  unseen. 

"  Oh  fatality  !    The  letter  is  lost— I  have  it  not,  sir  ? 

"  This  is  all,  I  fear,  some  specious  pretence  ;  we  are  too  much 
used  to  su^ji  trickery  in  London.    If  you  were  at  all  so  respect- 
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able  as  you  pretend,  and  as  your  appearance  certainly  warrants, 
you  would  find  no  difficulty  in  getting  some  humane  person  to 
be  security  for  you.    Every  one  has  some  friend '' 

*'  Save  tbe  poor ;  and  God  knows  how  poor  am  I  !"  she 
addecL  with  touching  pathos. 

"  I  have  no  time  for  aU  this  sentimentalism  ;  you  must  go  to 
prison/'  replied  the  magistrate,  as  he  proceeded  deliberately  to 
fill  lip  the  warrant  for  her  committal. 

"  Oh,  Chesters— Captain  Chesters,"  exclaimed  Mary,  suddenly 
tiuning  in  her  dire  extremity  and  fear,  and  stretching  her 
hands  towards  him ;  "will  you  not  speak  for  me  1" 

"Whew— what  is  thisT  asked  the  Alderman,  frowning  at 
her  over  his  spectacles,  and  thoroughly  filled  with  suspicion  now. 

He  had  been  actually  beginning  to  conceive  the  idea  of 
making  some  other  arrangement  concerning  her.  But  now  he 
rapidly  dismissed  the  thought  from  his  mind,  and  felt  irritated 
that  he  had  permitted  her  to  impose  upon  him  for  a  single 
moment. 

"  I  thought,  girl,  that  you  had  no  friends  in  London ;  yet 
you  suddenly  recognise  one  here— here  in  this  very  court,  and 
in  the  master  of  that  disreputable  groom,  who  I  have  just  per- 
mitted to  go  under  a  fine  for  a  very  unprovoked  assaidt.  There 
must  be  some  collusion  here  !  Captain  Chesters,  your  town 
address  is  the  Army  and  Na\y  Club,  I  believe  T 

"  Major  Chesters,  Mr.  Figsley  ;  I  am  Major  Chesters,  of  the 
Turkish  Contingent." 

"  Do  you  know  this  yoiuig  person?" 

"  I  know  her  intimately.^' 

"  Can  you  speak  for  her  in  any  satisfactory  way  T 

"  On  one  condition,  and  I  must  name  it  to  herself." 

He  drew  near  her,  and  in  French  whispered  something  rapidly 
to  Mary,  who  surveyed  him  with  a  subhme  expression  of  scorn 
and  loathing. 

"What is  all  this?''  said  Alderman  Figsley,  becoming  now 
seriously  angry.  It  is  doubtful  whether  a  knowledge  of  French 
was  among  flie  number  of  his  accomplishments,  but  he  frowned 
portentously,  and  muttered  something  about  "  contempt  of 
court." 

"Oh,  sir,"  exclaimed  Miary,  "this  gentleman — if  I  may 
venture  to  call  him  so  now— knew  my  father,  knew  my  family, 
knew  me  almost  as  a  child,  and  he  might  have  the  common 
humanity  to  speak  one  gentle  word  for  me  here." 

"  I  only  know.  Miss  Lennox,  that  in  your  own  locality  at 
home,  you  were  spoken  of  lightly  enough,  latterly,"  he  replied 
with  a  malevolent  glance. 

"  Oh.  papa !  my  poor  papa ! — ^thank  Heaven  you  know  nothing 
of  all  tnis  1    What  have  X  ever  done  to  you,  sir,  that  you  should 
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treat  me  thus,  in  a  strange  pLace,  too,  when  you  might,  and 
ought,  as  a  Christian  to  befriend  me  T 

Bah!  your  name  and  mine  have  been  mixed  up  enough, 
and  oddly  enough  already,  Mary  ;  so  it  is  no  use  attempting  to 
play  genteel  comedy  or  act  injured  innocence  here." 

The  subtle  vUlany  of  this  speech,  in  such  a  time  and  place, 
made  all  present  exchange  smiles  of  intelligcDce,  and  caused 
the  ma^trate  to  be  less  inclined  to  pity  Mary.  He  was  far 
from  being  a  hard-hearted  man  in  the  main,  and  thought  there 
might — nay  must — be  more  in  all  this  scene  than  met  the  eye 
or  ear.  So  he  signed  the  fatal  warrant,  and  leisurely  placed 
the  blotting  paper  over  it.  Then  he  handed  it  to  an  officer, 
saying— 

"  It  is  for  Tothill-fields  Prison  ;  but,  in  case  of  mistake,  let 
her  have  a  separate  sleeping  cell,"  retired  at  once  to  an  inner 
room,  as  if  to  cut  short  a  matter  that  had  already  occupied  too 
much  of  his  valuable  time. 

"Tothill-fields,"  repeated  Chesters  to  himself  •" good,  Til 
have  you  >et,  my  proud  little  minx !  Bravo  !  here's  Ralph  Rooke 
Chesters  against  the  field !  Unless  in  despite  of  the  fate  that 
is  hurrying  her  downward,  she  take  some  silly  qualm  of  con- 
science, as  it  is  called,  bar  accident  the  race  is  mine !  How^ 
lucky  that  Trayner  fell  into  that  scrape  and  brought  me  here.. 
I  should  have  known  nothing  otherwise  of  her  being  in  London. 
Ta,  ta,"  said  he  aloud,  with  all  the  coolness  of  practised  effrontery, 
"  I  am  going  to  soldier  again,  but  in  Turkey,  my  girl,  for  I  am 
sorry  to  say  that  my  creditors  are  much  more  attached  to  mo 
and  my  fortunes  than  you  are,  my  pretty  Mary  ;  so  it  is  better 
to  have  a  shy  at  the  Russians  abroad,  than  become  a  billiard- 
marker,  or  a  gentleman  rider  at  home.  Any  messages  for  our- 
mutual  friend  the  Fusileer  %  Shall  be  happy  to  take  them,  I'm 
sure." 

And  kissing  the  tips  of  his  kid  gloves,  with  an  ironical  bow 
and  a  leering  smile,  for  both  of  which  he  deserved  to  have  been. 
blown  from  the  mouth  of  a  gun,  the  heartless  vaurien,  gamester, 
and  spendthrift  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  off  to  the  Ladjr's- 
Mile,  and  "to  do  a  bit  of  park,"  followed  by  his  groom  in 
accurate  livery,  while  Mary  Lennox  of  Lonewoodlee,  m  a  state^ 
more  dead  than  alive,  and  looking  as  if  transformed  to  marble, 
was  taken  away  to  the  prison  in  which  she  was  to  be  detained^ 
ia  a  common  dark  and  grated  police  van  1 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

MEPHIST0PHELE3  AGAIN. 

A  PRisoNEE,  and  without  a  crime  1  Mary  Lennox  felt  that 
fate  was  indeed  dealing  hardly  with  her.  When  the  first  wild 
paroxysms  of  grief  and  mortification  were  passed,  she  learned  to 
nnderstand  that  she  should  be  released  and  free  the  moment 
the  robber's  trial  was  over  ;  but  whither  was  she  to  turn  then  ? 
Could  she  seek  for  any  employment,  however  humble,  and  say 
that  her  last  abode  had  been  a  public  prison  ?  Her  purse  would 
be  restored  to  her  she  had  been  told  ;  but  how  long  might  its 
contents  avail  her,  especially  when  all  the  wardrobe  she  pos- 
sessed was  the  fast  fading  suit  of  black  she  now  wore. 

All  these  reflections,  and  others,  coursed  through  her  mind, 
causing  such  pangs  of  pain  in  her  heart,  that  each  was  like  a 
probe  of  hot  steel. 

There  was  a  valuable  diamond  in  Cyril's  ring,  but  the  idea  of 
parting  with  it  never  occurred  to  her,  or  that  it  possessed  other 
value  than  accrued  to  it  in  her  own  estimation,  from  being  his 
gift  to  her  in  a  time  of  vanished  happiness. 

Three  weeks  after  the  scene  we  have  narrated  saw  Mary  still 
in  a  cell  of  the  prison,  gazing  in  listless  abstraction,  and  with 
eyea  that  were  becoming  dull  and  stony  in  aspect,  from  a  grated 
window  at  the  high  brick  boundary- wall  of  the  place,  a  barrier 
to  liberty  and  the  external  world,  defended  by  two  rows  of 
crooked  spikes.  The  chaplain  had  been  kind,  and  gave  her 
a  few  dreary  books  and  pious  publications ;  while  the  matron, 
whose  occupation  rendered  her  naturally  suspicious,  and  who 
could  not  be  convinced  that  Mary  was  not  an  evil  girl  in  some 
way,  otherwise  she  should  certainly  have  friends  of  some  kind, 
supplied  her  with  work,  and  urged  her  to  "  do  a  little  white 
seam,"  that  she  might  have  more  money  by  her  when  set  o-t 
liberty. 

But  she  had  ever  one  thought  which  rankled  bitterly  in  her 
heart,  that  she  was  a  prisoner,  though  guiltless  of  a  crime ! 
iShouid  she  ever  smile — ever  sing  again — she  who  had  so  often 
sung  with  an  aching  heart  ?  Deadened  by  the  massive  walls, 
the  roar  of  mighty  London  came  to  her  ears  like  a  drowsy  hum, 
and  dreamily  she  listened  to  it. 

Within  every  shadow  there  is  a  deeper  shade.  To  Mary  it 
seemed  strange  that  she  should  have  been  able  to  undergo  so 
many  shocks  to  her  nervous  system,  so  many  humiliations  to 
her  proper  pride,  so  many  bitter  mortifications,  so  manj^  sorrows 
and  affronts,  and  not  have  died  !  Yet  she  was  still  living,  with 
all  the  impulses  of  life  strong  within  her,  save  its  best  and 
brightest  one— hope,  for  that  was  fading  now. 
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Her  lover !  He  was  a  feature  of  the  past ;  yet  she  could  not 
look  on  his  betrothal  ring  without  a  strange  thrill  running 
through  her  bosom,  while  fond  memory  flew  back  to  many  an 
hour  of  quiet  joy  beside  the  lonely  stue  and  by  the  old  pine 
wood.  Anon  she  dismissed  these  regrets  as  unworthy  of  her ; 
but  she  longed  and  yearned  amid  the  solitude  of  her  cell  for 
one  caress,  one  kind  word  from  the  poor  old  man  who  had  so 
loved  and  petted  her  ! 

"  Never  more — never  more !"  she  would  moan  and  mutter. 
Could  she  but  join  him !  The  attempt  would  be  a  crime  gainst 
her  Maker — ^yea,  even  the  thought  thereof,  was  a  sin ;  but  the 
dark  idea  would  come  to  her  again  and  again. 

Memories  grew  strong  and  keen  out  of  the  monotony  of  her 
existence.  And  the  most  vivid  were  of  her  father,  so  fond  and 
doting,  so  passionate  and  querulous,  and  yet.  withal,  ever  so 
gentle  and  affectionate  to  her.  So,  then,  would  come  before  her 
with  morbid  and  painful  distinctness  the  scene  of  his  death- 
bed, his  passing  away,  and  the  wistful  look  which,  when  once 
seen,  is  never  forgotten — ^the  glance  we  must  all  give  one  day, 
when  the  world  is  receding  from  us,  and  its  smallness  appears 
more  small  than  ever.  His  was  a  smile  of  unutterable  fondness 
and  sadness,  and  there  came  the  great  change  that  chilled  her 
heart  then,  and  chilled  it  now— the  pallor  of  death—the  fore- 
runner of  eternity  and  peace. 

On  whose  face  would  her  last  smile  restl  And  who  would 
close  her  eyes  when  the  hour  came  1 

,Times  there  were  when  a  terror  filled  her  soul  lest  she  might 
come  forth  only  to  fall  lower  than  poverty  could  make  her ;  for 
she  remembered  painfuUy  one  or  two  poor  girls  whom  she  had 
seen  brought  up  before  Alderman  Figsley.  But— no,  no,  she 
could  only  die,  and  be  at  rest  for  ever ! 

She  knew  that  while  she  was  gazing  at  the  smoke-blackened 
brick  wall  or  into  the  paved  yard,  where  not  a  blade  of  grass 
was  visible,  the  leaves  would  be  thick  and  green  in  the  rustling 
woods  of  the  Merse ;  the  blossoms  of  the  white  and  pink 
hawthorn  and  of  the  golden  laburnum  must  have  passed  away  ; 
but  the  honey  bees  would  be  humminc  drowsily  in  the  sun- 
shine among  the  flowers  she  had  planted,  and  over  the  beautiful 
heath-clad  hills  that  looked  down  on  what  was  once  her  home. 
There  stiU,  in  the  breezy  and  sunny  morning,  the  mavis  and 
merle  were  singing,  and  the  voice  of  the  cushat-dove  would 
sound  in  the  old  coppice,  the  lone  wood  ;  but  never  more  for  her  ! 

A  pile  of  odious  work  for  the  matron  was  lying  untouched 
before  her,  when  she  was  roused  from  these  dull  thoughts  by  a 
warder  announcing  that  "  a  gentleman,  with  an  order  from 
Alderman  Figsley,  nad  come  to  visit  her." 

She  started  from  her  seat  with  heightening  colour  ;  a  fore- 
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boding  of  the  heart  told  her  who  this  visitor  would  too  pro- 
bably be— and  Chesters,  bowing  and  smiling,  was  ushered  in. 
He  presented  his  hand  ;  but  Mary  drew  back,  and  covered  hei 
eyes  with  her  hand  and  ann,  as  ii  to  shut  out  the  sight  of  him. 

"  That  man— that  man  again  !    You  here,  sir  1" 

"As  you  see,  Miss  Lennox ;  or  will  you  permit  me,  as  an  old 
friend,  to  call  you  Mary  T 

^  Friend  !"  she  exclaimed,  with  loathing  in  her  half  averted 
face. 

He  was  now  attired  in  a  blue  undress  uniform,  elaborately 
frogged  and  braided  about  the  breast.  He  wore  a  gilded  waist- 
belt,  and  a  sabre  with  a  white  ivory  hilt,  and  carried  in  one 
hand  a  scarlet  fez  with  a  long  blue  silk  tassel ;  for  he  was  in 
the  undress  of  an  officer  of  the  Turkish  Contingent.  His  ap- 
pearance was  always  that  of  a  gentleman,  but  there  was  in  his 
eyes  the  jaded  and  dissipated  expression  habitual  to  them: 
and  there  were  certain  hard  lines  about  the  mouth,  at  least  the 
angles  thereof,  that  indicated  him  to  be  a  rou6  or  worse,  and  a 
gambler  who  played  at  high  stakes  with  honour,  fortune,  and 
destiny. 

"  So,  you  foolish  little  girl,  it  has  come  to  this/'  'said  he, 
surveying  the  bare  walls  of  the  whitewashed  cell.  "  Why  would 
you  not  permit  me  to  become  your  security— to  speak  for  you, 
Imeanr 

"  Rather  would  I  have  died  than  have  accepted  from  your 
hands  the  smallest  favour  on  any  terms,  and  least  of  all  on  such 
as  you  dared  to  offer  me — the  daughter  of  a  gentleman,  every 
way  your  superior  !  And  how  basely  done — in  Frencn,  too, 
lest  the  magistrate  should  overhear  or  understand  you.  Begone, 
sir !  What  seek  you  here  T  she  demanded,  wmle  surveying 
him  with  intense  disgust,  and  drawing  herself  up  the  while 
with  the  air  of  a  little  tragedy  queen,  her  eyes  sparkling  with 
resentment,  and  her  hands  clenched  with  energy.  "  Why  in- 
trude upon  me,  unasked,  unwanted,  and  so  abhorred  as  you  are  V* 

"  This  is  a  cell  in  a  prison,"  said  he  mockingly. 

"  True.  But  here  my  privacy  is  as  sacred  as  if  I  occupied 
the  saloon  of  a  palace  1  And  I  am  here— here— a  prisoner, 
without  crime  1"    And  her  voice  died  away  as  she  spoka 

After  a  pause  she  asked, — 

"  Is  it  manly  of  you  to  come  here  and  mock  me  in  my  misery  1" 

"  I  did  not  come  to  mock  you,  Mary." 

**  Leave  me,  sir.  Whatever  be  my  fate,  I  am  stainless  and 
guiltless." 

"Notwithstanding  all  that,  your  character  will  be  utterly 
gone,  and  a  taint  shall  be  upon  you  that  will  cause  all  to  shrink 
from  befriending  you.  If  you  seek  for  work,  or  aid  of  any 
kind,  however  menial,  however  humble,  can  you  refer  people 
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•nly  to  the  chaplain  or  the  turnkey  of  a  prison  ]  I  should  think 
not !  Oh,  Mary  Lennox,  you  wul  starve,  or  do  worse,  in  the 
streets  of  this  vast  modem  Babylon  T' 

Mary  trembled  in  her  soul,  for  he  was  speaking  her  own 
terrible  thoughts  ;  but  he  was  minute  in  his  wish  to  torture  her, 
and  pitiless  in  his  desire  to  bend  her  to  his  wishes. 

"  There  are,  of  course,  houses  of  refuge  for  casuals,  and  the 
hospitals  for  those  who  are  ailing ;  and  when  the  unknown  or 
the  imclaimed  die  there,  where  do  their  remains  go  ?  To  the 
surgic^  theatre,  where  jrour  beauty,  which  is  undeniable,  and 
where  the  very  perfections  of  your  person,  may  be  made  a 
source  of  speculation,  perhaps  of  banter,  for  a  rabble  of  young 
sprigs  of  anatomy ;  and  thence  to  a  grave,  God  knows  where  or 
how !  Avoid  the  contingencies  of  a  fate  so  terrible  ;  I  entreat 
you,  dearest  Mary,  to  listen  to  me,  and—and " 

"Go  with  your 

"  Yes."    And  he  drew  nearer,  as  he  spoke,  earnestly. 

"  Never,"  said  she,  through  her  clenched  teeth,  while  shrink- 
ing back.  "Better  death— any  death,  however  black  and 
desperate  !  Oh,  how  have  I  the  patience  to  degrade  myself  by 
t.alking  with  you  on  such  a  suojectl  But  I  am  becoming 
familiar  with  humiliation  now  and  misery  too  l" 

"  I  can  prove  a  strong  friend,  Mary." 

"  Hitherto  you  have  been  a  dangerous  enemy— a  veritable 
fiend/' 

"  As  you  please,  as  you  please.  In  this  epoch  of  ours,  much 
as  we  boast  of  enlightenment  and  advancement,  passion  is  as 
strong,  hate  as  bitter,  and  Destiny  quite  as  inexorable  and 
pitiless,  as  ever  they  were  in  the  dark  and  middle  ages.'' 

Mary  cowered  and  shivered  as  she  spoke ;  and  in  the  depth  of 
her  misery — a  misery  rendered  all  the  more  keen  by  the  girl's 
extreme  sensibility,  he  surveyed  her  with  exactlv  such  a 
glance  or  smile,  as  one  might  fancy  in  the  face  of  Mephis- 
topheles,  while  watching  Goethe's  heroine,  poor  Margaret,  when 
she  "lay  prostrate  on  the  straw  in  prison,  with  a  piece  oi 
brown  bread  and  a  pitcher  of  cold  water  beside  her. 

Mary's  unconcealed  repugnance  and  aversion  for  him,  kindled 
at  last  the  rage  of  this  would-be  lover;  and,  in  revenge,  he 
adopted  an  undisguised  insolence  of  tone. 

"So  you  hate  me  r 

"  Say  rather  that  I — despise  you  !'* 

"  So  you  won't  come  with  me  to  the  East  on  any  terms  1  By 
Jove,  I  could  give  you  such  a  pretty  gilded  kiosk  on  the  shore  of 
the  Bosphorus,  where  you  might  see  all  the  gardens  of  Pera  on 
one  side  ;  ScutarL  with  its  mosques  on  the  other,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  I  aaresay  that,  as  senior  officer,  I  could  get  you 
out  with  mc  in  the  transport  somehow ;  and  we  should  do  tho 

« 
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Mediterranean  and  the  Levant  at  her  Majesty's  expense,  and 
without  requiring  even  a  *John  Murray.  Say  you'll  come, 
and  I  shall  get  you  out  of  this  den  in  a  twinkling.  I  shall  soon 
make  it  all  square  with  yonder  Alderman,  who  made  such  a 
fuss  about  you.  I  am  in  funds,  my  girl,  I  can  tell  you :  cleared 
two  thousand  odd,  by  a  few  strokes  at  billiards  last  night,  after 
getting  the  I  O  U's  of  two  noble  lords— swell  friends— by 
whose  aid  my  leave  at  home  has  been  somewhat  protracted,  as  1 
threatened  monetary  pressure.  Say  you'll  come.  I  have  plenty 
of  gold  to  pave  the  way,  and  won't  we  be  jolly  while  it  lasts  1 
*  See  ;  the  mountains  kiss  high  heaven' — ^you  know  the  rest.  Ah, 
you  will  find  it  better  fun  steaming  past  the  isles  of  the  Levant, 
than  moping  here  or  mooning  at  Lonewoodlee  I" 

Even  nis  brusque  insolence  failed  to  rouse  anger  in  her  heart. 

*'  Lonewoodlee — oh,  Lonewoodlee !"  she  repeated,  pressing  her 
slender  white  fingers  interlaced  upon  her  sunken  eyes  and 
speaking  in  a  soft  and  agitated  voice ;  "my  father's  home  !  It 
is  gone,  and  I  have  but  the  memory  of  it  now,  and  of  all  I  have 
lost,  to  remind  me  of  the  words  of  David,"  and  lifting  up  her 
hands  and  eyes  with  much  of  sublime  resignation  in  the 
expression  of  her  pallid  face,  she  said,  "  Dominus  dedit.  Do- 
minus  abstulit,  sed  nomen  Domini  benedictum  !" 

After  a  pause, 

**  Are  you  mad  that  you  begin  jabbering  Latin  in  a  place  like 
this  1"  he  asked,  with  an  air  of  astonishment  that  was  really 
genuine. 

"  I  am  not  mad,  sir,  though  I  might  well  be  ;  and  now  I 
have  but  once  more  to  entreat — nay  to  command  you,  as  you  are 
a  man,  to  leave  me  to  my  fate  and  trouble  me  no  more." 

"  I  shall  do  so— and  be  assured  it  will  be  a  sad  and  degrading 
one." 

"  As  God  pleases." 

She  turnea  her  back  upon  him,  and  with  a  glance  in  which 
rage  and  bafiied  desire  triumphed  over  pity,  he  retired  and  left 
her  in  an  almost  fainting  condition. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE  TROOPSHIP. 


"The  detachment  of  the  Eoyal  Fusileers,  under  Lieutenant 
Horace  Ramornie^  proceeding  to  join  the  service  companies  at 
the  seat  of  war,  will  embark  on  board  the  Blenheim  transport  at 
Gravesend,  with  others,  under  the  command  of  Major  R.  R. 
Chesters  of  the  Turkish  Contingent." 
Such  was  the  garrison  ord^r,  which  Hgrace^  to  his  infinite 
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chagrin,  perused  in  a  little  velliim  bound  book,  handed  to  him 
by  a  corporal,  one  evening,  as  he  was  proceeding  to  the  mess  of 
the  provisional  battalion.  He  had  no  desire  whatever  to  find 
himself  under  the  special  command  of  such  a  man  as  Chesters ; 
but  there  was  nothmg  for  it  save  obedience  ;  and  the  various 
anecdotes  elicited  at  table,  or  recalled  to  the  memory  of  officers 

S resent,  confirmed  his  dislike  to  the  prospect  before  him^  for 
ie  mere  mention  of  Chesters'  name  seemed  sufficient.  He 
seemed  to  be  as  well  known  in  the  service  as  the  goat  of  the 
Welsh  Fusileers,  though  not  so  harmlessly.  One  remembered 
"  how  completely  he  had  done  Black  of  ours  ii>  that  affair  of  the 
spavined  mare  f  another  "how  he  had  been  jockeyed  by  him  in 
a  race  at  the  Curragh  f  **  how  he  had  so  rooked  Blake  of  the 
Eifies  at  Malta,  that  the  poor  fellow  had  to  sell ;"  how  he  had 
abandoned  one  girl,  run  off  with  another  and  so  forth  ;  with 
many  other  things  that  would  never  figure  on  his  tombstone, 
or  opposite  his  name  in  Hart's  Army  List 

Three  days  after  Horace  read  the  order,  and  after  the  inter- 
view recorded  in  the  preceding  chapter,  saw  H.M.  transport 
Blenheim^  with  fully  three  hundred  officers  and  men  for  vanous 
corps  in  Turkey,  under  weigh  and  steaming  down  the  river, 
greeted  by  many  a  cheer  from  the  crews  of  passing  ships. 

Horace  remembered  all  that  had  passed  at  home  between  his 
cousin  Cyril  Wedderbum  and  Chesters;  and  though  he  had 
secretly  a  peculiar  detestation  for  the  latter,  it  would  have  been 
alike  unwise  and  unsafe  to  exhibit  it,  now  that  they  were  to  sit 
at  the  same  table,  to  meet  daily  on  the  same  parade,  to  en- 
counter each  other  incessantly  on  the  deck  or  in  the  saloon 
during  a  voyage  of  so  many  thousand  miles ;  and  more  than  all 
now  when  Chesters  bore  the  local  rank  of  major,  and  was 
distinctly  his  superior  officer. 

Allimtation  would  have  to  be  repressed  and  all  disagreeables 
avoided,  for  Horace  could  not  but  remember  that  his  commission 
was  his  sole  inheritance,  and  that  Chesters  woidd  care  little 
"to  smash  him"  if  he  got  an  opportunity.  So  he  resolved 
to  shun  him  as  much  as  possible  by  seeking  the  society  of  other 
officers,  of  whom  there  were  some  thirty  captains  and  subalterns 
on  board. 

Though  Chesters  hated  responsibility  of  any  kind  and  would 
very  willingly  have  been  second  in  command  to  any  one  on 
whom  the  trouble  of  authority  and  risk  of  direction  might  have 
devolved,  he  was  not  the  less  disposed  to  be  overbearing  in 
manner,  and  to  attempt  to  "  talk  down,'*  all  about  him,  espe- 
cially at  and  after  the  mess,  which  took  place  at  an  earlier  hour 
on  board  than  is  usual  ashore. 

He  soon  became  heated  with  wine  and  rather  quarrelsome,  dis- 
putmg  with  Ned  Elton,  a  brother  officer  of  Horace,  about  the  odds 
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on  the  last  Epsom ;  how  he  should  have  apportioned  the  weights, 
and  how  shrewdly  he  had  guessed  at  the  winning  horse,  yet,  as 
if  the  devil  was  in  it,  didn't  make  a  successful  book  after  all, 
having  been  "sold,"  though  he  knew  it  not,  by  his  own  particu- 
lar confidant,  Trayner,  who  generally  knew  the  contents  of 
Chesters'  betting  book  as  well  as  his  own. 

"  Pm  safe  on  the  Oaks,  however,"  he  added  with  an  oath— 
"backed  the  winner  at  long  odds  there." 

"A  bad  style  of  fellow  this."  whispered  Elton  to  Bamomie  ; 
"well  have  many  a  case  of  row  and  arrest  before  we  see  the 
coast  of  Bulgaria, unless  we  combine  and  put  him  *in  Coventry.' '' 

Chesters  had  on  board  his  faithful  rascal  Mr.  BiU  Trayner ; 
but  that  amiable  individual  was  at  present  enjoying  his  own 
society  in  the  seclusion  of  the  cable-tier,  where,  though  a  civilian, 
he  was  in  irons  for  behaving  insolently  to  a  young  officer  of  the 
Bifles,  whom  he  taunted  as  "a  carpet-bag  'cruity,"  a  slang  bar- 
rack-room phrase  for  a  recruit  who  joins  with  a  quantity  of 
useless  luggage ;  and  on  appealing  to  nis  master,  the  latter  only 
laughed  atnnn,  and  said— 

"  The  bilboes  and  bread  and  water  will  do  you  good,  Trayner, 
—you  have  been  getting  too  fleshy  of  lata" 

-And  Trayner  swore  secretly  that  he  would  be  revenged  on 
Chesters  for  this  at  a  future  time.  When  idHng  over  then:  wine 
and  fruit,  and  while  the  transport  was  steaming  slowly  past  the 
flat  but  fertile  shore  of  Kent,  and  the  salt  marshes  of  Essex, 
Chesters  with  his  habitual  insolence  of  spirit  and  disposition  to 
be  obnoxious  began  to  annoy  the  inoffensive  and  gentle  Horace 
Ramornie. 

••  Heard  of  our  friends  at  Willowdean  lately,  eh,  Kamomie'J" 
he  asked ;  "  we  are  neighbours  you  are  aware. 

"  No,"  replied  the  oth^  curtly  ^though  he  had  juist  received 
a  letter  from  his  aunt  before  embarking),  and  he  turned  away. 

"  Wedderbum  is  at  Varna,  isn't  he  V* 

"  Yes  " 

"With  yours  r 

"Ours.'*^ 

"You  are  fond  of  monosyllables,  I  think?"  isaid  Chesters, 
with  a  white  gleam  in  his  pale  eyes. 

Horace  gave  a  haughty  smile,  and  was  turning  to  Elton,  the 
Colonel's  nephew,  when  Chesters  resumed  his  scheme  for  "  trot- 
tmg  him  out,"  as  he  would  have  phrased  it,  and  when  he  spoke 
the  buzz  and  laughter  around  the  table  subsided,  for  all  feared 
that  a  scene  of  some  kind  would  ensue  ere  long,  and  felt  exceed- 
inglyuncomfortable. 

"When  I  was  last  at  the  Horse  Guards,  Ramornie,  I  heard 
some  talk  of  a  waggon  train  being  formed  ;  and  as  we  have  no 
Belem  Rangers,  your  cousin  will  be  looking  for  his  spurs  in 
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tliat  force.  He  is  a  pleasant  fellow,  but  a  mulx,  and  was  an 
a^ful  griff  when  lie  first  came  out  to  India." 

Horace  grew  crimson  with  anger  at  the  triple  insolence  of 
this  speech ;  for  to  any  military  man  the  inference  to  be  drawn 
from  the  first  part  of  it,  was  most  offensive. 

**  Major  Chesters/'  said  Horace,  rising,  while  a  chill  seemed 
to  fall  on  all  at  the  table  ;  "  dare  you  impugn  the  honour  of  my 
cousin  Captain  Wedderbum  of  the  Royal  Fusileers  1" 

"No — far  from  it,"  replied  Chesters,  coolly,  "whatever  I  may 
think,"  he  added  insolently,  but  aside.  "  Come,  come  Ramornie, 
take  your  wine,  though  it  is  a  little  corked,  and  let  us  be  jolly. 
You  could  little  imagine  where  I  recently  saw  his  last  flame — 
that  girl  Lennox." 

"  Indeed— where  r 

"  Sent  to  prison  from  a  London  police  court,  where  I  had 
gone  to  bail  out  Trayner,  who  got  into  a  row  somewhere  ;  to 
prison  in  London,  by  Jove  !  though  I  don't  know  exactly  for 
what,  unless  it  was  involvement  in  some  robbery  affair." 

"  Miss  Lennox  1"  exclaimed  Ramornie,  with  genuine  surprise 
and  concern. 

"  Yes— Miss  Lennox  as  you  call  her ;  hope  she  enjoys  the 
silent  and  separate  system  peculiar  to  the  London  model  prison, 
and  so  conducive  to  reflection  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

Horace  was  inexpressibly  shocked,  but  hoping  that  Chesters 
was  telling  what  was  untrue,  he  disdained  to  make  further  in- 
auiries,  and  once  more  turned  to  his  friend  Elton,  seeking  to 
divert  the  conversation  from  himself  ;  but  Chesters  was  not  to 
be  baffled  and  began  again,  while  leisurely  dropping  the  ice 
into  his  champagne  glass. 

"  And  now  Ramornie,  to  change  the  subject,  how  is  the  fair 
heiress — ^well  and  jolly  I  hope  ^  You  fellows — I  mean  you  and 
the  Wedderbums — will  surely  not  let  her  slip  through  your  hands. 
She  is  worth  entering  stakes  for — a  handsome  girl,  so  well 
weighted,  with  a  pot  of  money  and  no  end  of  fun  in  her.  A 
noble  bird  to  bag,  before  the  fields  are  in  stubble." 

"  Silence,  if  you  please,  Major  Chesters,"  said  Horace,  whose 
face  from  crimson  nad  now  become  pale  wdth  passion,  while  his 
voice  grew  concentrated  and  low.  "  I  have  to  request  that  the 
name  of  the  lady  in  question  be  not  uttered  here,  by  your  lips 
at  least."  ^ 

"  That  is  very  quarrelsome  wine,  surely — try  the  pale  sherry ; 
I  have  mentioned  no  name  as  yet,    said  Chesters,  laughing. 

"  Then  take  heed  how  you  do,"  added  Horace,  with  his  dark 
eyes  flashing  fire.  How  he  cursed  in  his  heart — even  he,  the 
quiet  and  gentle  Horace — the  rules  of  discipline,  the  amenities 
of  society  and  civilized  life,  which  prevented  him  from  flying 
at  this  man's  throat  and  dashing  him  under  his  feet.    As  for 
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"calling  him  out,"  the  idea  certainly  did  occur,  only  to  be  dis- 
missed, for  duelling  had  gone  out  of  fashion,  and  he  had  not 
the  ^eatest  of  Job  s  virtues— patience. 

His  soul  was  full  of  love  and  tenderness  for  Gwendoleyne — 
worshipping  her  as  a  pure  and  beautiful  spirit,  with  aU  a  young 
man's  generous  enthusiasm  and  joy ;  and  thus  it  revolted  him 
to  hear  her  spoken  of  jestingly  by  any  man,  least  of  all  by  one 
such  as  Ralph  Rooke  Chesters ! 

"lam  going  on  deck,  Ramornie,"  said  Elton,  "try  these 
cigars  with  me ;"  and  taking  the  arm  of  Horace,  he  succeeded 
in  drawing  him  from  the  cabin  to  the  poop,  whither  the  ma- 
jority of  the  party  followed,  leaving  Chesters  -with  one  or  two 
more  at  their  wine. 

"  Ramomie,"  said  young  Elton,  drawing  his  friend  apart,  "  I 
warn  you  to  beware  of  that  fellow  of  the  Turkish  Contingent. 
From  the  first  moment  he  saw  you  on  parade  in  the  Barrack- 
yard,  he  evinced  a  determination  to  annoy  and  fix  a  quarrel  on 
you.  You  remember  how  closely  he  inspected  our  fellows  in 
particular,  and  found  so  many  sham  faults,  actually  bringing 
lour  of  our  best  privates  to  the  front,  to  have  them  put  through 
their  facings  as  if  tipsy,  and  then  made  them  ground  arms  as  a 
final  snare,  that  they  might  topple  over.  It  was  an  insult  to  us 
all  So  be  wary.  I  can  see  that  he  is  an  utter  scoundrel,  and 
as  Oldham  says,  '  he  could  outrogue  a  lawver,' — aye,  even  a 
Scotch  one,  or  a  Jew  ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  is  your  senior 
officer,  and  in  all  rows  a  junior  invariably  is  sent  to  the  waU. 
Besides,  old  fellow,  I  think  we  have  had  quite  enough  of  that 
ship  champagne." 

"  You  are  right,  Elton ''  said  Horace  ;  "  he  is  beneath  my 
attention.  But  my  head  still  aches  with  the  memory  of  that 
champagne  breakfast  we  had  at  Brompton  with  the  Rifles, 
before  we  marched  out." 

"  Clicquot  and  fun  ;  eh,  Horace  ]" 

"They  are  all  very  well,"  added  a  6 toe-looking  officer  with 
deepy  eyes  and  long  fair  moustaches  •  "  but  when  to  these 
you  add  hazard  and  ecarte,  as  we  had  them,  the  breakfast 
becomes  something  to  remember.*' 

"And  repent  of ;  eh,  Ponsonby  ]" 

"  Yes,  decidedly—  doocidly  so,  as  I  know  to  my  cost." 

"Wa£  Chesters  there  f  asked  Elttm. 

"Of  course;  d— n  him  1"  was  the  rejoinder  of  Ponsonby, 
who  was  a  23rd  ninn. 

"  Well/'  said  Baiuornie,  thoughtfully,  **  the  Essex  shore  looks 
€at  and  low  now  ;  wo  shall  soon  be  in  blue  water,  and  see  the 
last  of  Old  England/' 

"Not  the  last,  1  hope/'  said  Ponsonby,  smiling. 

"Tor  some  among  u^j  certain ly^  if  loiocks  are  going." 
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"  Anyway,  thank  God,  we  are  off  in  earnest,**  said  Elton ;  **i 
was  so  sick  of  Chatham,  with  its  boredom  of  drills  and  sham 
duties  :  besides,  it  will  be  so  jolly  to  knock  about  the  world  a 
Uttle." 

"  Yes  ;  and  better  still  to  knock  about  the  Russians  a  great 
deal,  eh?  ha,  ha  !"  lisped  a  languid  Hussar  officer,  as  he  twilled 
his  bandoHned  moustache  and  laughed  at  his  own  mild  joke. 

The  transport  was  now  clearing  the  Thames,  and  rounding 
the  floating  light  on  the  sandbank  that  runs  eastward  from  the 
Isle  of  Grain.  The  waters  of  the  Medway  opened  wide  upon 
her  starboard  beam,  and  as  the  setting  sun  shone  through  the 
golden  haze,  the  buildings  of  the  dockyard,  the  tall  masts  of 
the  war- vessels  in  the  great  basin  at  Sheerness,  and  the  outline 
of  the  guardship,  came  all  darkly  and  minutely  forward  to  the 
eye.  A  red  flash  and  white  pufl:*  of  smoke  from  the  black  huU 
of  the  wardship  caused  all  the  loungers  on  the  poop  of  the 
Blenhemi  to  turn  towards  her. 

"  The  evening  gun,"  suggested  one, 

"Impossible,  said  another :  "the  sun  is  still  high  above  the 
Essex  marshes.** 

"What's  the  row  yonder T  asked  the  Hussar,  languidly; 
"  the  guardship  has  hoisted  a  signal  at  her  main  V' 

The  evening  was  beautiful ;  the  poop  was  crowded  with 
officers  in  their  shell  jackets,  or  undress  uniform,  and  the  air 
was  redolent  of  cigars  of  all  kinds ;  their  men  grouped  amid- 
ships were  looking  at  the  fast-receding  shore  ;  others  at  the 
cat-heads,  were  gazing  wistfully  seaward,  and  some  at  the 
passing  craft,  bearing  up  Thames  from  every  quarter  of  the 
globe,  and  all  were  merry,  heedless,  and  thoughtless  of  the 
future  that  was  before  them. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  up  T  was  now  the  general  exclamation, 
as  the  steamer  slackened  her  speed,  and  drew  in  shore  nearer 
to  the  point  of  Sheerness. 

"What  is  the  signal *?"  asked  Ponsonby. 

"Red,  blue,  and  yellow — nautical,  perhaps  ;  enigmatical,  cer- 
tainly,** said  the  Hussar. 

"  Some  fellow  on  board  has  got  his  swell  friends  in  town  to 
telegraph  for  him  at  the  last  moment,  to  come  back  with  the 
pilot-boat,  perhaps,"  suggested  Ponsonb3^ 

"Urgent  private  affairs — ^that  his  book  on  Coutts'  is  all 
square ;  that  his  uncle  is  dead,  the  will  is  all  right,  and  that 
he*d  better  return  to  mamma.** 

"Hush,  gentlemen,"  said  a  grave  old  Captain  of  the  Rifles, 
who  perhaps  was  thinking  of  his  wife  and  little  ones.  "  We 
shall  soon  learn  what  is  wrong." 

"There  is  nothing  wrong,  sirs,*'  said  the  Captain,  testily, 
from  the  bridge  ;  "but  the  guard-ship  has  signalled  that  we 
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are  to  lie  to  for  a  boat  from  the  shore ;  and  here  it  comes,  hand 
over  hand,"  he  added,  as  a  man-o'-war  gig,  with  its  oars  feathered 
in  beautiful  and  steady  regularity,  came  sheering  out  from  the 
basin  direct  for  the  traiisport,  which  lay  heaving  and  plimging 
dowly  on  the  heavy  ground  swell. 

Meanwhile  that  distinguished  officer  Chesters  had  been  left 
in  the  cabin  alone  to  "  soak  over  his  wine,'*  as  he  phrased  it, 
for  he  was  constitutionally  and  systematically  a  deep  drinker. 
Amid  all  the  quiet  insolence  and  tipsy  banter  in  which  he  had 
indulged,  no  sentiment  of  regret  or  pity  for  the  poor  girl  whose 
interests  he  might  have  served,  but  to  whom  he  had  wrought  so 
much  mischief,  and  whose  terrible  sorrow  he  had  witnessed, 
occurred  to  the  callous  and  hollow-hearted  Chesters.  But  he 
had  peculiar  and  regretful  thoughts  of  her,  nevertheless. 

"  Had  I  possessed  but  more  tact  and  time,  to  have  waited  a 
little  till  her  confinement  had  broken  her  spirit  and  dulled  her 
perceptions ;  had  I  pressed  her  more  tenderly  perhaps,  during 
that  last  interview ;  or  had  I  spoken  favourably  of  her  to  that 
old  pump  of  an  Alderman,  she  might  have  been  mine — mine, 
by  this  time!  Now,  descending  fast  from  scale  to  scale  in 
misery  and  degradation,  her  noble  qualities,  for  she  has  them, 
wastea ;  her  pure  sentiments  dulled,  her  affections  blasted,  her 
perils  equalled  only  by  her  beauty,  she  may  become  the  prey — 
the  facile  prey  of  oiliers  P^ 

And  he  gnawed  his  yellow  moustache  and  bit  his  thin  cruel 
lip  at  the  galling  idea.  Had  he  only  traduced  and  repudiated- 
her,  to  the  end  that  she  might  become  the  prize— the  prey  of 
some  person  unknown  1  Jealousy  became  a  teen  pang,  but  the 
waters  were  rolling  between  them  now,  and  every  revolution 
of  the  inexorable  screw — and  now  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him 
that  the  motion  thereof  had  ceased,  and  he  was  just  about  to 
come  on  deck  and  have  another  bout  of  banter  with  Ramornie, 
when  Lieutenant  Elton,  who  acted  as  adjutant  of  the  various 
detachments,  placed  in  his  hand  a  long  official  letter,  which  he 
tore  open  in  haste  and  surprise. 

It  was  from  the  Quartermaster-General,  informing  Major 
Chesters,  that  Lieutenant-Colonel  Louis  De  la  Fosse  of  the 
34th  Regiment,  Infantry  of  the  French  Line,  having  come  to 
London  on  a  special  mission  from  Marshal  St.  Amaud,  would 
have  a  free  passage  on  board  H.M.S.  Blenheim  to  Varna  ;  and 
it  was  trusted  tiiat  as  a  stranger  and  officer  of  the  allied  army, 
all  courtesy  and  attention  should  be  shown  to  him  during  the 
voyage. 

"The  devil!  De  la  Fosse!"  muttered  Chesters,  changing 
colour.    "  Where  is  this  fellow,  Elton  1  this  Frenchman "?" 

"  He  is  here,"  replied  Elton,  as  a  very  handsome  man  about 
forty  years  of  age,  with  regular  features,  curly  hair,  a  long  dark 
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moustache  and  closely-shaven  chin,  in  the  blue  uniform  and 
gold  epaulettes  of  the  French  Line,  with  a  few  orders  glittering 
at  his  scarlet  lapelles,  his  little  kepi  in  one  hand  and  his  sabre 
in  the  other,  entered  the  cabin  and  bowed  low  to  Chesters,  who 
returned  the  courtesy,  but  with  a  coldness  and  restraint  that 
were  as  marked  as  the  surprise  and  hauteur  that  immediately- 
spread  over  the  face  of  the  other,  when  his  open  and  pleasant 
smile  passed  away,  and  he  recognised  the  man  he  looked  on. 


CHAPTER    XLV. 

THE  VOYAGE. 

"  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  I  bid  you  welcome  to  her  Majesty's 
ship  Blenhdm^^  said  Chesters,  presenting  his  hand,  which,  how- 
ever, the  Frenchman  did  not  take,  but  contented  himself  with 
another  bow  and  a  very  perceptible  elevation  of  his  black  eye- 
brows.   **  I  have  also  to  congratulate  you  on  promotion  since — ^^ 

"  Since  when,  monsieur 'J" 

"We  last  met." 

"Ah !"  said  the  other  a  little  contemptuously,  "  I  thank  you. 
I  have  just  been  in  time  to  reach  your  vessel ;  the  telegram 
left  London  this  forenoon,  about  the  same  time  I  quitted  it  by 
rail ;  and  here  I  am." 

"  So  we  are  to  have  the  pleasure  of  voyaging  together  so 
far  as  Varna." 

"  So  far—yes,"  replied  the  Frenchman,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
der^ and  causing  the  bullion  of  his  epaulettes  to  gutter,  whilst 
his  race  said  so  plainly  that  he  saw  little  pleasure  in  the  com- 
panionship that  Elton  laughed  behind  his  forage  cap. 

"  Will  you  eat  anything]  the  messman  will  bring  you  partridge 
pie  and  pdtes  defoie  grasj* 

"  No,  thank  you." 

"  The  wine  is  here  "  said  Chesters ;  "  shall  I  assist  you  T 

"  Thanks ;  I  shall  help  myself.  What  is  this  ?  St.  Julien  !— 
tr^s  bon !"  and  the  Colonel  took  a  bumper  of  wine,  without 
according  a  smile  or  a  glance  to  Chesters,  who  felt  far  from 
comfortable  as  several  officers  had  left  the  deck,  all  anxious  to 
converse  with  the  stranger,  and  be  attentive  to  him.  But  after 
seeing  to  his  berth  on  board,  and  having  his  baggage  arranged 
by  a  Fusileer,  who  was  to  act  as  his  servant  durmg  the  voyage, 
he  lit  a  cigar  and  went  on  deck  without  bestowing  the  faintest 
bow  on  Chesters,  who  bit  his  lip,  and  muttered  something  under 
his  breath. 

The  Blenheim  was  under  full  steam  now ;  the  wind  was  fair 
for  her  down  channel ;  her  top-sails  and  topgallant-sails  were 
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aheeted  home ;  tlie  Isle  of  Sheppev  was  sinking  fast  upon  her 
starboard  quarter,  and  the  bugles  having  ere  this  sounded  the 
tattoo,  save  by  the  watch  under  a  subaltern  officer  the  main  deck 
was  deserted.  The  French  colonel  was  of  course  the  centre  of 
attraction,  and  a  group  gathered  round  him.  The  stiffness  and 
restraint,  even  hauteur  of  manner  he  exhibited  in  the  cabin, 
passed  away  completely  now,  and  he  chatted  gaily  and  freely  on 
the  chances  of  the  war,  and  spoke  with  a  Frenchman's  hereditary 
hate  of  Russia  and  the  Kussians,  for  the  Gaul  has  never  for- 
given Moscow.  He  expatiated  on  the  sufferings  undergone  by 
ike  armies  at  Varna,  and  denounced  as  criminal  the  conduct  of 
our  Ministry  in  waiting  only  for  winter  to  begin  the  campaign. 
He  spoke  lightly  of  his  own  past  military  experience,  but  would 
seem  to  have  seen  some  sharp  service  in  Algeria  in  the  regiment 
of  GenersJ  Bazaine ;  he  had  been  side  by  side  with  -Canrobert 
in  the  breach  of  Constantino,  and  had  served  as  a  volunteer 
with  the  3rd  Chasseurs  ^  Pied,  in  the  terrible  conflict  at  the  Pass 
of  Djerma,  where  the  Arabs  were  totally  routed  and  their  prin- 
dpaJ  sheiks  captured. 

"  Monsieur  le  Major,  who  commands  you,'*  said  he  during  a 
pause,  "  has  he  seen  much  of  the  world  ?' 

*'  I  should  say  a  deuced  deal  too  much — for  my  taste  at  least," 
replied  Ponsonby,  caressing  his  whiskers. 

^'  Ah — but  in  the  way  of  military  service,  I  mean  1" 

"  A  little  in  India,"  said  Horace  Ramornie.  "  I  don't  think 
you  seem  to  like  him  much." 

"  Sacre  Dieu  !  no.  I  should  think  not,"  replied  de  la  Fosse, 
tipping  the  ashes  off  his  cigar. 

To  me  it  is  like  a  dream  that  I  have  heard  of  you  and  him 
having  met  in  Scotland." 

"  In  Scotland,"  repeated  the  Frenchman,  who  spoke  English 
very  fairly  ;  "  you  are  but  a  youth — from  whom  did  you  hear 
of  that  r 

"  From  my  uncle,  Sir  John  Wedderburn,  of  Willowdean." 

"  What  do  I  hear— you  a  relation  of  Sir  Wedderburn,  who 
was  so  very  kind  to  me  V 

"  I  am  Ills  nephew/' 

"  if  on  Dieu  I '  The  Freiichnian  shook  the  hand  of  Horace 
with  great  cordiahtv,  aud  drew  huii  a  little  way  aside. 

"  And  Madame  Wedderburn — how  is  shel" 

"WeU^I  thank  you/ 

"  I  was  a  captain  then^  at  the  time  you  refer  to — home  after 
the  expedition  to  Morocco—tni veiling  in  Scotland,  of  which 
the  Wtilter  Scottish  novels  had  miuJe  me  enthusiastic.  (Horace 
smiled  at  the  compound  word. J  I  met  this  Monsieur  Chesters, 
who  j^rt^ssed  me  to  have  a  little  sliooting  in  Berwickshire.  I 
went  tk&re— no  shooting  at  all ;  it  was  all  one  humbugs  !  play, 
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play,  play :  ^cart6,  hazard,  vingt-iin,  and  so  on,  till  I  was  left 
witnout  a  centime,  and  but  for  your  kind  uncle,  to  whom  my 
case  became  known,  I  should  never  have  reached  France  again, 
never  have  seen  my  regiment,  never  have  been  now,  as  I  am, 
Colonel  of  the  34th  Infanterie  de  Ligne ;  for  even  my  watch 
and  rings  I  had  staked  at  his  table  and  lost,  among  them  a 
valuable  onyx,  that  belonged  to  one  of  my  ancestors,  and  which 
I  see  he  has  tne  bad  taste  now  to  wear ;  consequently,  I  have 
no  particular  favour  for  M.  Chesters.  And  now  that  we  have 
met  again,  I  would  call  him  out,"  he  added  through  his  clenched 
teeth,  while  a  fierce  gleam  came  into  his  black  eyes  ;  "yes  I  and 
force  him  to  fight  me  on  the  first  land  we  see  ;  but  then,  mal- 
peste !  I  know  that  Marshal  St.  Amaud  would  resent  on  me 
severely  a  quarrel  with  any  British  officer  at  the  present  juncture ; 
so  I  most  dissemble,  if  I  can,  till  I  find  him  among  that  rabble 
the  Turkish  Contingent,  when  I  may  shoot  him,  begar !  with  a 
safe  conscience,  under  pretended  belief  that  he  was  a  Turk  I" 

The  first  few  days  of  the  voyage  passed  pleasantly  enough ; 
the  weather  was  fine,  and  when  the  few  duties  incident  to  a 
troop-ship,  such  as  the  parade  of  the  men  in  their  canvas  frocks 
and  of  the  quarter-guard  for  bayonet  duty,  on  the  poop,  fore- 
castle, and  scuttle-butt,  were  over,  idling,  smoking,  smgle-stick, 
revolver  practice  at  the  passing  birds,  or  at  a  bottle  slung  from 
a  yardarm,  and  too  often  gambling,  became  the  mode  of  passing 
the  time. 

Gaming  is  strictly  prohibited  in  transports  as  in  camp  or 
quarters ;  but  the  evil  example  of  Chesters  speedily  infected  the 
yoimger  officers,  who,  as  they  all  belonged  to  different  corps, 
and  would  be  separated  on  landing,  had  little  interest  in  each 
other  personally ;  so  if  the  tedious  monotony  of  the  voyage 
.was  partially  dispelled  by  the  excitement  of  gaming,  they  cared 
nothmg  for  the  monetary  risk  they  ran,  and  kept  up  a  cross-fire 
of  I  0  U's,  that  would  rather  have  astonished  their  parents  and 
guardians;  and  were  all  the  more  free  with  these  from  the 
knowledge  that  ere  long  they  must  be  before  the  enemy,  and  a 
bullet  might  pay  off  the  heaviest  score.  Thus  every  evening, 
after  the  mess-table  was  cleared,  cards  and  dice  made  their 
appearance  regularly,  and  large  sums  were  staked  and  lost  or 
won,  to  the  manifest  deterioration  of  discipline  and  good-feeling; 
and  all  this  was  caused  solely  by  Chesters,  whose  special  office 
and  duty  it  was  to  have  repressed  the  practice  at  once,  instead 
of  becoming  a  leader  in  it  :  but  this  cosmopolitan  Scot  was 
**a  gambler  for  gain  :  that  foul  amalgam  of  the  miser  and 
the  knave.*'  This  state  of  matters  continued  to  increase  imtil 
the  evening  after  the  transport  entered  the  Mediterranean,  when 
a  very  impleasant  fracas  took  place.  The  weekly  parade  of  all 
the  troops  on  board  in  full  dress  and  in  heavy  marching  order 

Digitized  by  V_t*^;v_;v  l^ 


THE  VOTAOB.  253 

had  just  occnrred,  and  the  soldiers  had  been  dismissed  to  rack 
their  arms  and  resume  their  free  and  easy  canvas  frocks,  when 
the  Bay  of  Gibraltar,  glittering  under  a  clear  and  brilliant  sun- 
shine, opened  on  the  port  bow  of  the  Blenheim,  as  she  steamed 
onward  between  lovely  Andalusia  on  one  side,  and  the  black 
mountains  of  arid  Tetuan  on  the  other,  gliding  past  the  shores 
of  Europe  and  Africa  into  one  of  the  greatest  water-highways 
of  the  world.  In  outline  a  couchant  lion,  starting  there  to  the 
height  of  fifteen  hundred  feet  from  the  pale  blue  ocean,  that 
seemed  to  ripple  in  gold  and  silver  against  its  base,  the  Eock  of 
immortal  memories,  terminated  in  the  ruin  known  as  O'Hara's 
Tower,  on  which  Uie  British  flag  was  flying  in  the  distance 
diminished  to  a  speck.  The  Blenkeimdidi  not  run  close  in,  but 
steamed  steadily  onward  into  the  Mediterranean,  and  as  the 
vast  citadel  began  to  lessen  on  her  quarter  it  seemed  to  all  as 
if  they  had  seen  but  a  glimpse,  and  a  passing  vision  it  certainly 
was — of  gardens  of  brilliant  green ;  terraced  houses  of  dazzling 
whiteness,  with  sunshaded  windows ;  batteries  bristling  with 
uncounted  guns,  and  dotted  by  redcoats  whose  bayonets  glit- 
tered like  stars ;  cliffs  honeycombed  into  galleries  and  perforated 
by  round  holes,  througjh  which  grim  cannon  peered,  and,  below 
aU,  the  bay  fml  of  shipping,  where  the  variegated  flags  of  all 
the  nations  of  the  maritime  world  were  fluttermg  in  the  breeze 
of  a  pleasant  August  afternoon. 

There  were  special  orders  that  unless  stores  were  required  she 
was  not  to  toucn  at  Gibraltar,  so,  to  the  disappointment  of  many, 
the  Blenheim  held  on  her  course.  Horace  experienced  this  in 
particular;  but  several  officers  on  board  had  been  quartered 
there  before,  and  cared  less  about  it. 

"Were  you  ever  stationed  in  old  Gibi"  asked  Elton  of 
Ponsonby. 

"No;  never.  And  shouldn't  care  much  to  be  cooped  up 
between  the  bay  and  the  Spanish  Hnes." 

"  Old  Gib  is  not  without  his  amusements,  and  l  have  twice 
had  a  run  with  the  Calpe  hounds  "said  Chesters,  who  was  well 
up  in  all  kinds  of  field  sports.  "  The  meet  always  takes  place 
*t  San  Boque,  six  miles  from  the  Eock  on  the  Andalusian  side." 

"You  can  scarcely  have  it  six  miles  from  the  Kock  on  the 
^her  side,"  said  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  twirling  his  moustaches. 

Chesters  frowned,  but  resumed :  "  People  don't  usually 
course  in  the  sea,  Colonel.  The  last  time  I  rode  yonder,  after 
we  had  a  dose  of  milk-punch  at  the  nearest  posada,  the 
fox  broke  cover  at  the  end  of  the  Malaga  Garden,  and  away  we 
went  powdering  along  at  a  rasping  pace.  We  had  a  devil  of  a 
tun  over  the  most  awd  ground  in  the  world— the  Stony  Koad 
they  name  it  there,  and  by  Jove,  it  is  stony  with  a  vengeance, 
being  a  slope  at  the  angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  covered  with 
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thousands  of  cart  loads  of  rocks,  boulders  and  loose  debri$  tliat 
have  fallen  from  the  mountain  above ;  but  across  it  we  went 
with  a  whoop  and  a  cheer,  some  eighty  riders  or  more,  aU  in 
red,  for  no  true  bom  Briton  can  either  hunt  or  fight  comfortably 
in  any  other  colour ;  and  if  any  of  the  12th  fellows  were  there, 
you  might  be  sure  to  hear  them  shouting  *  Montis  Insignia 
GalpeP  because  that  motto  is  on  their  colours  with  the  casUe 
and  key.  I  can  almost  make  out  the  coursing  ground  from  here 
with  my  glass,  though  the  old  Rock  is  sinking  fast  astern.  I  had 
I  remember  a  strange  bet  there,  with  Bob  Riversdale,  a  staff 
surgeon ^*' 

"  And  you  won  it  f  asked  De  la  Fosse  drily. 

"Yes." 

"Aha,  begar,  I  thought  so— Fm  sorry  for  Monsieur  Bob,"  said 
the  Frenchman,  whose  manner  made  the  speaker  colour  with 
anger,  while  Horace  turned  away  wearily,  for  he  was  heartily 
tired  of  Chesters'  everlasting  topics,  horses  and  gambling  dice 
and  cards ;  so  he  followed  the  Frenchman,  who  proceeofed  to 
the  taflBrail ;  there  a  few  officers  were  leaning  over  it,  smoking 
and  keeping  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  fast  receding  pillars  of 
Hercules,  which  were  defined  in  dark  outline  against  the  sky, 
and  melting  into  the  evening  sea,  which  was  all  aflame  wiUi 
the  amber  and  crimson  tints  of  the  setting  sun. 

A  young  officer  in  a  shell  jacket  with  bright  yellow  facings, 
politely  touched  his  cap,  and  made  way  for  the  French  Colonel. 

"Thanks,  Monsieur,— do  not  allow  me  to  disturb  you,"  said 
the  latter ;  "  ah— pardon,"  he  added,  as  he  took  a  button  of  the 
other's  uniform  between  his  fingers  ;  "  you  belong  to  the  34th 
of  the  Line — my  own  Number !" 

"  Yes,  Monsieur  le  Colonel,"  said  the  young  Ensign,  proudly ; 
"  ours  is  the  Cumberland  Regiment,  and  was  raised  in  1702." 

"  *  Albuhera,' '  Arroya  del  Molinos,' "  continued  the  Colonel, 
reading  the  motto  on  the  button.  "I  could  tell  you  a  good 
story  about  your  Regiment  and  mine,  when  my  father,  the 
Marquis  De  la  Fosse,  commanded  the  latter  in  that  very  battle 
of  Arroya  del  Molinos  in  Spanish  Estremadura,  in  the  brave  old 
war  of  the  Peninsula,  that  we  are  forgetting  all  about  now. 

"In  that  little  village,  which  is  situated  in  a  plain  that  was 
then  quite  covered  with  wild  laurels  and  mignonette,  and  at  the 
base  of  a  ridge  of  rocks  that  start  abruptly  up  in  the  form  of  a 
crescent,  the  whole  Regiments  comprising  the  division  of 
Marshal  Gerard,  when  getting  under  arms  amid  the  rain  and 
mist  of  a  dark  morning,  were  suddenly  surrounded  and 
attacked  by  the  troops  of  Sir  Rowland  Hill,  who  had  made  a 
forced  march  for  that  purpose  from  Alcuesca.  To  be  brief,  they 
were  nearly  all  taken  to  a  man  by  your  people,  and  my  father 
fell  from  ms  horse  severely  woiinaed.    Th^  ^xench  had  to  form 
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two  squares  and  began  to  retreat,  when  suddenly  there  was  a 
shout  of — 

"  *  Voilii,  les  baionettes  Ecoasais  !'  and  one  square  was  entirely- 
cut  off  by  a  Regiment  of  Highlanders,  who  dashed  at  it  out  of 
the  mist.  The  other,  which  was  chiefly  composed  of  the  34th 
of  the  Line,  under  the  Chef  de  Bataillon,  my  father— now  sorely 
wounded  and  afoot — ^was  surrounded  by  the  British  34th,  and 
he  told  me  that  in  the  grey  light  of  the  breaking  day  each 
Regiment  simultaneously  recognised  the  other's  nu7noer  on 
their  shakos,  and  the  French  officers  as  they  tendered  their 
swords  to  those  of  your  corps,  exclaimed— 

"  *  Voilk,  messieurs — nous  sommes  des  f r^res,  nous  sommes  du 
trente-quatri^me  regiment  tons  deux  !  Les  Anglais  se  battent 
toujours  avec  loyaut^,  et  traitent  bien  leurs  prisonniers !' 

*'  The  sword  of  my  father  was  returned  to  him  by  the  com- 
mander of  your  regiment,  who  politely  said  something  about 
*les  malheurs  de  la  Guerre,'  and  the  fighting  ended." 

"  It  is  quite  true^  Monsieur  le  Colonel,"  replied  Hunton,  the 
young  officer,  smiling ;  "  for  at  the  Heaa  quarters  of  our 
regiment,  we  still  possess  the  brass  drums,  and  tne  drum-major's 
staff  of  the  Frencn  34th,  and  if  I  ever  have,  as  I  hope,  the 
pleasure  of  presenting  you  to  our  mess,  you  shall  see  them  under 
more  pleasant  auspices  than  the  Marquis  your  father  last  saw 
them.*  But  now  that  we  are  allies,  are  not  such  memories 
better  forgotten  r 

And  now  we  have  to  record  the  less  agreeable  portion  of  our 
story,  already  referred  ta 


CHAPTER  XLVL 

UN  BON  COUP  d'^PEE. 

As  the  troops  on  board  were  divided  into  three  watches,  there 
were  always  about  a  hundred  men  on  deck  at  a  time  exclusive 
of  the  seamen.  On  this  evening,  Horace  was  subaltern  of  the 
watch,  and  as  such,  was  solitary  on  the  poop,  while  his  men, 
muffled  in  their  grey  great  coats,  trod  to  and  fro  on  the 
main  deck,  or  lounged  between  the  guns  on  each  side,  for  the 
transport  was  partially  armed. 

As  the  evening  deepened  into  night,  the  stars  came  brilliantly 
out  in  the  blue  sky  of  the  Mediterranean  ;  the  atmosphere  was 
calm  and  serene  ;  the  wind  light,  but  fair,  and  the  great  troop- 
ship, with  its  living  freight,  glided  silently  and  swiftly  on  the 
watery  path,  with  its  tkree  great  lanterns,  green  to  starboard, 

•  Ihii  military  coincidence  Is  an  historical  fact 
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criinson  to  port,  and  white  at  the  foretop,  emitting  weird  and 
strange  gleams  at  times  on  the  bellying  sails,  the  lofty  spars,  and 
the  passing  waves.  The  time  and  place  were  very  conducive  to 
thought  and  reflection,  and  undisturbed  by  the  laughter, 
exclamations  and  other  sounds  that  issued  occasionally  from 
the  great  cabin,  where  wine  or  brandy  and  water,  dice  and 
cards  were  the  order  of  the  evening,  Horace  Eamornie  gave 
"himself  up  to  the  solitude  of  the  sea,  and  with  a  fragrant 
havannah  in  his  mouth,  leaned  over  the  taffrail,  watching  the 
white  and  phosphorescent  sparkle  of  the  vessel's  wake,  as  the 
water  boiled  and  bubbled  in  two  eddies  under  each  counter,  to 
meet  in  one  around  the  propelling  screw. 

Horace  had  certain  unpleasant  forebodings  that  Chesters 
would  yet  work  him  some  mischief,  in  the  spirit  of  his  feud 
with  Cyril  Wedderbum,  and  the  fear  of  this  grew  strong  within 
him,  together  with  a  loathing  of  the  man ;  for  his  commission 
and  his  honour  were  the  young  man's  sole  inheritance  now,  and 
he  knew  that  despite  the  sword  and  epaulettes  which  gave 
Chesters  the  rank  of  field-officer  in  the  Turkish  Contingent,  he 
was  a  reckless  desperado ;  so  this  dread  conflicted  with  the 
solemn  thoughts  that  occurred  to  him,  as  they  do  to  most  think- 
ing men,  while  at  sea  in  the  silent  night,  when  the  clear  stars 
are  reflected  in  the  passing  waves,  and  strange  phosphorescent 
lights  seem  to  glide  mysteriously  under  the  bosom  of  the  vast 
and  shadowy  deep. 

And  soft  and  tender  memories  came  of  his  Gwendolesme — 
memories  blended  with  "  the  perfect  love  that  casteth  out  fear." 
She  loved  him  well,  he  knew,  though  their  mutual  aunt  knew 
it  not,  for  both  were  aware  of  her  vdsh  ;  and  Horace  blushed  to 
himseK  as  he  thought  of  a  sentence  in  a  novel  wluch  Ladv 
Wedderbum  had  once  read  to  him  rather  pointedly,  and  whicn 
was  to  the  effect,  "  that  disproportion  of  fortune  was  an  insur- 
mountable barrier  to  married  happiness  ;  that  the  sense  of 
perfect  equality  in  condition  was  the  first  requisite  of  that  self- 
esteem  which  must  be  the  basis  of  an  affection  untrammelled 
from  all  unworthy  considerations." 

If  he  fell  in  the  coming  strife  how  long  would  Gwenny  sorrow 
for  him  %  Long,  he  was  assured  :  but  sorrow  cannot  endure  for 
^ver.  Time  consoled  all,  and  soothed  all,  even  as  it  avenged 
all  things  \  and  others  would  come  who  would  teach  her  to 
forget  him,  and  perhaps — ^to  love  them.  Aye,  there  was  the  rub, 
the  gall  and  the  bitterness  ;  and  his  whole  soul  revolted  at  the 
idea  that  when  he  was  lying  forgotten  in  his  foreign  grave, 
amid  the  festering  heap  in  some  battle-trench,  another  might 
gather  in  his  arms  that  Gwenny  whose  beauty  was  so  sweet  and 
tender,  and  whose  heart  as  yet,  was  wholly  lus  own  ! 

Yet  he  would  not  have  her  to  pine  as  one  who  had  no  hope 
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on  earth.  That  would  indeed  be  too  selfish  ;  so  with  a  sigh,  he 
strove  to  thrust  these  thoughts  away. 

While  thinking  thus,  eignt-beJls  struck,  and  Hunton,  of  the 
34th,  whose  duty  it  was  to  relieve  him  and  take  the  middle- 
watch,  which  extends  from  midnight  to  eight  in  the  morning, 
came  promptly  on  deck  to  his  post,  while  the  old  watch  went 
below,  and  a  hundred  fresh  soldiers  in  their  great-coats  and 
forage  caps  came  thronging  up  the  hatchway. 

"  You'll  scarcely  find  the  cabin  so  pleasant  as  the  poop,''  said 
Huntou  significantly,  "  for  Chesters  and  Co.  are  at  it  again." 

"  I  mean  only  to  have  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a  devilled  biscuit 
from  the  messman,  and  then  turn  in,"  replied  Ramornie,  to 
whom  the  long  and  handsome  saloon  presented  a  very  exciting 
scene  as  he  entered  it. 

By  the  rules  of  Her  Majesty's  Service  all  lights  in  the  fore 
part  of  a  troop-ship  are  extinguished  at  eight  o'clock  p.m.,  save 
such  as  there  are  sentinels  posted  over  ;  even  the  lights  of  the 
officers  aft  are  put  out  by  ten.  The  captain  of  this  transport, 
an  old  master  of  the  Royal  Navy,  had  retired  to  his  own  cabin, 
leaving  particular  orders  that  "the  lights  were  to  be  doused 
before  tne  first  hour  of  the  middle  watch  was  past ;"  but  by 
permission  of  Major  Chesters,  "  the  officer  commanding,"  they 
wore  kept  burning  as  long  as  there  was  a  card  to  be  turned,  or 
a  dice-box  rattled. 

Overcome  by  wine  and  excitement,  some  of  the  juniors  had 
dozed  off  to  sleep  on  the  sofas  and  cushioned  lockers.  Two  were 
singing,  and  others  were  arguing  noisily  as  to  the  place  where 
the  troops  would  probably  make  their  landing  against  the  Rus- 
sians— if  they  ever  landed  at  all.  Some  were  offering  and  book- 
ing ridiculous  bets,  for  the  evil  example  of  Chesters  was  painfully 
prominent  now.  The  wine  decanters  had  passed  freely  and 
frequently  round,  and  as  a  result,  the  clamour  of  voices  rose  at 
times  to  a  most  unseemly  and  discordant  din  ;  but  fortunately, 
laughter  and  fun  were  predominant,  for  most  of  those  present 
were  heedless  subalterns,  lads  fresh  from  Eton,  Sandhurst,  or 
Harrow. 

Chesters  was  seated  at  a  table  playing  vingt-un  with  young 
Elton,  whom  he  had  lured  or  taunted  into  gambling  with 
him,  and  whose  face,  alternately  flushed  or  pale  as  he  won — 
which  was  seldom — or  lost,  which  was  frequently,  presented 
a  strange  contrast  to  that  01  his  bloated  adversary,  or  to  th* 
placid  aspect  of  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  who,  while  catching  th^ 
turns  of  the  game  with  an  eye  expressive  of  disdain,  lean: 
quietly  against  the  foot  of  the  mizen  mast,  with  a  half- lit  cigai 
between  nis  fingers,  and  muttered  to  Horace  as  he  passed  some^ 
thing  about  "  le  r/giment  de  la  Calotte  "  {i.e.,  madmen). 

Horace  had  been  at  sea  in  troop-ships  ere  now.    In  one  he 
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had  gone  round  the  Cape  to  India ;  but  never  before  had  He 
beheld  a  scene  like  this  at  such  an  hour  in  any  vessel  in  her 
Majesty's  Service ;  it  was  so  entirely  subversive  of  disdpline 
and  good  feeling. 

*^  Here  comes  Eamomie  horn.  Uie  deck,  looking  as  usual,  cool 
as  a  cucumber,  rather  reprehenaively  perhaps,  too,"  said 
Chesters,  mockingly  ;  "will  you  join  us,  and  have  a  little  mild 
plav,  '  to  improve  the  shining  hour  V  '* 

"I  would  rather  be  excused,  Miyor.  I  nevOT gamble,"  rq[>lied 
Horace. 

"  Ah,  you  have  no  small  vices.    You,  then,  Ponsonby  T 

"Play  with  you?'*  replied  Ponsonby,  who  had  imbibedsufficient 
wine  to  make  him  exceedingly  rash,  "  not  if  I  know  it  I'* 

"  Why  so  r  asked  Chesters  with  knitted  brows; 

"  Can't  afford  it ;  that  is  why,"  replied  the  Welsh  Fusileer, 
coolly. 

"  You  have  grown  cautious  V' 

"  No.  But  you  are  always  so  deuced  lucky  with  the  honours, 
and  when  the  ship  roUs,  do  exactly  what  you  please  with  the 
kings  and  aces." 

"  A  home-thrust,  egad  ?*  said  Elton  bitterly,  f<w:  he  had  been 
losinff  fast. 

"  111  have  a  turn  with  you.  Major,"  said  a  little  tipsy  ensiffli, 
stepping  up  from  a  sofa. 

"  I  don't  bet  with  boys  under  age.*' 

"  But  you  play  with  them,  and  to  some  purpose,"  retorted 
the  lad  angrily. 

Chesters  darted  a  furious  glance  at  the  speaker  (who  re- 
turned it  by  an  unabashed  stare),  and  then  ne  proceeded  to 
sort  and  shuffle  the  pack  of  cards  anew,  prior  to  determining 
the  deal 

'*  Mon  ami,''  whispered  Louis  De  la  Fosse  to  Elton  at  this 
juncture ;  "  beware  of  him  whom  you  play  with.  I  know  him 
of  old  :  he  is  one  of  the  luckiest  fdlows  in  the  world." 

"Howf 

"  He  is  ever  a  winner,  always  cool,  always  quiet  and  observant, 
and  seems  to  possess  the  eyes  of  Argus  insteiad  of  two." 

"What  is  all  that  whispering  about T  asked  Chesters,  with 
suspicion. 

"You,  Monsieur^"  replied  the  Colonel,  so  quietly  that  the 
blotches  on  the  Major's  face  deepened  in  colour. 

"  A  knave !  the  deal  is  mine,"  said  he.  "  My  transactions 
with  yoUf  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  if  it  is  these  you  refer  to,  were  a 
trifle  compared  to  my  single  affair  with  Prince  GaUtzin.  the 
Bussian  Attach^  at  Paris." 

"  They  were  serious  enough  for  me,  any  way,  Monsieur." 

*^  I  won  ei^t  thousand  pounds  odd,  at  a  sitting ;  we  played 
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vingt-un,  this  very  game.  But  then  he  owned  more  roubles 
and  Russian  peasants  than  he  could  well  reckon." 

Elton  was  still  losing  fast,  and  the  exasperation  of  his  temper, 
the  pallor  of  his  face,  his  straining  eyes  and  general  disorder  of 
aspect,  became  painfully  apparent,  while  the  bead  drops  of 
perspiration  glittered  on  his  temples. 

"  You  had  better  abandon  vingt-un,"  said  Horace.  "  The 
run  of  luck  is  against  you,  my  dear  fellow ;  or  won't  you  turn 
in,  the  hour  is  waxing  late." 

^ "  Early,  rather,"  replied  Elton  to  this  advice,  which  was  rashly 
given,  so  far  as  the  giver  was  concerned,  for  Chesters  immedi- 
ately said  in  a  threatening  tone — 

**  What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  sir,  by  interfering  vrith  us  ? 
By  what  right  do  you  permit  yourself  to  do  so  V 

"  The  right  accorded  by  friendship  and  kindness." 

"  Attend  to  your  own  affairs,  sir.     YouVe  not  had  much  ex- 

Serience  of  life,  my  young  friend ;  but  like  mild,  trashy  Cape 
[adeira,  you'll  improve  by  a  sea  voyage,  I  hope." 

Horace  kept  his  temper  by  an  effort,  or  felt  himself  compelled 
to  do  so,  and  turned  away  towards  the  rudder-case,  recalling 
the  fears  he  had  fancied,  and  the  wise  resolutions  he  had  formed 
on  deck  to  avoid  this  dangerous  man  •  but  a  loud  laugh  elicited 
by  some  remark  of  the  latter,  from  tne  tipsy  ensign — a  remark 
in  which  he  heard  his  own  name  mentioned,  drew  him  again  to 
tiie  table  near  the  mizen  mast. 

"  And  you  came  home  with  her  over  land  ]"  he  heard  Ches- 
ters say. 

"  Yes,  by  Jove  I  did,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  She  is  a  girl  with  a  thundering  lot  of  money  in  Indian  stock, 
bonds,  a  palace  in  the  Choultry,  and  the  deuce  knows  all  what 
more.    I  suppose  Kamomie  can  tell  us  all  about  it." 

"  Of  whom  are  you  talking,  sir  ?"  asked  Horace. 

"  Wedderbum's  cousin—  the  Madras  girl." 

"  That  subject  again,  Major  Chesters]"  said  Horace,  absolutely 
trembling  with  passion,  for  there  was  a  deliberate  and  languid 
insole Qce  in  the  other's  tone  that  maddened  him. 

**  You  should  not  find  it  an  unpleasant  one,"  said  Chesters, 
i^tOl  mockingly,  "  A  girl  worth  her  weight  in  gold ;  in  fact,  her 
weight  in  mohurs  and  rupees  " 

"A  la  belle  millionaire  T'  paid  De  la  Fosse,  smiling,  as  if  to 
preserve  good  humour.  **  If  beauty  be  the  test,  parbleu !  every 
girl  I  saw  in  England  is  wort  k  her  weight  in  guineas." 

''  They  say  she  is  to  many  Wedderburn  of  the  Royal  Fusi- 
leers/'  continued  Chestci-^,  r(2solutelybent  on  insulting Ramornie. 
" Ha,  ha !  but  many  a  fellow  will  be  run  to  earth  ere  we  return 
again,  ^d  why  not  Wedderbam  among  the  rest  ?  He  may  go  to 
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Old  Scratch  with  the  dovm  train,  for^  hotter  place  than  Varna, 
and  have  no  return  ticket" 

**  Sir,  I  appeal  to  all  those  present,  if  this  is  not  a  most  brutal 
jest?"  exclaimed  Horace,  now  as  white  with  passion  as  Elton 
was  with  his  losses. 

"  This  to  me,  sir  T  exclaimed  Chesters,  starting  np.  "  I  am 
a  gentleman " 

"'  By  the  courtesy  of  the  turf." 

"  I  am  a  Major  of  the  Turkish  Contingent !" 

"  Much  that  is  to  boast  of,"  replied  Horace,  whose  voice  was 
tremulous  with  rage  and  scorn. 

"  Look  you,  young  fellow,"  said  Chesters,  in  a  bullying  tone, 
"  hitherto,  so  far  as  you  have  been  concerned,  I  have  been  hold- 
ing my  stride ^" 

"  Sir,  /  am  a  gentleman  ;  neither  a  jockey,  nor  a  groom,  con- 
sequently your  phraseology " 

"  Is  obscure,  you  would  say?" 

"Yes." 

"  Then,  by  Jove,  1*11  make  it  plain  enough  to  you.  I  am  your 
superior  officer,  and  as  such  I  order  you  under  arrest ;  aye,  close 
arrest  in  your  cabin.  Mr.  Elton,  as  acting  adjutant,  receive 
Mr.  Ramornie's  sword.  At  Malta  or  Varna  he  shall  figure 
before  a  general  court  martial." 

Bamornie,  little  foreseeing  the  use  to  which  it  would  soon  be 
put,  handed  his  sword  and  belt  without  a  word  to  Elton,  and 
bestowing  on  Chesters  a  glance  of  supreme  disdain,  retired  to  his 
cabin,  but  in  such  a  mood  of  mind  as  the  reader  may  conceive. 

This  imtoward  affair  caused  a  chill,  a  gloom  to  fall  on  all 
present,  and  they  formed  little  groups  to  whisper  over  the  pro- 
bable result  of  it. 

"  And  now  to  finish  our  game,  Elton,"  said  Chesters,  coolly 
reseating  himself.  *'  We  have  but  a  few  minutes  only,  ere  the 
lights  must  positively  be  put  out    Wherb  were  we  ?" 

"  I  scarcely  remember,"  sighed  Elton,  who  had  already  lost 
stake  after  stake,  and  given  I  O  U's  to  a  considerable  amount, 
for  to  him,  as  a  younger  son,  the  losses  he  had  sustained  were 
ruinous,  and  he  despaired  of  retrieving  his  fortune. 

Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  who  had  beheld  the  scene  between  Ches- 
ters and  Ramornie  with  silent  indignation,  now  proceeded 
closehr  to  watch  the  conclusion  of  the  game  between  the  former 
and  Elton  ;  and  while  humming  a  French  air,  he  had  taken  up 
Ramomie's  sword,  drawn  it  from  the  scabbard,  and  with  appa- 
rent curiosity  was  examining  the  edge,  and  more  particularly 
the  point  of  it. 

As  dealer,  Chesters  tiu:ned  up  a  vingt-un  with  wonderful 
celerity  and  success  on  every  occasion.  And  at  last  poor  Elton, 
pale  as  death,  with  bloodshot  eyes,  trembling  hands,  and  clammy 
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bro"wvplaced  his  last  stake,  a  very  heavy  one,  upon  his  last  chance ! 
But  Cnesters  might  still  have  a  fatal  twenty-one^  and  thus  rook 
him  completely ! 

The  hand,  on  a  finger  of  which  the  latter  still  wore  the  large 
onyx  ring  he  had  the  bad  taste  to  win  in  former  days  from  De 
la  Fosse,  was  spread  out  on  the  table  somwhat  ostentatiously ; 
and  on  this  hand,  or  on  the  ring,  the  keen  dark  eyes  of  the 
Frenchman  were  fixed  as  if  by  some  strange  fascination.  On 
the  stone  was  engraved  a  gauntlet  on  a  sword's  point  All 
who  were  sober  stood  hushed  in  silence  round  them,  their 
eyes  fixed  alternately  on  Elton's  excited  face  and  tie  fatal  cards 
which  roused  such  evil  passions,  when  suddenly  an  exclamation 
escaped  the  watchful  Frenchman.  ^ 

"  Imposteur  !  Man  Dieu — un  'imposteur — ah,  pitiful  carcL- 
hinade  P'  and  he  dashed  the  sharp  point  of  Ramornie's  sword 
between  the  second  and  third  fingers  of  Chesters'  outspread 
hand,  which  he  instantly  and  instinctively  withdrew ;  and  then 
was  seen  by  aU  an  ace,  which  he  had  concealed  beneath  it,  for 
purposes  of  his  own— the  ace  being  always  reckoned  as  one  or 
eleven  according  to  the  exigencies  of  the  holder's  play — pinned 
to  the  table  by  the  steel  weapon  ! 


CHAPTER   XLVIL 

UNDER  ARREST. 

Meanwhile  Horace  Ramornie  was  in  his  little  cabin  (nearly 
one  half  of  which  was  filled  by  a  24-pounder),  ignorant  of  the 
strange  event  that  had  transpured  in  the  saloon ;  and  anticipat- 
ing only  the  evils,  the  aflfront,  and  shame  of  a  court-martiaL 
before  which  he  knew  not  in  what  artful  fashion  the  charge  or 
Chesters  might  be  framed  against  him  ;  and  in  which,  perhaps, 

Sdtefully,  and  for  the  mere  purpose  of  annoyance,  the  name  of 
wendoleyne  Wedderburn  might  appear  as  the  cause  of  quarrel, 
and  this  itself  might  ruin  him  with  her  for  ever. 

Knowing  but  too  well  that  for  the  maintenance  of  discipline, 
the  authonties  at  the  Horse  Guards  generally  supported — even 
to  injustice,  seniors  against  juniors— he  passed  the  hours  that 
remained  of  the  morning  in  a  most  unhappy  mood,  fearing  that 
ruin  stared  him  in  the  face,  and  resolvmg — for  he  was  full  of 
desperate  and  bitter  thoughts— that  if  he  were  cashiered,  he 
would  join  some  regiment  as  a  volunteer,  if  permitted,  and  still 
serve,  to  perish,  if  he  won  not  honour,  in  the  war ! 

What  would  Sir  Edward  Elton  and  the  regiment — those 
Royal  Fusileers,  of  whom  he  was  so  proud  to  be  one,  nnd 
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among  wliom  he  was  so  well  thought  of— say,  when  they  heard 
of  his  being  placed  under  arrest,  close  arrest  too,  a  double 
degradation,  when  on  his  way  out  to  the  seat  of  war,  for  an 
unmeaning  gambling  row  (such  it  might  be  called)  \Tith  his 
senior  officer  % 

Gwenny  and  the  Wedderbums  too !  His  heart  grew  sick 
when  he  thought  of  her  and  of  them ;  the  disappointment  his 
good  uncle  must  feel ;  the  indignation  of  Lady  Wedderbum 
and  Cyril  •  and  the  cold,  legal,  and  reprehensive  comments  of 
Robert,  oo  liis  ideas  became  a  mere  tumult,  a  chaos  of  rage  ; 
for  the  catastrophe  his  fears  foreshadowed  had  come  to  pass 
sooner  than  ho  expected.  , 

Separated  from  Ramomie  only  by  a  bulkhead  or  two,  Ches- 
ters  was  in  his  more  spacious  cabin,  in  a  frame  of  mind  that 
was  still  more  unenviable  ;  for  he  had  yet  the  hollow  and  con- 
ventional feeling  of  honour,  or  knew  the  necessity  of  affecting 
to  have  it,  for  outward  purposes.  As  to  what  people  at  home 
might  say  he  cared  little,  for  there  he  was  forgotten  by  all,  save 
his  creditors ;  but  here,  in  the  Allied  Army,  he  would  have  to 
face  exposure,  disgTace,  and,  too  probably,  a  court-martial,  if 
not  summary  dismissal  from  the  Turkish  Contingent ;  for  even 
the  singularly  recruited  ranks  of  the  Bashi  Bazooks  might 
decline  to  receive  him. 

Deep  were  the  blasphemies  against  Fate,  and  bitter  the  curses 
against  Louis  De  la  Fosse  that  fell  from  his  lips  !  He  drank 
brandy  and  seltzer  water  as  if  he  had  a  consuming  fire  within 
him ;  his  features,  all  save  the  grog-blotches,  were  pale  and 
livid  ;  his  hands  trembled  and  moved  by  convulsive  twitches 
—all  the  more  so  when  a  message  came  from  the  Frenchman, 
through  young  Elton. 

"  Tell  him,  llonsieur  le  Lieutenant,"  said  the  former  to  the 
latter,  cuttingly,  "  that  I  can  neither  be  bullied  nor  jockeyed 
like  some  of  his  boy  ensigns ;  and  that  I  will  fight  with  sword 
or  pistol,  or  both,  on  the  first  land  we  sight,  even  were  it  no 
larger  than  this  table." 

"Something  must  be  done,*'  replied  the  rather  bewildered 
Elton ;  "  but  I  fear  arrest  also,  if  I  become  the  bearer  of  a 
challenge.    Duelling  is  fairly  put  down  in  our  service." 

"  But  not  in  ours.  People  cant  and  talk  of  steam  and  tele- 
graphy, of  progress  and  civilization,  but  the  science  of  human 
destruction  keeps  pace  with  them,  for  human  nature  never 
changes.  We  shall  never  be  without  crime  and  passion.  And 
tell  this  man— if  he  is  not  what  I  should  blush  to  call  any  man 
who  wears  an  epaulette'? — I 'shall  fight  him,  if  he  will  come,  a 
duel  a  mort,  though  I  fear  that  my  old  comrade,  St.  Amaud, 
would  resent  such  9»  fracas.  And  yet  he  does  not  always  keep 
his  own  temper  imder  control.    Mon  Dieu  !  I  was  close  by  his 

Digitized  by  V_tV.;v_JV  I'C 


UNBEIL  ABBEST.  263 

side  on  that  terrible  morning  in  the  Tuileries,  when  General 
Cormenense  accused  him  ot  extracting  a  valuable  document 
from,  the  portfolio  of  Napoleon;  and  Before  one  of  us  could 
qpeak,  the  sword  of  St  Arnaud  was  plunged  to  the  hilt  in  his 
heart?' 

Chesters  strove  again  and  again  to  write  an  insulting  accept- 
ance of  the  challenge  from  the  Frenchman,  but  his  £ngcrs 
failed  to  guide  the  pen.  And  when  he  remembered  that,  too 
inrobably,  not  an  officer  on  board  the  troopship  would  become 
nis  messenger  or  second,  he  dashed  his  desk  against  the  cannon 
in  his  cabin,  with  blind  and  impotent  wratL 

A  jockey,  a  gambler,  a  roue,  he  had  never  before  been  so 
openly  and  publicly  stripped  of  the  character  of  *'  gentleman  :" 
and  now  he  Knew  and  felt  himself  to  be  exposed,  lost,  disgraced, 
perhaps  beyond  redemption,  and  all  through  the  means  of  that 
quiet,  stern,  and  observant  Frenchman,  whom  he  resolved  that 
ne  would  yet  shoot  like  a  dog,  if  he  had  the  opportunity.  How 
he  loathed  and  literally  cursed  him  1  Well,  if  he  escaped 
dismissal,  which  he  could  scarcely  hope,  he  should  in  future 
scrapulously  avoid  his  own  countrymen,  and  fraternize  with 
the  Orientis — perhaps  turn  Turk  altogether,  like  the  Croat, 
Omar  Pasha ;  for  this  gambling  scrape  would  not,  he  conceived, 
injure  him  much  in  the  estimation  of  Osmanli  officers,  whom 
lie  knew  to  be  but  an  indifferent  set  of  fellows,  often  originally 
the  (izancoglans,  or  men  who  do  the  meaner  offices  of  the  Se- 
raglio, or  attendants  of  the  pashas^  such  as  tiruaktzys  (nail 
cutters),  carpet-spreaders,  ehiboukgis  or  pipe-bearers,  and  so 
forth.  But  Dein^  literally  covered  with  merited  shame,  he 
became  seriously  ill,  and  his  uninterrupted  libations  of  brandy 
increased  his  ailment,  so  that  a  few  hours  saw  him  in  a  raging 
fever  and  placed  on  the  sick-lkt 

The  next  officer  in  command,  a  Captain  of  the  Rifle  Brigade, 
ijBpioring  alike  his  past  authority  and  the  whole  affair,  released 
Horace  from  arrest,  and  restored  to  him  his  sword.  The  inci- 
dent, however  ugly,  had  a  salutary  influence  among  the  young- 
slers.  Dread  of  a  court  of  inquiry  still  existed ;  so  the  gambling 
in  the  cabin  ceased,  and  a  vast  number  of  bets  were  cancelled, 
and  I  O  U's  that  had  been  interchanged  were,  by  mutual  con- 
sent^ destroyed;  torn  to  pieces,  and  sent  whirling  over  to  leeward. 
To  do  hiin  justice,  amid  all  the  contempt  he  had  for  his 
diaracter,  the  soldierly  Louis  De  la  Fosse  felt  some  pity  on 
learning  that  Chesters  w&s  so  crushed  in  spirit. 

**  My  own  life  has  not  been  always  couleur  de  rose,'*  said  he 
to  Ramomie,  as  they  promenaded  on  deck  one  evening,  while 
the  little  green  coloured  isle  of  Pantellaria,  with  11  Bosco,  its 
volcanic  cone,  were  faintly  visible  on  their  weather  beam  ;  "  it 
lias  been  cloudy  enough  at  times— such  as  that  when  this  same 
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Chesters  reduced  me  to  the  verge  of  starvation  and  despair ; 
and  when  for  months  I  was  a  prisoner  among  the  Arabs  in  the 
mountains  of  Auress,  which  look  down  on  the  sandy  waste  of 
Sahara,  and  when  every  morning  I  had  the  pleasant  an* 
ticipation  of  dislocation  of  the  neck,  by  havmg  my  head 
twisted  one  way  and  my  body  another,  like  a  pigeon  in  a  poul- 
terer's shop,  mafoi!  un  bon  coup  d'/pee  I  have  struck  many 
a  time,  but  for  you  young  fellows,  the  best  I  ever  struck  was 
that  with  your  sword  blade  through  yonder  trickster's  hidden 
cardr 

Save  through  the  surgeon  on  board,  nothing  was  known  of 
Chesters,  who  only  began  to  recover  his  senses  one  evening 
when  he  could  see  through  the  open  port-hole  near  his  bed  the 
waves  careering  past  before  the  pleasant  breeze  that  fanned  his 
throbbing  brow,  and  land  visible  a  few  miles  off ;  but  he  gazed 
at  it  dreamily,  for  what  shore  it  proved  he  knew  little,  and 
cared  less. 

The  ocean  was  all  of  a  very  light  blue ;  but  the  bases  of  the 
mountains  were  of  a  dark  indigo  tint,  while  their  peaks  were 
tipped  with  crimson  and  purple,  as  they  started  in  outline 
against  a  sky  of  gold  and  amber,  that  gradually  turned  to  fiery 
red  as  the  sun  went  down  behind  the  land.  Then  blending 
tints  of  opal  and  crimson  began  to  'steal  across  the  sea ;  while 
darkness  deepened  on  the  shore  of  Sicily,  for  such  it  was,  and 
the  cape — some  call  it  the  isle — ^which  terminated  near  Passaro. 
The  chargers  were  whinnying  on  board  as  they  gladly  snuffed 
the  land — ^the  Pachynum  Promontorium  of  ike  classic  ages; 
but  it  might  have  been  the  coast  of  Bulgaria  or  of  Baffin's  my 
for  all  that  Chesters  cared,  as  he  closed  his  blood-shot  eyes,  and 
dozed  wearily  off  in  slumber. 

When  next  morning  he  awoke  a  little  calmer,  and  looked 
forth  once  more,  he  knew  instantly  where  he  was.  Around  the 
open  port-hole  swarmed  a  flotilla  of  little  boats,  full  of  taway. 
black-haired  and  keen -eyed  men  and  lads,  almost  in  a  state  ot 
nudity,  looking  like  great  monkeys  as  they  clamoured  for 
money  to  be  thrown  over,  that  they  might  dive  for  it.  He 
recognised  the  streets  of  stairs  ascending  to  the  Strada  Keale  ; 
the  solid  batteries  rising  tier  above  tier,  and  bristling  with  a 
thousand  cannon  over  tne  freestone  rocks,  on  which  the  glit- 
tering sea  was  dashing ;  the  Cathedral  of  St.  John,  where  the 
keys  of  the  Holy  Cities  hang ;  the  Castle  of  St.  Elmo ;  the 
harbour  full  of  shipping,  chiefly  war  vessels  and  transports, 
crowded  with  troops,  the  boats  in  hundreds  shooting  to  and  fro, 
full  of  seamen  and  marines,  food  and  warlike  stores,  coal^ 
powder,  shot,  and  cannon.  He  heard  tie  occasional  drum  and 
bugle-call  in  the  garrison,  and  the  tolling  of  those  solemn  bells 
that  whilom  had  rung  for  mass  and  prayer  in  Bhodes ;  and  as 
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Chcsters  turned  wearily  in  his  bed,  he  knew  that  the  Blenheim 
swung  at  her  moorings  in  the  harbour  of  Valetta. 

A  great  French  line-of -battle  ship,  the  VUle  de  Paris,  crowded 
with  Zouaves,  lay  near  her.  They  were  swarming  about  her 
decks,  and  even  out  upon  her  booms,  laughing,  singing,  and 
chattering  like  marmosets,  in  their  short  blue  jackets  andbaggy 
red  breedaes,  and  ever  and  anon  their  long  brass  trumpets  rang 
shrilly  out  upon  the  ambient  air. 

For  all  these  he  had  no  eyes :  he  was  feverish,  and  though, 
in  a  moral  sense,  not  naturally  courageous,  at  that  moment  ne 
actually  longed  for  death.  He  could  remember  his  father,  a 
gallant  and  irreproachable  veteran  officer,  whose  ideas  of  honour 
were  based  on  the  old  military  school,  when  men  entered  the 
service,  not  as  a  lounge,  but  for  the  duration  of  their  lives,  and 
when  the  standard  maxims  were,  never  to  give,  but  never  to 
take  an  insult,  and  to  be  ever  prompt  with  your  pistol !  He 
could  recall  this  fine  old  officer,  scarred  with  many  an  honourable 
wound,  his  breast  decorated  with  the  medals  he  had  won  in 
Egypt,  at  Corunna,  and  Waterloo,  commanding  his  regiment  in 
yonder  citadel  of  Valetta  •  and  he  felt  that  if  the  dead  are 
conscious,  his  father  would  be  regarding  him  with  sorrow,  if 
not  with  shame ! 

And  shame  and  rage  Chesters  felt  keenly,  but  no  dread  of 
the  future  and  no  regret  for  a  misspent  past ;  no  thought  of 
reformation  for  the  time  to  come,  and  short  enough  that  might 
be.  He  was  devoid  of  all  religion,  yet,  strange  to  say,  not 
entirely  destitute  of  a  species  of  superstition  ;  and  in  times  of 
danger,  was  wont  to  recall  with  confidence  the  prediction  of  a 
Msy  woman  at  Yetholm,  who,  when  he  crossed  ner  hand  with 
sUver,  had  predicted,  "That  he  should  neither  be  drowned,  nor 
die  a  violent  death — yet  that  he  should  not  die  in  a  bed,  as  his 
father  had  done." 

So  he  began  to  gather  a  little  hope.  He  might  survive  the 
present  disgrace,  and  be  a  Bimbashi  or  Colonel  yet— ay,  a  Pasha 
with  two  tails,  or  a  Brigadier :  and  thus,  while  trembling  in  his 
heart  lest  the  late  affair  should  recall  fully  to  memory  the  half- 
forgotten  play-transaction,  in  which  his  name  was  once  involved 
before,  compelling  him  to  quit  the  Queen's  service,  he  schemed, 
in  fancy,  out  the  future. 

The  saloon  of  the  great  ship  was  empty,  voiceless,  and  he 
knew  that  every  officer  who  was  not  on  duty  would  be  on  shore, 
to  see  the  wonders  of  Msdta,  to  smoke  cigars  at  the  Auberge 
de  Provence,  have  tiffin  with  sliced  melons  and  Maltese  oranges 
at  Spark's  in  the  Strada  San  Paoli,  and  a  donkey  ride  as  far  as 
Monte  Benjemma,  or  the  wood  of  Boschetto,  where  the  knights 
of  St.  John  kept  their  game  of  old,  for  he  had  done  all  that 
himself  in  happier  and  more  innocent  days. 
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Susp^se  and  hope,  the  heaven  and  the  hell  of  the  systematic 
gambler,  he  had  enaured  and  triumphed  over ;  but  to  be  pointed 
at  by  the  finger  of  scorn,  for  what  he  had  been  discovered  to 
be— h^  who  nad  alternately  bullied  or  chaffed  and  rooked  the 
boy-subs  of  his  detachment — all  proved  too  much,  howeve^  for 
the  brain.  The  cognac  was  againjippealed  to  in  absence  of  the 
assistant-surgeon,  and  again  a  raging  fever  seized  him. 

He  became  oblivious  of  everything  and  everybody  now,  save 
his  dose  attendant.  Bill  Trayner,  whom  he  never  failed  to  re- 
cognise, and  to  anathematize  most  freely — a  circumstance  which 
excited  only  a  smile  from  that  well-trained  jockey,  who  was 
already  looKing  to  the  reversion  of  his  effectL  and  taking  the 
opportunity  of  dividing  the  contents  of  a  well-nlled  purse,  with 
great  fairness,  between  himself  and  his  master,  witn  whom  he 
was  left  in  ckirge,  for  when  the  Blenheim  got  up  her  steam  for 
the  Archipelago,  Chesters  was  in  the  Military  Hospital  at  Malta, 
where  we  shall  gladly  leave  him  to  recover  at  leisure  from  the 
results  of  his  own  folly  and  debauchery. 

It  was  generally  supposed  that  he  would  die,  or  resign  and 
slip  Quietly  home  ;  so,  as  if  by  common  consent,  the  officers  on 
board  the  troop-slip  resolved  to  commit  his  story  to  oblivion. 


CHAPTER    XLVIIL 

THE   BRIDGE   OF   SIGHS. 

One  more  brief  glance  at  home,  ere  we  find  ourselves  face  to 
face  with  the  di^usts  of  Varna,  and  the  hostile  columns  of 
Eussia. 

Many,  many  weeks  had  passed  away ;  and  during  these  Manr 
Lennox  knew  nothing  of  what  was  passing  in  the  outer  world. 
She  knew  that  busy  world  was  there,  beyond  her  prison— "the 
huge  lock  which  shut  her  out  from  it,*'  for  during  the  mono- 
tonous hours  of  the  day,  and  the  drearier  watches  of  the  night 
between  her  intervals  of  sleep,  she  heard  the  hum  of  tiie  vast 
multitudes  around  her— a  hum  that,  though  less  at  midnight 
than  at  noon,  seemed  never  to  become,  even  for  an  instant,  stilL 

She  was  weary — weary  indeed  of  life  ;  but  f dt  too  strong  to 
hope  that  death  was  near  her.  In  the  morning  she  longed  for 
night ;  and  when  night  came  she  thanked  God  that  another  day 
of  her  dull  pilgrimage  had  passed  into  eternity ;  and  then  she 
prayed  for  the  oblivion  of  that  sleep  "  which  covereth  a  man 
all  over  like  a  mantle  ;"  but  sleep  was  not  always  forgetfulness, 
for  sad  dreams  of  the  past  and  vague  terrors  for  the  future 
haunted  her,  till,  one  memorable  evening,  the  chaplain  and  an 
official  of  the  prison  appeared  with  the  startling  tidings  that 
she  "was/rce/" 
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•*  Free,  sir !  HowT  she  asked,  doubtfully. 

^  £v  the  death  in  phson  of  the  man  against  whom  you  were 
bound  to  appear.  It  is  fortunate  for  you,"  added  the  chaplain, 
•*  as  he  confessed  your  perfect  innocence.'' 

"  Poor  wretch !  I  hope  he  made  his  peace  with  Heaven  1" 

**  Can't  say  as  he  did,  Miss*  You  see  he  died  in  a  hurry," 
replied  the  warder. 

And  so  it  proved  to  be  the  case,  that  the  miserable  desperado, 
Ben  Ginger,  otherwise  known  to  the  public  as  *'  the  Captain, 
was  soon  after  found  dead  in  his  cell ;  whether  of  atrophy  of 
the  heart  or  by  some  secret  agency  of  his  own,  the  learned 
curoner  and  the  intelligent  jury,  who  viewed  or  sat  over  Ms 
remains,  failed  to  elicit ;  but  Mary  was  free. 

"  You  may  leave  this,  Miss  Lennox,  as  soon  as  you  choose," 
said  the  chaplain,  with  a  smile  of  encouragement ;  "for  you  the 
gates  of  the  prison  are  open  at  last,  and  the  days  of  your  bondage 
are  over,  I  am  happy  to  say.'' 

Intolerable  as  the  prison  had  been  to  her,  she  was  not  without 
fear  of  issuing  forth  once  more  into  the  vast  human  wilderness 
around  it ;  yet  she  knew  that  the  essay  must  be  made,  come 
what  might  of  it,  and  like  one  in  a  dream,  she  put  on  her  hat 
and  shawL  H^  garments  were  sorely  worn  now,  and  from  black 
had  turned  to  a  kind  of  rusty-brown  tint.  Her  purse  was 
restored  to  her,  and  walking  mechanicallv.  she  found  herself  at 
the  strong  iron-barred  gates.  The  chaplain  still  accompanied 
her ;  but  with  that  mistaken  acuteness  peculiar  to  some  people, 
both  he  and  the  matron  had  their  doubts  about  Mary ;  and  the 
diamond  ring  on  her  "  engaged  finger  "  completed  the  measure 
of  these. 

"  Where  are  you  going  to-night  f  he  asked,  drily. 

"  As  God  may  direct  ma  Would  that  it  were  to  my  father's 
grave  at  home,"  said  she,  as  with  trembling  hands  she  tied 
Eer  worn  veil  under  her  chin. 

Those  little  hands  were  gloveless  now,  so  their  extreme  white- 
ness and  delicacy  cauffht  the  observant  chaplain's  eye. 

"  Home ;  it  is  ever  home  you  pine  for,"  said  he,  kindly,  but 
reprovingly ;  "why  are  you  for  ever  looking  back  1' 

**  Because,  sir,  I  dare  not  look  forward"  replied  Mary,  with  a 
morose  gloom  of  manner  all  unusual  to  her. 

"Are  you  then  as  one  who  has  no  hopel"  he  asked,  with 
folded  hands. 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  one  who  has  no  hope  here,  at  least,"  and  her  smooth 
white  eyelios  and  long  dark  bushes  drooped  as  she  spoke. 

A  trite  text  or  two  suited  to  the  occasion — a  word  of  conven- 
tional advice  were  given,  the  wicket  danced  behind  her,  and 
they  had  parted  ;  he  to  repair  to  his  snug  little  room,  with  its 
coxnforts  and  well-filled  bookshelves,  and  Mary  to  wander 
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through  the  streets,  aimlessly,  and  in  a  tumult  of  terrible 
thoughts.  It  was  the  month  of  September  now,  and  darkness 
soon  set  in  amid  the  dense  and  smoky  thoroughfares  of  London. 

The  girl  was  in  utter  desperation  and  bewilderment,  and 
walked  on  through  the  ceaseless  throng  and  past  the  brilliantly- 
lighted  shops,  with  the  old  stunned  sensation  that  the  whirl  of 
omnibuses  and  other  vehicles  will  always  impart  to  those  who 
are,  as  she  was,  country  bred  ;  it  came  over  ner,  all  the  more, 
perhaps,  because  latterly  she  had  been  secluded  so  long  in  utter 
solitude.  Within  her  heart  there  was  a  sense  of  desolation  that 
was  fast  becoming  unendurable  ! 

She  hpd  vague  ideas  of  once  more  seeking  the  abode  and 
advice  01  kind  little  Mrs.  Long  Primer,  as  the  only  being  she 
knew  in  London ;  and  with  this  view  inquired  her  way  towards 
the  Strand ;  but  was  fast  becoming  weary,  footsore,  and  in  her 
agitation,  oppressed  with  an  intense  thirst,  which  she  knew  not 
where  to  allay. 

Alone,  she  feared  to  trust  herself  by  night  in  a  cab,  and  whither, 
or  in  wnat  direction,  those  strings  of  gay,  swift,  and  crowded 
omnibuses  went  she  knew  not.  The  Bank,  Pimlico,  Piccadilly  or 
Paddington,  Comhill  or  Islington,  conveyed  no  meaning  to  her; 
and  so  she  wandered  on,  enduring  a  horrible  sensation  of  com- 
bined loneliness,  emptiness,  and  gloom,  finding  herself  at  times 
in  densely  crowded  thoroughfares,  and  at  others  in  stately 
streets  and  sauares,  where  the  lights  and  music  that  came 
through  the  tall  and  draperied  windows,  the  glimpses  of  rich 
dresses,  of  liveries  in  marble  and  pillared  vestibules  ;  and  where 
the  carriages  that  rolled  up  to  the  doors  with  flashing  lamps 
and  glittering  harness,  bespoke  wealth  and  luxury,  gaiety  and 
splendour. 

Lady  Wetherall  might  be  in  town  now  ;  but  dared  she  present 
herself  at  that  great  mansion  in  Piccadilly  in  such  faded  attire, 
and  without  her  letter  too  1  The  thing  was  not  to  be  thought  oi  J 

And  it  had  come  to  this  at  last ! 

"  Homeless,  near  a  thousand  homes  she  stood." 

Mary  Lennox,  so  delicate  and  tender— so  loving  and  true — so 
formed  and  calculated  for  home  and  home  ajffections  I  What 
a  fate  to  be  houseless  and  shivering  in  the  busy  streets  of 
London,  where  the  vast  human  tide  went  surging  by,  ceaselessly 
—ceaselessly,  as  it  has  done  for  centuries  past,  and  shall  do  for 
centuries  yet  to  come ;  its  very  magmtude  appalling  her ; 
though  she  knew  that  under  happier  auspices,  and  with  some 
protection,  she  would  get  used  to  it  in  tmie ;  but  at  present 
she  felt  only  a  desperate  longing  for  rest,  for  the  face  of  a 
friend — a  vearning  for  the  safe  soUtude  of  that  home  she  never 
more  should  see ;  and  she  recalled  now  with  vivid  distinctness 
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all  the  terrible  things  said  to  her  by  Chesters,  so  cruelly  and  so 
artfully^  of  what  her  fate  in  life,  and  even  after  death,  might  be, 
if  she  died  there  friendless  and  unknown. 

It  was  night  in  London  now,  but  the  pulses  of  the  mighty 
city  were  throbbing  still.  In  some  streete  the  roll  of  carriages 
and  the  echo  of  hurrying  feet  had  passed  away ;  but  in  the 
main  arteries  of  the  modem  Babylon  the  full  flood  of  life 
was  flowing  strongly  as  ever.  Night  or  day  seemed  to  make 
little  difference  in  them. 

^  Thus  as  Mary  wandered  aimlessly  on,  the  strange  combina- 
tions of  extreme  light  and  dense  darkness,  with  tne  peculiar 
aspect  that  buildings  and  certain  objects  assume  by  mght,  all 
served  to  bewilder  her  more,  and  she  remembered  with  growing 
terror  the  episodes  of  the  last  and  only  night  she  had  ever  been 
thus  adrift  m  the  streets  at  such  an  hour  before. 

To  add  to  her  extreme  misery,  rain  began  to  fall,  and  came 
down  with  a  heavy,  steady,  and  apparently  ceaseless  deter- 
mination. She  was  without  cloak  or  umbrella,  and  was  often 
compelled  to  take  shelter  in  doorways  and  chilly  passages,  from 
which  she  was  driven  by  men  accosting  her  in  terms  of  mock 
^llantry,  or  by  policemen  flashing  their  lanterns  suspiciously 
into  her  eyes  ;  for  she  had  a  most  rustic  fear  of  those  to  whom 
she  ought  to  have  appealed  for  advice  and  protection.  But  all 
the  little  courage  she  ever  possessed  was  gone  now,  and  the 
poor  girl,  bred  and  reared  as  she  had  been,  was  as  a  child 
lost  or  astray  in  the  streets  of  London. 

The  rain  was  still  falling  fast,  and  gusts  of  wind  began  to 
sweep  the  drenched  thorou^fares  and  to  ripple  up  the  puddles 
and  gorged  cutters  that  reflected  the  gaslights.  The  atmosphere 
became  murKV  as  the  smoke  and  soot  of  the  countless  chimneys 
were  forced  downwards  by  its  density.  Mary's  clothing  was 
wet  and  sodden  now;  but  in  the  terror  and  disorder  of  her 
mind,  she  was  scarcely  sensible  of  discomfort,  for  a  man  of 
suspicious  aspect  had  been  pertinaciously  following  her,  and  to 
escape  him  she  ran  onward  till  suddenly  she  found  herself  in 
an  open  space  upon  a  great  bridge,  the  double  lamps  of  which 
were  reflected  in  the  wide  river  below. 

It  was  the  Thames,  with  all  its  bordering  streets  of  stores 
and  wharves,  and  its  gathered  fleets  moored  side  by  side,  packed 
and  densely,  and  yet  so  orderly. 

Thousancb  of  hghts  were  gleaming  across  the  murky  bosom 
of  the  river,  and  through  the  open  balustrade  Mary  looked  at 
its  current  wistfully^  thinking,  as  so  many  have  thought,  while 
lingering  on  that  bridge  of  sighs,  that  there  was  peace— there 
an  escape  from  all  misery  and  sorrow. 

She  looked  round  her  with  a  haggard  eye  ;  in  one  place  rose 
a  square  dark  mass  from  out  of  the  general  obscurity;  in 
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another  a  vast  dark  shadowy  dome,  that  seemed  to  shimmer 
amid  the  dusky  haze.  One  was  the  Tower,  the  other  St  Paul's  : 
and  once  more,  sighing  heavily,  she  bent  her  ffaze  on  the  turbia 
water.  It  flowed  steadily,  swiftly,  and  darkly  onward— that 
mighty  river — onward  to  the  distant  sea — but  far  down  below 
her.  strange  white  things  seemed  to  shine  there  in  a  lambent 
(Mr  phosphorescent  light  amid  its  ripplinff  current  These  objects 
made  her  shudder  for  a  time  and  recou.  Then  she  looked  at 
them  steadily— it  might  be  sternly.  They  were,  she  knew,  only 
pieces  of  rag  or  rope,  old  hats,  sailcloth,  straw,  or  dead  animals 
—and — **  to  be  found  drowned,"  amid  all  these  ! 

**  Oh.  no— oh,  no !  God  forgive  me  and  guide  me  !**  cried 
the  gin,  wildly.    "  Let  me  not  think  of  that,^* 

Sue  cast  her  eyes  upwards  as  she  prayed  ;  but  no  star  caught 
her  imploring  eyes,  and  the  fast  falling  rain  plashed  heavily 
on  her  pallid  face  and  sodden  tresses. 

She  remembered  her  father  as  he  lay  dead  in  the  old  wains- 
coted room  at  Lonewoodlee,  calm,  peaceful,  and  triumphant 
over  the  world  and  all  its  ills.  But  his  was  a  death  so  diflerent 
from  what  such  as  this  would  be. 

"  Now  then,  young  'ooman.  wot  air  you  hup  to  T  said  a  voice, 
sharply,  in  her  ear,  startling  ner  like  a  galvanic  shock  ;  and  a 
well-whiskered  guardian  of  the  night,  m  his  felt  helmet  and 
dripping  oilskin  cape,  confronted  her. 

1  am  doing  nothing,  sir,"  she  faltered,  and  shrunk  from  hinu 

**  Nothink !  Then  you'd  better  come  along  with  me.  Prison, 
I  think,  is  the  place  for  such  as  you." 

*'  Prison  V' 

She  uttered  a  wild  despairing  cry,  and  throwing  herself  over 
the  balustrade,  sank  beneath  the  still,  black  current  of  the 
stream  below ! 

The  startled  constable  looked  over,  and  as  he  sprang  his 
rattle,  saw  something  like  a  little  hat  and  veil  floating  down- 
ward on  the  surface,  but  nothing  more. 

All  seemed  over ! 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE  VALE  OP  ALADYN. 

By  the  time  that  Horace  Eamornie  with  his  detachment  of  the 
Fusileers  reached  Varna,  and  after  a  six  hours*  march,  joined 
the  headquarters  of  his  regiment,  which  was  then  encamped  ia 
the  green  and  beautiful  Vale  of  Aladyu^  the  magnificent  army 
which  had  left  the  shores  of  Britain  .so  full  of  hope,  so  high  in 
ardour  and  spirit,  by  the  gross  misnianagement^  tne  vacillation. 
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or  something  worse,  on  the  part  of  the  Home  Government,  had 
ban  inactiTe  and  been  literally  decimated  by  disease,  during  the 
breathless  months  of  a  hot  Bulgarian  summer,  and  deliberately 
k^t  wailing  for  the  approach  of  the  Kussian  winter  with  its 
icy  terrcHS,  oi  which  the  French  army  at  least  might  oeitainlj 
have  had  a  traditional  memory  and  wholesome  fear. 

Cholera  had  cut  our  men  off  by  thousands,  and  their  graves 
lay  thicklv  all  over  the  slopes  in  the  Vale  of  Aladvn,  where  the 
R^ians  had  buried  more  than  seven  thousand  of  its  victims  a 
short  time  before  ;  hence  it  was  not  inaptly  termed  by  the  Bul- 
gariiui  peasantry  the  Valley  of  the  Plague. 

The  7th,  the  Welsh  Fusileers,  the  Connaught  Rangers,  and 
all  the  other  Infantry  had  suffered  severely,  the  Highlanders 
perhaps  excg)ted ;  the  peculiarity  of  the  Celtic  costume,  by  the 
warmth  it  aflrords  round  the  loins,  having  proved  an  admirable 
protection,  which  saved  many  a  life  in  their  ranks.  Two  of  our 
cavalry  regiments  were  reduced  to  skeletons,  and  about  two 
hundred  and  fifty  sabres  formed  the  average  muster  of  the  other 
cor^.  So  severe  was  the  pest  that  many  men  died  and  w«:e 
buried  within  five  hours  of  their  being  attacked ;  and  now  stern 
doubt  and  louring  discontent  become  visible  in  the  i&ces  of  the 
survivors.  "Though  no  act  unbecoming  British  soldiers  was 
committed — ^though  no  breach  of  discipline  could  be  charged,  it 
was  impossible  to  refrain  from  discontent.  Murmurs,  not  loud 
but  deep,  made  themselves  heard.  No  man  there  but  burned 
to  meet  the  enemy.  The  entire  army  was  prepared  cheerfully 
to  face  death  in  the  service  of  the  country  to  which  it  had  sworn 
allegiance  ;  but  to  remain  in  inactivity,  exposed  to  pestilence, 
which  struck  down  its  victims  as  surely  and  nearly  as  speedily 
as  the  rifle-bullet,  beneath  a  burning  sun,  with  no  power  of 
resistance  and  no  possibility  of  evasion,  was  a  fate  which  might 
quell  the  stoutest  courage,  and  raise  discontent  in  the  most 
loyal  bosom." 

The  French  army  had  come  to  Varna  by  marching  over  the 
great  mountain  barrier  of  Turkey,  the  Balkan ;  our  fleet  the 
while  had  been  seeking  in  vain  to  lure  that  of  Russia  from 
under  the  gun  batteries  of  Sebastapol.  The  Turkish  army  had 
been  carrying  all  before  it  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Danube  :  and 
at  Citate  and  Oltenitza  had  actually  routed  and  covered  the 
Russian  armies  with  disgrace  :  but  the  last  days  of  August  still 
saw  our  army  lingering  ho{)elessly  in  Bulgaria,  while  the  Russian 
forces  whom  they  were  ultimately  to  oppose  were  gathering  fast 
in  the  land  of  the  Tartars. 

Horace  shared  the  cool  b^l-tent  of  Cyril  in  the  camp,  and  on 
the  forenoon  of  his  arrival,  while  lying  on  the  pleasant  sward 
which  formed  its  floor,  enjoying  cigars  and  bitter  Deer,  with  belts 
off  and  coats  ojjmx.  and  when  looking  forth  on  the  scenery,  who 
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could  ima^e  that  death  was  hovering  so  near,  and  that  more 
than  ten  thousand  graves  lay  around  them  in  that  smiling  valley ! 

On  one  side  of  the  camp  lay  a  beautiful  lake,  and  on  the  other 
the  ground  rose  high  and  was  covered  with  varied  foliage,  over 
which  the  storks  were  always  flying  in  long  lines.  And  there 
too  were  eagles,  vultures,  and  tites.  soaring  in  mid-air,  on  the 
outlook  for  dead  horses,  or,  it  might  be,  a  camp  follower  who  had 
perished  in  a  lonely  place,  and  lay  blackening  in  the  desolate 
glare  of  the  sun,  covered  with  flies,  with  dim  glazed  orbs  and 
open  jaws. 

Near  Cyril's  tent  were  the  ruins  of  a  kiosk  or  country-house 
which  the  Russians  had  destroyed ;  but  its  arabesque  white 
marble  fountain  still  remained  in  the  centre  of  a  beautiful 
garden,  where  the  great  Persian  rose-trees  yet  loaded  the  air 
with  fragrance  ;  where  the  ioU&ge  of  the  greengage,  the  apricot, 
the  apple,  and  the  purple  plum,  waved  pleasantly  in  the  soft 
wind  ;  and  the  beautiful  orioles,  all  yellow  and  green,  the  gaudy 
woodpecker,  the  blackbird,  and  the  thrush,  dartea  after  the 
flies  at  times  in  veritable  coveys,  and  sung  sweetly  in  the  shadow. 

A  group  of  soldiers  in  fatigue  dress,  filling  their  camp-kettles, 
canteens,  and  horse-buckets,  or  washing  their  linen,  might 
^ways  be  seen  about  this  fountain.  These  visitors  had  long 
since  "  looted"  the  garden  of  its  golden-coloured  melons  and 
great  scarlet  pumpkins  ;  the  Egyptian  palm,  the  Indian  fig-tree, 
the  gorgeous  aloe,  and  the  solemn  towering  cypress,  still  grew 
side  by  side,  though  the  billhook  of  the  forager  had  abstracted 
many  a  branch  to  feed  the  camp-fires,  and  had  the  French  been 
near,  not  a  twig  had  been  left 

Now  the  allied  forces,  some  eighty  thousand  strong,  wepe 
under  canvas  over  the  whole  vast  plain  which  extends  from 
Aladyn  to  Varna.  Horace  founa  Cyril  looking  pale  and 
changed,  for  he  had  undergone  a  touch  of  the  pest,  and  he  was 
bearded  to  an  extent  that  would  have  astonished  the  folks  at 
home,  whom  he  had  never  informed  of  his  illness,  as  Dr.  Rivers- 
dale  of  the  staff  had  "pulled  him  through  it." 

"  If  we  don't  take  the  field  soon,'*  said  he,  "  the  Russians  will 
find  but  few  to  fight  with.  The  army,  though  recruited  fast, 
is  rotting  away,  Horace,  literally,  and  just  as  our  army  rotted  at 
Walcheren  in  1809,  when  thirty-five  thousand  entries  were  made 
in  the  fever  hospitals ;  so  you  see  that  in  forty-seven  years 
Britain  has  learned  nothing  m  the  art  of  war  !  But  how  fresh 
you  fellows  look  just  from  home,  in  your  new  uniforms  and 
bright  epaulettes,  as  if  you  had  just  stepped  from  band-boxes. 
By  Jove  1  you  do  form  a  contrast  to  those  who  have  been 
under  canvas  here  so  long." 

Cyril  had.  of  course,  overwhelmed  Horace  with  questions 
about  all  wno  were  at  home ;  and  the  latter  had  related^  in 
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confidence,  the  affair  with  Chesters  in  the  transport  It,  how- 
ever, excited  no  surprise,  as  Cyril  knew  the  worthy's  character 
well ;  but  the  mention  he  had  made  of  Mary  Lennox's  name 
stang,  grieved,  and  bewildered  him.  In  prison!  The  story 
seemed  mere  malevolence,  and  altogether  incredible  1  How 
could  it  come  to  pass  1 

While  they  were  speaking  the  same  Drum-Major  who  had  been 
wont  to  act  as  regimental  postman  at  Chatham— ay,  even  in 
Candahar  and  manv  other  places— appeared  at  the  tent-door, 
coolly  as  usual,  with  letters  for  both,  the  mails  having  come  on 
in  the  Blenheim  from  Malta.  Each  tore  his  missive  open  in 
haste,  and  became  absorbed  in  its  contents ;  for  a  letter  there 
was  as  a  voice  from  home,  and  the  hearts  of  both  were  instantly 
far  away  from  the  tented  vale  of  Aladyn,  among  the  green  braes 
of  the  Merse  and  Lauderdale.  Cyril's  was  from  his  mother,  to 
whom  he  was  tenderly  attached.  That  to  Horace  was  from 
Gwenny. 

"  For  a  reason,  of  which  I  may  tell  you  at  a  future  time,'* 
Lady  Wedderbum  mentioned  among  other  matters,  "we  have 
employed  Chesters'  old  gatekeeper,  Tony  Heron,  in  the  stable- 
yard,  where,  by-the^by,  the  long  projected  new  wing  and  clock- 
tower  are  progressing.  Eobert  is  busy  with  his  studies,  and 
will  come  out  for  the  English  Temple.  Your  father  thinks  that 
as  he  is  not  brilliant  he  might  shine  amid  the  aspiring  mediocrity 
of  the  Scottish  bar  (where  there  is  such  utter  poverty  of  position 
and  of  talent) ;  but  m  London,  we  fear,  that  he  will  never  hefieard 
of  at  all/  The  Keverend  Gideon  M*Guffog,  not  content  with 
'  the  flesh  pots '  he  enjoys,  is  raising  an  action,  chiefly  against 
us,  for  an  augmentation  of  his  stipend,  through  Grubb  and 
Wylie,  the  writers  (or  wretches  rather),  who,  like  too  many 
Scotch  legal  desperadoes,  are  ready  to  do  anything  for  cash  or  a 
case.  As  your  regiment  does  not  wear  the  kilt,  Dr.  Squills 
urges  that  you  should  wear  a  belt  as  a  safe  precaution  against 
that  cholera  which  seems  so  terrible  at  Varna  ;  and  Gervase 
Asloane  says  he  has  in  the  cellar  some  fine  old  Glenlivat,  which 
would  be  a  better  protection  still,  had  we  but  the  means  of  send- 
ing it  to  yoTL" 

Other  things  followed,  of  as  little  importance  as  these,  but 
there  came  one  remark  which  found  an  echo  in  Cjoil's  heart 

"  That  fooHsh  old  man  at  Lonewoodlee  is  no  more,  as  Horace, 
perha')s,  by  this  time  may  have  told  you,  and  his  proud,  but 
penniless,  daughter  has  left  this  part  of  the  country  for  ever." 

Mary's  face,  her  sad,  earnest  eyes,  her  last  words,  and  her 
helplessness,  all  came  painfully  before  him.  Dead — old  Oliver 
Lennox  dead !  Cyril  m  imagination  saw  all  the  grim  details  of 
the  last  scene,  with  poor  Mary  alone— so  terribly  alone— in 

i8 
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that  old  rambling  and  gloomy  Tower.  Had  his  mother  been — 
as  he  implored  her  to  be— kind  to  that  orphan  girl  whom  he 
had  loved  even  as  his  own  soul  ]  The  coldness  of  her  lettw  gave 
him  slender  hope  of  that.  Who,  then,  had  befriended,  who  aided 
herl  Chesters]  He  writhed  at  this  thought,  and  though  he 
had  never  ceased  to  love  her,  but  false  as  he  deemed  her,  had 
sworn  never  to  see  her  more,  the  interest  he  felt  in  Mary's  fate 
would  never  die. 

The  cousins  tacitly,  and  with  one  accord,  exchanged  letters, 
and  Cyril,  from  the  tenor  of  Gwenny's,  guessed  at  once  how 
matters  stood  now,  and  said — "  Bravo,  Master  Horace  I  So  you 
have  not  been  idle  in  my  absence  1  But  I  congratulate  you^  old 
fellow,  for  Gwenny,  wealth  apart,  is  a  girl  among  ten  thousand !" 

Horace  blushed  with  pleasure,  and  replied,  with  a  laugh— 

**  For  Heaven's  sake,  Cyril,  don't  tell  Lady  Wedderbum  that 
we  have  committed  the  enormity  of  falling  in  love.  You  know 
what  her  tvish  is,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned  1" 

But  Cyril  did  not  answer,  for  another  pang  was  inflicted  on 
him  by  a  passage  in  Gwenny's  letter  to  Horace,  and  it  almost 
seemed  to  corroborate  the  remark  of  Chesters  in  the  troop-ship. 

""  There  has  been  some  talk  among  us  from  time  to  time  of  a 
trip  eastward  in  the  Ernescleugh  yacht,  so  don't  be  surprised  if 
we  should  see  the  Russians  before  you  ao.  I  should  like  to  get 
a  Turkish  husband  for  Zillah,  my  ayah  Tthe  men  here  won't 
look  at  her),  and  I  don't  think  that  Miss  Flora  M*CaWj  at  her 
mature  years,  would  have  much  objection  to  a  Muscovite,  even 
if  his  name  were  like  three  sneezes  with  off  or  ishi  at  the  end 
of  them.  The  orphan  girl.  Miss  Lennox-— perhaps  you  may 
remember,  dearest  Horace,  it  was  she  of  whom  such  unpleasant 
things  were  said  by  the  Ernescleughs — was  visited  by  Aunt 
Wedderbum  and  me  after  her  father's  death^  and  before  she 
went  to  London.  Aunt  gave  her  a  most  kmd  letter  to  the 
Wetheralls  in  Piccadilly,  and  another  was  sent  to  her  address 
somewhere  near  the  Strand ;  but  it  was  returned  by  the  post- 
office  people,  with  the  information  that  she  could  not  be  found 
in  London— had  disappeared,  in  fact." 

Disappeared,  and  in  London  ! 

Cyril  grew  ghastly  pale  as  he  read  those  words,  which  seemed 
to  burn  themselves  into  his  heart,  and  in  a  gust  of  iealous  bitter^ 
ness,  he  connected  this  disappearance  still  with  Chesters.  He 
started  up,  shouted  for  his  servant,  and  ordering  horses,  added, 
suddenly  and  impatiently—"  You  have  reported  yourself  to  Sir 
Edward,  the  Colonel  r 

"  Of  course,  CyriL" 

"Well,  come,  Horace,  there  is  no  parade  this  evening;  all 
hands  are  turned  to  pound  green  coffee.  Let  us  ride  into  Yama 
and  have  sume  tiffin,  such  as  it  is,  at  the  Military  Caf6.  Any- 
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thing  to  kill  time  and  thought,  till  we  can  kill  the  Russians  I 
Ned  Elton,  Probjrn,  and  ever  so  many  more  of  our  fellows  will 
be  there  by  this  time,  for  it  is  Hie  only  place  in  this  dreary  hole 
where  any  fun  is  going." 

Horace  agreed,  and  a  few  minutes  after  saw  them  mounted 
and  off. 

CHAPTER  L. 

VARNA. 

"And. SO  you  and  Gwenny  are  engaged  1  By  Jove!  !Don*t 
wonder  at  it !  She  is  a  most  attractive  girl ;  and  there  are 
worse-looking  fellows  in  the  service  than  you,  Horace.  But  I've 
not  been  lucky  myself  lately  in  this  game  of  love-making.  And 
you  should  hear  old  Conyers  Singleton  of  ours  tell  the  story  of 
the  girl  he  left  behind  him.  It  is  quite  a  warning,"  said  Cyril, 
as  they  trotted  towards  the  line  of  advanced  sentinels  posted 
round  the  British  camp. 

"Going  to  Varna r  asked  Captain  Joyce,  of  the  Fusileersj 
whose  guard  tent  was  in  that  quarter. 

"  Yes.    AVhat  is  the  parole  V* 

** * Bomarsund.'    Countersign,  'Baltic." 

**  Thanks.    That  Zouave  heard  you  f 

"Perhaps;  but  it  can't  matter  much.  He  is  a  Captain,  I 
presume  V 

Had  Horace  not  been  full  of  Gwenn/s  letter,  and  had  he 
not  found  ample  occupation  in  repeating  to  himself  certain 
pleasant  passages  thereof,  he  must  nave  been  aware  that  there 
was  a  forced  or  spasmodic  gaiety  in  the  manner  of  Cyril 
Wedderbum  that  was  not  real,  for  he  tugged  at  his  moustache 
nervously,  and  viciously  switched  at  the  flies  which  buzzed 
about  his  horse's  ears. 

Troops  of  every  kind ;  Lancers,  with  gay  bannerets ;  Hussars, 
with  their  glittering  dolmans ;  Carbineers,  with  brass  helmets 
and  slimg  carbines ;  ArtiUe^,  in  dark  blue ;  and  Infantry,  in 
red,  covered  all  the  plain.  Our  Household  Brigade  of  Guards, 
in  their  bright  scarlet  coats,  with  large  white  epaulettes  and 
bearskins ;  the  Highlanders,  who  were  in  the  same  division,  in 
their  varied  tartans,  vriih  their  sturdy  bare  legs  and  tall-plumed 
bonnets,  excitin,:^  the  wonder  of  the  starved-looking  little  Arabs 
of  tbe  Egyptian  Contini^ent.  There,  too,  were  the  Rifles,  in  their 
sombre  green  uniforrri,  which  looks  almost  black  at  a  distance. 

All  the  bustle  of  preparing  food  went  forward  at  hundreds  of 
impromptu  fires^  by  soldiers  in  their  shirt-sleeves  ;  and  the  sound 
of  choppiiig  wood  was  heard  on  every  hand,  while  the  sun  of 
the  afternoon  blazed  hot  in  their  fires  from  the  unclouded  Bul- 
garian sky.  Fatigue  parties  went  to  and  fro,  laden  with  bundles 
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of  sticks  for  the  cooks,  or  corn  or  swathes  of  grass  for  the  horses ; 
and  songs  and  merriment  came  at  times  from  the  tentsj  where 
the  soldiers  lay  smoking  on  the  sward  But  the  camp  had  its 
darker  pictures. 

Here  and  there  a  ghastly  and  attenuated  sick  man  might  be 
seen  carried  on  a  stretcher  to  the  hospital  tents  ;  and,  ere  long, 
the  same  stretcher  would  be  borne  m  another  direction,  with 
some  victim  of  the  Fever  King,  to  be  cast  into  the  graves  which 
honeycombed  the  low  range  of  hill  a  that  overlook  the  Vale  of 
Aladyn,  or  it  might  be  to  yonder  "  City  of  the  Dead,"  in  the 
plain,  where  the  solemn  rows  of  giant  cypresses  stand  like 
guardians  round  the  tombs  of  "  the  Faithful." 

Beyond  the  British  lay  the  French  camp,  with  all  its  gaily- 
clad,  untidy,  but  somewhat  purpose-looking  little  soldiery.  The 
Infantry  of  the  Line,  in  long  blue  tunics,  with  scarlet  epaulettes, 
and  brass  eagles  on  their  tiny  shakos ;  the  splendid  Cavalry 
and  Artillery  of  the  Imperial  Guard  ;  the  Chasseurs  k  Pied ; 
the  Tirailleurs  Alg^riens,  dressed  like  Arabs,  but  in  light  blue ; 
and  the  active  Zouaves,  in  their  (to  us)  well-known  uniform, 
which  excited  great  surprise  and  speculation  among  the  stolid 
Turks  and  the  Bulgarians  who  swarmed  about  the  camps  in 
great  numbers,  clad  in  jackets  of  undyed  wool,  wide  white 
trousers,  ^rt  with  sashes  of  silk,  caps  of  brown  sheep-skin,  and 
sandals  ot  hide  ;  and  who  failed  to  comprehend  how  Christians 
should  be  going  to  battle  wearing  the  turban  of  Mohammed  ; 
for  the  poor  Bulgarians  loathe  the  Turks,  whose  slaves  they 
are ;  and  as  such,  dare  not  carry  a  knife,  while  all  the  former, 
down  to  the  lowest  hamal  (or  porter)  go  armed  to  the  teeth, 
with  pistols^  sabre,  and  yataghan. 

Amid  all  its  splendour  and  order  of  military  array,  this  camp, 
like  our  own,  nad  also  its  dark  features ;  the  sick  and  de^ 
were  hourly  borne  through  it :  and  there  too  were  the 
intoxicated,  courting  disease  and  death,  as  they  lay  by  the  way- 
sides, in  ditches  or  kennels,  stupefied  with  raki  or  peach-brandy, 
their  faces  blistering  in  the  sunshine,  and  covered  by  clouds  of 
odious  flies.  Others,  despite  all  warnings,  might  be  seen  gorg- 
ing themselves  with  scarlet  pumpkins,  cucumbers,  gages  and 
plums  which  the  acquisitive  Greets  offered  for  sale  ;  and  the 
Turks  of  Omar  Pasha  were  nearly  as  reckless,  for  they  were 
alwajrs  eating  of  the  perilous  green  fruit,  when  not  engaged  in 
smoking,  praying,  or  covertly  reviling  "the  Christian  dogs," 
who  had  to  fight  their  battles. 

As  Wedderburn  and  Horace  were  passing  a  mass  of  Araba 
carts,  all  drawn  up  wheel  to  wheel,  there  darted  from  under 
them  a  long  snake  of  dark  green  colour  mottled  with  white, 
and  having  bright  protuberant  eyes  that  flashed  like  carbuncles^ 
As  the  reptile  came  forward,  writhing,  wriggling,  and  almost 
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dancing  on  its  tail,  Cyril's  horse  reared  back  upon  its  haunches; 
but  a  Turkish  Yazboshi,  or  captain  of  cavalry,  who  was  riding 
by,  drew  a  long  brass  pistol  from  his  belt,  and  with  singular 
adroitness  shot  it  dead ;  and  with  a  pleasant  smile  and  a  low 
ssdaam  rode  on.  Once  or  twice  the  reptile  quivered  all  its 
length  in  the  dust,  and  then  lay  stilL 

*'  Ma  f  oi,  mes  camarades,  but  that  was  well  done  !'*  said  a 
voice,  and  they  found  themselves  joined  by  the  same  Captain 
of  Zouaves  whom  they  had  seen  near  Joyce's  guard-tent.  He 
was  now  mounted  on  a  stout  little  Tartar  horse  and  seemed  to 
have  made  a  detour  round  the  French  lines,  instead  of  coming 
through  them.  The  cousins  scarcely  noted  the  circumstance 
then,  but  subsequent  events  made  them  remember  it.  "  Going 
into  Varna,  Messieurs  T  he  asked,  reining  in  beside  them. 
**  Yes,"  repHed  Cyril. 

**  A  horrid  place---dull  as  a  vast  catacomb ;  even  the  French 
can  scarcely  nmke  it  lively.  Any  word  yet  of  when  the  troops 
are  like  to  take  the  field,  or  for  what  point  ?" 

"  I  have  heard  nothing  yet.  Monsieur,"  said  Cyril,  with  some 
reserve,  as  the  manner  of  the  questioner  seemed  abrupt  and 
authoritative. 

"  Your  cavalry  force  is  dwindling  fast,'*  resumed  the  Zouave. 
"  Why,  diable  1  all  your  regiments  put  together  would  barely 
make  one  efficient  Russian  corps  of  four  squadrons,''  he  addea, 
with  a  mocking  laugh. 

"  I  don't  understand  this  Captain  of  Zouaves,"  said  Cyril,  in 
a  low  voice  :  "he  spends  his  whole  time  in  our  camp,  and  seems 
to  have  fallen  in  love  with  perfidious  Albion.  What  can  his 
object  be  r 

•'  Are  you  sure  that  he  is  a  Captain  of  Zouaves  T  said  Horace. 
"I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  it— but  hush;  he  may  under- 
stand English." 

It  might  have  been  some  peculiarity  of  his  dress  which  made 
Horace  think  what  he  said,  for  the  Zouave  had  features  that 
were  more  finely  cut  than  usually  appertain  to  Frenchmen.  Hia 
eyes  were  black,  glittering,  and  closely  set  together  •  his  nose 
was  somewhat  hooked  and  a  fierce  moustache  stuck  sharply  out 
on  each  side  of  it :  but  his  hair,  which  was  dark  as  a  raven's 
wing,  was  shorn  close  to  the  scalp. 

"Sang,  Dieu  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  if  he  had  penetrated  their 
thoughts  and  doubts,  "  but  I  am  tired  of  this  work.  Ugh  ! 
when  we  pound  the  green  beans  here,  between  two  friable 
stones,  which  add  dust  in  plenty  to  the  condiment,  I  think  of 
the  fragrant  coffee  I  used  to  get  at  home,  and  the  little  pats  of 
sweet  butter  on  a  honey-cake,  or  on  a  cool  green  ivy-leaf — the 
breakfast  of  my  schoolooy  days,  at  home  in  pleasant  Gascony. 
I  have  been  a  soldier  for  twenty  years  ;  but  X  have  never  for* 
gotten  those  days."  og tzed by  v^ k^^k^^^ i^ 
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"  He  is  a  Gascon— ah,  that  accounts  for  his  peculiar  accent,* 
said  Horace. 

"  I  am  not  much  of  a  gourmand,"  resumed  the  Captain  of 
Zouaves.  "  In  Africa,  I  have  often  dined  on  a  slice  from  an 
old  trooper — a  horse  I  mean  ;  but  still  I  have  a  predilection  for 
fricassees^  and  fricandeanx  et  ffalettes^  which  mean  collops 
Mcossais^  or  thin  cakes  (though  the  Scotch  stole  all  their  cooking 
from  us,  in  the  days  of  the  old  alliance),  and  I  doat  on  broiled 
chicken  and  cream-tarts,  such  as  I  used  to  get  from  my  old 
mother  in  Gascon y,  before  I  betook  me  to  the  rough-and-ready 
trade  of  soldiering." 

"And  now,  Horace,"  said  Cjril,  whom  the  Frenchman's 
empty  chatter  bored,  "  behold  our  thriving  city  of  Varna !" 

It  was  a  dreary  looking  place,  and  rose  from  a  bank  of  white 
sand  that  stretched  far  along  the  flat  Bulgarian  shore. 

Imagine  a  low  and  half -ruined  wall,  a  mile  in  length,  broken 
and  battered  as  the  shot  of  the  Scoto-Eussian  Alexis  Greig  had 
left  it  in  1828,  but  all  loopholed  and  painted  pure  whita  Befwe 
it  lies  a  ditch,  over  which  a  number  of  68-pounder  guns  are 
pointed.  Above  it  rise  the  round  leaden  domes  of  four  mosques, 
with  their  tall,  white,  slender  minarets,  encircled  by  wooden 
galleries ;  the  solitary  campanile  of  the  Greek  church,  and 
round  these  a  little  sea  of  dingy  red-tiled  roofs,  and  one  may 
picture  that  Varna  on  which  so  many  of  our  soldiers  looked 
their  last,  and  before  which  Ladislaus  of  Lithuania  and  Poland 
perished  in  a  futile  attempt  to  drive  the  stupid  and  brutsd 
Osmanlees  out  of  Christendom. 

Prior  to  the  arrival  of  our  troops,  its  filthy  streets  had  bewi 
deserted  and  silent  as  the  grave.  Save  when  a  wild  dog — ^the 
unclean  and  forbidden  animal  of  the  Prophet— panting  with 
out-lolled  tongue  on  a  heap  of  decayed  melons  or  festering  offal, 
uttered  a  melancholy  howl ;  when  a  stork,  with  flapping  wingai 
came  swooping  down  on  the  eaves  of  a  dilapidated  house,  and 
loosened  a  tile  or  two,  to  fall  with  a  crash ;  or  when  a  bare- 
legged saha  (a  water  carrier),  with  his  brown  feet  in  low  slip- 
pers, and  his  greasy  buckets  slung  from  a  shoulder-strap, 
shambled  along  the  narrow  and  tortuous,  yet  sunbaked, 
thoroughfares,  no  sound  was  ever  heard  there. 

But  now  French  and  Br-tish  soldiers  filled  every  street  and 
alley  with  noise  and  bustle;  the  bazaars  were  crowded  by 
Zouaves  chattering  like  magpies  ;  by  Rifles  and  Guardsmen ; 
by  grave  and  observant  Scottish  Highlanders  in  search  of  food, 
soochook  sausages,  and  kabobs,  or  little  articles  of  finery  for  wives 
and  sweethearts  far  away  at  home ;  by  quarter-masters  and 
sutlers,  seeking  com  and  flour,  beef  and  muttcm,  Greek  wine 
and  peach-brandy ;  in  short,  everything  eatable  and  drinkable. 
Drums  were  beaten,  bugles  sounded  incessantly,  and  inoessant 
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too  was  the  marching  to  and  fro  of  guards,  escorts,  pickets,  and 
fatigue  parties  in  their  canvas  frocks.  Tunibrils,  limbers,  can- 
non and  tents,  encumbered  the  five  arched  gates  ;  war -ships, 
tranq>orts,  and  pestilent  looking  little  gunboats,  crowded  all 
its  once  empty  harbour.  The  black  kites  and  mangy  pariah 
dogs  were  alike  scared  from  its  streets  and  market  place.  The 
la^  and  blase  Turkish  householder  secluded  himself  in  his 
divan  hanee^  or  zenanah  if  he  had  one ;  and  hourly  held  up  his 
hands,  or  stuck  his  fingers  in  his  ears,  at  every  fresh  wonder, 
for  to  him  it  seemed  that  the  end  of  the  world  was  nigh,  for 
the  sons  of  Anak,  the  children  of  Perdition  and  the  I>Qyu  him- 
self, had  all  possessed  the  city  together  ! 

French  names  were  actually  painted  up  at  the  street  comers, 
and  to  crown  all,  an  old  deserted  caravansera  had  been  taken 
possession  of,  sans  permission,  by  a  speculative  Parisian  restau- 
rateur^  who  papered,  painted,  and  furbished  it  up  gaily,  and 
hung  out  an  immense  sign-board,  on  which  an  artistic  Corporal 
of  Zouaves  had  painted  the  French  eagle,  with  the  words,  "  Le 
Restauvant  de  VArmee  W Orient^  pour  Messieurs  les  Offiders  et 
Sous-Offiders  ;^^  and  under  this  sign-board  Wedderbum  and 
Horace  Ramomie  dismounted,  gave  their  nags,  with  a  few 
piastres,  to  two  half -naked  humals  to  lead  about,  and  then 
entered  the  cafe. 


CHAPTEE  LI. 

LB  EESTAUEANT  DE  l'aEMEE  d'OEIENT. 

**  We  are  going  to  have  cigars  and  a  bottle  of  Greek  wine,**  said 

C3rril  to  the  Zouave  Captain*  who  seemed  at  first  doubtful 

about  entering,  and  then  acceded  with  a  bow.    Cyril  thought 

that  perhaps  he  was  a  man  of  high  French  family  and  did 

not  care  much  to  mix  with  the  sous-cfficiers,  many  of  whom 

were  tiien  mingling  with  their  superiors,  playing  chess   or 

dominoes,  laughmg,  smoking,  chatting  gaily,  or  perusing  the 

CJtarivari;  even  fundi  and  the  lllust^^ated  News,  which  were 

not  wanting  for  the  amusement  of  the  British  officers,  many  of 

whom  were  in  the  large  and  strange  looking  coffee  room,  which 

had  been  the  place  where  the  horses  and  camels  had  been 

stabled  when  the  house  was  a  khan  of  high  repute.    On  many 

parts  of  the  waJk  were  coloured  prints  of  Parisian  girls,  opera 

and  ballet  dancers,  pirouetting  in  the  shortest  of  drapery, 

and  round  them  the  Turks  were  wont  to  gather  in  amazement, 

and  to  mutter  that  such  beauties  were  worthy  of  the  Padisha 

himself. 

Everything  that  he  saw  filled  Horace,  like  ev^ry  new  comq^ 
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with  wonder,  or  excited  Ms  interest ;  strange  dresses,  manners, 
voices  and  faces ;  but  Cyril  had  already  become  intimate  with 
all  these  as  if  he  had  known  them  from  boyhood. 

He  who  arrives  in  any  place  which  is  to  be  his  quarters  for  a 
time,  feels  as  if  the  strange  streets,  the  public  edifices,  the 
churches,  and  the  sound  of  their  bells,  would  never  become 
familiar  ;  yet  Horace  was  so  much  of  a  soldier  that  he  had  not 
been  three  days  in  and  about  Varna  before  the  aspect  of  the 
itinerant  Dersdses,  who  received  his  piastres  or  paras  with  a 
malediction;  the  shrill  invitation  of  the  Muezzin  from  the 
minaret ;  the  Turk  kneeling  at  prayer  on  a  bit  of  tattered 
carpet  in  the  open  street,  counting  his  colomboio,  and  scowling 
witn  horror  at  the  passing  Highlander  ;  the  French  vivandih-e 
riding  at  the  head  of  a  battalion  of  Chasseurs  k  Cheval,  and 
wag^hly  kissing  her  hand  to  some  fat  old  Pasha ;  the  women 
stealmg  along  like  sheeted  spectres  in  their  white  yashmacs  and 
yellow  boots  ;  the  jolly  gangs  of  British  tars,  trundling  up  their 
Lancaster  guns  from  the  beach  like  toys,  became  all  familiar, 
for  the  sense  of  novelty  was  gone.  They  had  scarcely  entered 
before  several  of  their  brother-officers  came  forward  from  amid 
the  various  tables  and  groups  to  accost  them,  for  the  cousins 
were  decidedly  popular  among  the  Fusileers.  There  were 
Bindhiam,  Jack  Prooyn,  old  Conyers  Singleton  the  Msgor,  and 
Pat  Beamish,  with  his  black  whiskers  more  bushy  than  ever. 

"Welcome  to  Varna,  Horace,  though  bad  luck  to  it  for  a 
hole,  anyhow  1"  said  Beamish  ;  **  for  if  we  don't  get  out  of  it 
sharp,  between  raki  and  unripe  fruit,  we'll  leave  half  our  men 
behind  us.** 

"  Orders  and  advice  go  for  nothing,  so  far  as  these  are  con- 
cerned,'' added  the  Major. 

"  Bedad,  the  arms  of  Briareus  and  the  eyes  of  Argus  won't 
keep  these  Greek  devils  with  their  fruit  out  of  the  camp ;  and 
there's  Bingham  of  ours  narrowly  escaped  a  slash  from  a 
yataghan  for  peeping  through  the  holes  of  a  woman's  yashmac  in 
a  sherbet  shop  yesterday,  and  giving  her  a  chuck  under  the  chin." 

"  Is  that  Home  of  the  Guards  with  a  cocked  hat  "J"  asked 
Horace^  as  he  saw  the  Master  of  Emescleugh  seated  jauntily  on 
a  table,  laughing  with  some  French  and  Turkish  officers. 

"  Yes ;  he's  on  the  staflf." 

"  An  aide-de-camp  V 

"  Yes,  and  enjoys  the  fullest  confidence  of  the  General,"  said 
Beamish  ;  "but  here,  imfortunately,  he  cannot  have  that  which 
is  so  indispensable  to  the  position  of  an  aide-de-camp — the  con- 
fidence of  the  General's  wife  and  daughters." 

Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  who  was  seated  at  a  table  with  a  few 
officers  of  the  French  34th,  now  rose  and  lifted  his  cap  to 
Horace,  who  said,  "  Allow  me,  Colonel,  to  introduce  my  brother 

Digitized  by  V,tV.?V_;v  l^ 


LE  EESTAUBANT  BE  L^AEM^E  D*ORIENT.  281 

officer,  Captain  Wedderburn.  It  was  De  la  Fosse/'  he  added 
to  Cyrii^  who  in  some  measure  revenged  you  on  Chesters ; 
but,  by  the  way,  in  the  troop-ship  we  agreed  not  to  refer  to 
that  subject." 

"Ah,  now,  comrade,  it  was  to  your  kind  father  I  believe  that 
I  owe  the  favour  of  being  what  1  now  am,"  said  the  Colonel,  as 
he  warmly  shook  Cyril's  hand :  **  for  his  opportune  assistance 
saved  me,  when  yonder  brigand  put  me  in  a  sore  strait  indeed  1" 
Wine  and  cigars  were  speedily  brought,  and  the  new  arrivals 
proceeded  through  their  medium  to  enjoy  the  buzz  and  heedless 
merriment  around  them.  The  restaurant  was  soon  densely 
crowded,  and  the  mixture  of  languages,  French,  English, 
Turkidi,  Greek,  and  often  a  polyglot  of  them  all,  and  bad  Bul- 
garian, were  heard  on  all  sides.  The  only  silent  person  was 
the  observant  captain  of  Zouaves  who  accompanied.  Cyril  and 
Horace,  and  who,  oddly  enough,  seemed  far  from  being  at  ease. 
"Driiik  with  us.  Monsieur,^'  said  Colonel  De  la  Fosse. 
"  You  are  very  silent  for  a  Zouave  ;  your  fellows  have  the 
reputation  of  being  more  noisy  than  even  the  Tourlourous,"  he 
added,  laughing,  as  he  used  the  sobriquet  for  the  French 
Linesmen. 

"I  am  thinking  of  Paris,*'  replied  the  Captain.  "But  we 
must  rough  it  as  best  we  may,  for  potages  and  jellies,  ragotlts, 
and  p^tes  are  all  unknown  here." 

"!Dut  you  can  have  kidneys  fried  in  champagne,"  said  Beamish ; 
**  or  claret  mulled  with  a  dash  of  clove  or  a  sHce  of  pineapple, 
and  sure  these  are  luxuries  enough  for  any  man  on  service." 

"  Yes  j  but  here  one  longs  for  the  cafes  chantants,  the  theatres, 
the  casinos,  and  the  girls  of  Paris,  with  their  sparkling  black 
eyes  and  white  shoulders." 

"  Ah,  c€8  epaules  blanches  ?'  said  a  sous-lieutenant,  throwing 
up  his  eyes.  "  True  ;  for  the  women  here  look  hideous  in  their 
shapdess  muffings." 

"Your  regiment,  mon  Capitaine,  is  the ''  De  la  Fosse 

paused  and  twirled  his  moustache. 
"  The  Ist  Zouaves,  mon  Colonel."  replied  the  other,  curtly. 
"  Ah,  encamped  at  present  a  mile  or  two  beyond  the  Devna 
Lake." 

*'  Exactly,  Monsieur,"  replied  the  Zouave  Captain,  who  seemed 
to  dislike  the  expression  of  scrutiny  he  read  in  the  keen  eyes  of 
the  Colonel,  who  wore  the  square  peak  of  his  scarlet  kepi 
close  to  his  nose. 
*'  It  was  your  regiment  that  led  the  van  at  the  pass  of  Djerma  V* 
"Yes,  Monsieur,"  replied  the  Zouave,  wlule  the  Colonel 
tugged  at  his  moustache  more  than  ever. 

"I  too  am  sick  of  Varna,"  said  a  gay-looking  Chasseur  k 
Cbeval,  "  and  long,  if  not  for  active  service,  for  the  pleasures 
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of  Paris  ;  a  ramble  in  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  or  the  Gardens 
of  the  Tuileries,  or  to  take  my  ease  in  the  Hdtel  de  Lausanne, 
instead  of  the  devilish  old  tumble-down  Kestaurant  de  rArm§e 
d'Orient." 

"  Yes  ;  and  perhaps  to  run  after  the  nurse  and  grisettes,** 
said  the  Zouave  Captain. 

"Tra  la  la  la,  Tamour  est  lil"  aangthe  Chasseur.  *' Well, 
perhaps,  yes." 

"  But,"  said  Cyril,  "  there  are  no  ^isettes  such  as  we  find  in 
the  romances  of  Paul  de  Koch  and  his  predecessor,  the  author 
of  the  'Conquests  of  Mademoiselle  Zina'  (over  which  the 
Emperor  slept  on  the  retreat  from  Leipzig)— the  grisette  is 
now  a.  petite  darned 

"  Any  way  you  take  it,"  replied  the  Zouave,  with  a  Rowing 
irritation  of  manner.  "  We  have  but  a  dreary  time  of  it  here, 
nursing  the  sick  and  burjdng  the  dead  ;  no  fighting,  no  glory  : 
patience — always  patience.  Mai  peste  1  what  we  have  endured 
since  our  troops  came  down  the  passes  of  the  Balkan !" 

"  Your  reward  is  at  hand.  Monsieur,"  said  De  la  Fosse.  "  In 
four  days  we  leave  this  to  attack  the  enemy  !" 

A  burst  of  applause  followed  this  announcement,  and  hearty 
English  cheers,  mingled  with  shrill  yells  of  "  Vive  la  France  F 
"  Vive  VEmpereur  r  the  old  cry  that  rang  over  Waterloo,  and 
many  a  field  of  the  past ! 

"  In  what  direction  is  the  attack  T'  asked  the  Zouave,  eagerly. 

"  I  am  not  yet  at  liberty  to  say." 

"  But  your  authority  is  undoubted.  Monsieur'}" 

"  I  had  it  from  Marshal  St.  Arnaud  himself." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  it,"  added  the  Zouave.  "  Gunpowder 
is  the  incense  amid  which  the  souls  of  the  brave  go  straight  to 
God." 

"  Somehow,  that  bit  of  bombast  is  the  only  thing  this  fellow 
has  said  like  a  true  Frenchman,"  whispered  Cyril  to  Horace. 

"  In  four  days,"  exclaimed  the  young  chasseur.  "  Ow/j  ma 
foi  !  we'll  eat  the  Muscovites  up— train  oil,  tallow,  and  aU  the 
rest  of  it  1" 

"  And  now.  Messieurs,  adieu,"  said  the  Zouave,  as  he  drained 
his  wineglass,  put  his  sword  under  his  arm.  and  with  a  low 
bow  quitted  the  cafd  The  keen  glance  of  De  la  Fosse  followed 
him,  and  then  fell  on  Cyril  Wedderburn.  Each  read  doubt  in 
the  other's  eye. 

"Is  that  Captain  of  Zouaves  much  about  the  campi"  he 
asked. 

"Daily;  but  he  keeps  more  among  the  British  than  the 
Turks." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this.** 

**Why,  MonsieuJ^r  asked  CyriL  ^        . 
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"  Because  it  adds  to  my  suspicions/'  said  De  la  Fosse,  lower- 
ing his  voice.  "He  showed  a  purse  with  more  gold  in  it  than 
usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  a  captain  of  Zouaves  ;  and  he  spoke 
of  the  First  leading  the  van  at  Djerma,  when  it  was  /  who  led 
the  van  there,  at  the  head  of  the  3rd  Zouaves,  and  3rd  Chasseurs 
kPied." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  think ^" 

"  I  know  not  what  to  think  ;  but  fear  to  be  rash.  To  detain 
him  might  excite  a  bad  feeling  between  the  Zouaveo  and  ours, 
if  he  be  innocent ;  but  anyway,  I  shall  ride  to  Devna  to-morrow 
and  see  his  regiment  on  parade." 

•*  You  had  not  many  scruples  about  unmasking  our  Major  of 
the  Turkish  Contingent,"  said  Horace,  laughing. 

•*  Ah !  but  then  I  knew  him  of  old,''  replied  the  Colonel ; 
"  and  I  detected  his  false  play  while  watcning,  with  regret,  a 
signet  ring  he  wore  ;  an  onyx  graven  with  my  crest,  a  gauntlet 
on  the  point  of  a  sword,  with  the  motto,  DroU  en  avant—o,  ring 
that  had  been  long  in  my  family,  and  which  we  valued  highly, 
because  there  is  a  terrible  story  attached  to  it.  He  won  it  from 
me,  however,  at  play,  when  I  madly  staked  and  was  stripped 
of  everything." 

"And  what  is  this  story,  if  I  may  inquire  1'*  asked  Wedderburn. 

"  It  belong[s  to  the  old  days  when  duelling  was  alike  a  passion 
and  a  vice  with  the  French,  who  carried  it  almost  to  a  pitch  of 
insanity  \  and  if  it  while  a  little  of  this  time,  which  we  find  so 
irksome  m  Varna,  I  care  not  if  I  relate  to  you  the  affair,  a» 
illustrative  of  the  days  of  our  grandfathers — in  France  at  least." 

"  Bon  I  tr^  bon  !  Agreed !  very  good  !  Fire  away  I  Colonel," 
said  several  voices  in  French  and  English;  and  after  more 
wine  and  cigars  had  been  brought,  the  Colonel  related  the 
following  stwy. 


CHAPTER   Lir. 

THE    DUEL    A    MOET. 

"  Louis  XV.  of  France  died  in  1765.  It  was  in  the  year  pre- 
ceding that  event  that  my  grand-uncle,  Louis  De  la  Fosse, 
whose  ring  that  man  Chesters  now  wears,  fought  the  famous 
duel  I  am  about  to  relate  to  you  ;  but  prior  co  doing  this,  I  must 
g^o  a  little  way  back  into  the  history  of  himself,  and  that  of  tbe 
time,  now  some  ninety  years  ago. 

"  My  family  is  of  Languedoc,  and  for  several  genwations  we 
have  resided  near  Montpellier ;  thus  it  chanced  that  when  my 
great-uncle  Louis  was  a  student  attending  the  Royal  College 
Uiere,  he  became  acquainted  with  a  youui  named.  Ren^e  da 
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Taillevant  De  I'lsle,  from  Provence,  and  a  friendship  sprung 
up  between  them.  The  circumstance  of  Louis*  only  sister 
Henriette,  a  beautiful  blonde,  being  not  indisposed  to  view  the 
handsome  Renee— for  Renee  was  so — ^with  lavour,  conduced 
greatly  to  cement  this  regard ;  and  at  the  house  of  Louis  most 
of  the  spare  time  of  Renee  was  spent,  when  studies  were  over. 

"  Both  lads  were  destined  for  the  army  ;  every  gentleman  of 
good  family  in  France  took  a  turn  of  military  service  then,  in 
some  fashion,  with  the  Mousquetaires,  the  Lme,  or  as  a  volun- 
teer j  and  knowing  that  the  time  would  come  when  they  should 
be  mexorably  separated,  their  friendship,  the  spontaneous 
growth  of  two  generous  and  affectionate  hearts,  of  similarity  of 
taste  and  thought,  was  all  the  stronger. 

"  They  had  gone  through  the  same  classes  at  college ;  they 
practised  together  the  use  of  the  sword,  and  soon  taught  each 
other  to  excel  all  their  companions  in  every  trick  of  the  science 
of  self-defence.  They  hunted  together  in  the  mountains,  boated 
together  on  the  Rhone,  and,  accompanied  by  Henriette,  had 
many  a  wild  gallop  among  the  beautiful  groves  of  olive  and 
mulberry  trees,  which  grow  there  in  much  luxuriance,  for 
Languedoc  is  one  of  France's  most  favoured  regions  ;  and  on 
these  occasions  the  fair  Henriette,  with  her  golden  hair  dressed 
ct  la  Marquise,  looked  like  a  beauty  by  Watteau,  in  her  riding- 
habit  of  griS'Oe-lin,  then  the  fashionable  colour.  I  have  seen 
her  portrait,  taken  then,  and  she  must  have  been  lovely,  though 
she  did  wear  the  stand-up  collar — ^the  collet-monte — of  the  time 
of  Louis  XIV.  to  please  ner  mamma,  who  was  somewhat  old- 
fashioned  in  her  tastes,  and  was  full  of  recollections  of  the 
brilliant  entertainments  she  had  seen  at  Marli 

*•  And  Ren^e  de  Tlsle  idolized  her ;  but  though  wealthy  and 
noble — ^for  in  those  days  people  made  a  great  fuss  about  their 
heraldry  ;  to  marry  was  to  get  a  coat  of  arms,  quartered,  im- 
paled, or  so  forth ;  now  we  are  thankful  if  we  marry  a  good 
monogram.  So  the  world  wags — trh  bonf  Well,  though 
wealthy  and  noble,  he  was  too  young  to  think  of  marriage,  and 
so  was  Henriette.  A  little  time,  and  they  shoidd  be  happy,  for 
they  were  betrothed  solemnly  in  the  church  of  Saint  rierre : 
but  that  little  time  was  to  be  spent  by  Ren^e  in  the  army ;  and 
one  mominff  which  brought  him  but  a  dubious  throb  of  excite- 
.ment  and  which  filled  Henriette's  heart  with  anguish,  he  found 
himself  appointed  a  sub-lieutenant  in  the  Regiment  of  Mazarin 
(the  64th  of  the  old  French  Line,  under  the  monarchy),  as  a 
letter  from  the  Minister  of  War,  Lieutenant-General  the  Due 
de  Choiseul,  informed  him.  So  now  Damon  and  Pythias  were 
to  be  separated.    The  days  of  their  joy  were  to  terminate. 

"  The  lovers  were  impmsive  and  young ;  so  their  hearts  were 
wrung  with  sorrow  at  parting.    Henriette  gave  Ren^  a  white 
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scarf  embroidered  by  her  own  bands  with  blue  nonpareille,  a 
narrow  ribbon  then  much  used  by  ladies  in  decorating  silk  or 
velvet,  and  weeping  as  if  her  heart  would  break,  she  placed  it 
round  hiTn  and  then  sank  into  the  arms  of  her  mother. 

" '  Oh,  Henriette,  cease  to  weep  thus.  Your  life  was  never 
made  for  sorrow,*  murmured  Kenee,  as  he  hung  over  her  pale 
face.  *  It  should  be  all  love,  kisses,  and  sunshine ;  and  such 
shall  it  be,  my  beloved,  when  in  two  years  I  return.' 

^^  Ah,  mon  Dim  !  two  years !'  she  exclaimed,  and  woiild  not 
be  comforted  ;  for  two  years  seemed  a  long,  long  time  indeed 
to  look  forward  to. 

"While  Ren^e  for  a  time  could  feel  no  military  ardour, 
even  while  contemplating  himself  by  the  aid  of  his  mother's 
great  crystal-framed  mirror  in  the  white  uniform,  the  scarlet 
vest,  and  gold-bound  hat  of  the  Regiment  of  Mazarin,  he  strove 
to  comfort  himself  by  remembering  that  in  the  scene  before 
him  the  term  of  probation  would  soon  glide  away. 

"  But  he  could  think  only  of  Henriette,  her  tears  and  her  fair 
beauty,  her  love  and  her  promises  of  fidelity,  and  while  posting 
away  to  the  frontier  of  Germany,  he  longed  to  be  again  as  he 
had  been,  a  happy  boy  in  the  woods  of  Languedoc,  conning 
over  with  Henriette  the  charming  story,  *La  Belle  au  Bois 
dormant,'  and  others,  before  they  learned  to  relish  the  writing^- 
of  Scuderi,  Mademoiselle  de  la  Fayette,  and  the  Countess 
d'Auneuil.  So  they  parted,  but  looked  forward  to  the  coming 
time  when  they  could  marry,  and  be  happy  for  all  the  days  of 
their  lives,  as  the  old  stories  have  it. 

**  The  following  month  the  tears  of  Henriette  flowed  afresh, 
for  her  only  brother,  Louis  De  La  Fosse,  was  appointed  to  the 
Regiment  of  Languedoc,  which  was  the  53rd  of  the  old  Line, 
prior  to  the  Revolution  of  1792  ;  but  though  the  numbers  of 
their  respective  corps  were  so  near,  the  friends  were  placed  far 
apart ;  for  while  Ren^e  was  doing  duty  on  the  banks  of  the 
JKhine,  Louis  was  sent  to  broil  in  Martinique  for  two  years. 

"  In  aU  that  time  he  never  heard  of  Ren^e,  and  but  seldom 
of  his  own  family.  In  those  days  there  were  no  steamers,  no 
telegraphic  wires  or  deep  sea  cables  ;  and  the  letters  of  those 
who  were  separated  became  indeed  as  the  visits  of  angels,  few 
and  far  between. 

"  However,  the  famous  treaty  of  Paris,  by  which  France  lost 
Canada  and  Louisiana,  enabled  her  to  bring  home  great  num- 
bers of  her  troops  from  far  and  foreign  shores ;  thus  the  year 
1764  saw  the  Regiment  of  Languedoc  quartered  in  its  native 
province ;  and  as  it  marched  into  Montpellier  to  take  quarters 
m  the  strong  citadel  which  Louis  XI V.  had  built,  how  great 
was  the  joy  of  Louis  De  la  Fosse  to  find  the  Regiment  of 
Mazarin  drawn  up  to  receive  and  salute  it  with  all  the  honours 
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of  war,  bayonests  fixed  and  colours  flyinr ;  for  by  a  singular 
coincidence,  the  Mth  had  come  in  but  a  few  days  before  from 
the  Ehine. 
"  Mademoiselle  De  la  Fosse  had  been  taken  to  Paris  by  her 

Earents,  as  her  health  had  been  delicate ;  but  the  two  young 
eutenants  speedily  met  and  renewed  their  friendship  amid 
the  same  scenes  where  it  had  first  grown  and  been  cemented, 
and  for  some  days  they  were  incessantly  together  before  they 
remembered  that  they  now  unfortunately  belonged  to  two 
regiments  which  had  long  been  rivals  in  camp,  field,  and  garri- 
son ;  and  following  up  some  absurd  feud,  old,  perhaps,  as  the 
latter  days  of  the  Cardinal,  from  whom  the  54th  was  named, 
had  fostered  an  unremitting  hatred,  which  was  apt  to  break  out 
between  the  officers  and  men  of  each  on  the  most  trivial  occa- 
sions. Such  feuds  were  but  too  common  then  in  the  French 
service,  and  officers  of  hostile  corps  would  fight,  whenever  they 
met,  upon  the  least  imaginary  affront,  even  a  glance,  though 
when  out  of  uniform  they  were  the  best  friends  in  the  world. 

"The  53rd  had  been  raised  in  Languedoc  in  1672,  and  the 
Comte  de  Douglas  was  its  Colonel  at  the  time  of  our  story. 
The  54th  had  been  raised  the  year  after,  and  was  commanded 
by  the  Marshal  Due  de  Mazann.* 

"The  friends  knew  of  this  spirit  of  folly,  but  it  was  nothing 
to  them  ;  they  would  soon  be  orothers,  they  loved  each  other 
dearlv,  and  would  never  do  otherwise.  One  evening  they  had 
dined,  together  at  the  Flewr  (V Amour ^  a  cabaret  in  the  Place 
du  Peyron,  a  promenade  outside  the  city,  and  as  they  sat  at  the 
open  windows,  which  from  the  lofty  terrace  enabled  them  to 
survey  all  the  old  familiar  views,  their  hearts  swelled  with 
happiness,  and  they  grasped  each  other's  hands. 

"^  Pe%te  r  exclaimed  Ken^e,  *  but  this  ispleasanter  work  than 
lying  on  out  picket  before  Frankfort !' 

"  *  True,  Renee,  mon  ami*  responded  Louis.  *  When  looking 
down  as  we  do  on  dear  old  Montpellier,  with  all  its  quaint,  old- 
fashioned  streets,  and  the  groves  and  vineyards  of  our  beautiful 
Languedoc,  spreading  yonder  far  away  even  to  the  I^enees, 
the  blue  Mediterranean  in  the  distance,  dotted  with  white  sails, 
it  seems  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday  that  we  trudged  together 
to  college,  with  Livy,  Horace,  Juvenal,  and  Euclid  in  our 
satchels,  and  yet  thousands  of  miles  of  ocean  have  rolled  between 
us  since  then,  and  I  have  been  among  the  Caribbean  Isles,  have 
seen  the  green  savannahs  of  Martinique,  and  the  lightning  of  a 
tropical  tempest  play  round  the  summit  of  Mont  Pelee  !' 

"  *  Morbleu  !  but  yesterday  indeed,  and  yet  an  age  since  we 
saw  Henriette — our  Henriette,  Louis  !' 

"  *  Let  us  be  happy  in  the  hope  of  seeing  her  soon ;  and 
^  *<  Lifte  Hiitorique  dof  Troupes  de  Franco." 
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meantime,  let  us  have  a  little  turn  at  piquet,  for  here  comes 
Gostave  Lapierre  of  ours,  a  horrid  quarrelsome  fellow,  with 
whom  we  had  better  have  nothing  to  do/ 

^  So  they  seated  themselves  at  piquet  just  as  Lapierre,  a  tall 
thin,  and  swaggering  looking  officer,  with  his  triangular  cocked 
hat  very  much  over  one  eye,  his  left  hand  planted  on  the  hilt 
of  his  sword,  the  fingers  of  his  right  twirling  his  moustache, 
entered  the  room,  bowed  to  De  la  Fosse,  gave  a  supercilious 
glance  at  the  face  of  Ken^e  and  the  uniform  of  the  54th,  and 
with  a  loud  and  imperious  voice,  ordered  wine  and  the '  Gazette 
Francaise.' 

"  iCenee  felt  his  face  flush,  but  he  affected  to  attend  to  his 
game,  and  he  and  his  friend  played  for  small  sums,  as  neither 
of  them  ever  gambled  ;  but  Kenee  being  annoyed  by  the  pre- 
sence and  general  bearing  of  Lapierre,  played  ill,  and  the  run 
of  the  carcb  went  in  favour  of  Louis,  who  won  every  game. 

" '  Pardonnez  moi,  Louis,'  said  Renee,  laughing ;  'but  how 
is  it  possible  that  you  always  win  so  ] ' 

"  *  In  what  way  V 

"  *  Contriving  always  to  have  such  excellent  hands.* 

"  *  No  contrivance  at  aU,  my  dear  Renee ;  'tis  chance ;  but 
keep  your  temper.' 

** '  Could  I  lose  it  with  you,  Louis,  when  your  voice  and  eyes 
80  remind  me  of  Henriettel' 

" '  Well,  cease  to  think  so  much  of  her,  and  the  next  game 
perhaps  may  be  in  your  favour,'  said  Louis,  laughing. 

**  *  H^las  non  1*  sighed  Ren6e,  and  again  Louis  laughed,  for  he 
won,  and  then  they  separated  with  an  arrangement  to  meet  on 
the  morrow.  De  I'lsle  repaired  to  his  quarters  in  the  citadel, 
while  De  la  Fosse  took  his  horse  and  rode  off  to  his  father's 
chateau,  which  stands  on  the  road  to  Nismes,  and  is  still  a 
fine  old  place,  though  it  was  sorely  battered  ana  burned  by  the 
Huguenots  in  1622. 

"Lapierre  had  b^n  an  attentive  listener  to  all  that  had 
passed ;  the  imprudent  jest  of  Ren^e  at  losing  so  often,  the 
jocular  hint  at  unfair  plav,  and  Louis's  laughing  advice  that  he 
should  *  keep  his  temper.  Repairing  straight  to  the  citadel,  he 
gathered  a  few  of  the  quarrelsome  spirits  of  the  53rd  about 
him,  and  to  them  he  retailed  the  story,  but  in  such  a  manner 
that  tibie  whole  affair  took  the  tone  of  an  affront  passed  upon 
the  corps,  through  the  regimental  antagonism  of  tne  54th,  and 
he  was  deputea  to  represent  to  De  la  Fosse  that  he  must 
*  demand  immediate  satisfaction  alike  for  the  sake  of  his  own 
honour  and  that  of  the  Reeiment  of  Lan^edoc.' 

**  Louis  was  inexpressibly  shocked  when  he  heard  how  the 
matter  was  likely  to  turn,  and  felt  inclined  to  pass  his  sword 
through  the  body  of  the  meddlesome  regimental  bully  who  so 
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smilingly  confronted  him ;  but  that  would  not  have  mended 
the  aflfair,  though  it  might  have  benefited  society,  as  Lapierro 
was  a  professional  duemst,  and  had  killed  and  wounded  many 
men,  by  a  peculiar  feint  followed  by  a  thrust,  of  which  he  idone 
was  master. 

**  *  Come,  come,  comrade,  you  must  have  him  out  and  kill  him, 
or  we  shall  be  otUged  to  call  out  every  officer  of  his  corps  in 
succession,  and  give  them  their  satLce  Mohert  to  perfection.* 

"  Louis  knew  that  this  was  meant  by  LapieiTe  as  a  sneer  at 
the  family  of  Ren6e,  who  was  descended  from  Taillevant,  Master 
of  the  Kitchen  to  Charles  VIL  of  France,  for  whom  he  invented 
no  less  than  seventeen  different  sauces  ;  so  the  remarl^  which 
might  have  made  him  laugh  at  another  time,  inflamed  him  with 
passion  at  the  speaker. 

"  *  Beware.  Gustavo  Lapierre,'  said  he,  *  for  if  I  am  taunted 
to  fight  my  aearest  friend — which  cannot  be  thought  of — ^I  shall 
fight  with  you  next.' 

"  *  Perhaps  that  cannot  be  thought  of  either^*  sneered  the 
other,  with  a  contemptuous  glance  of  his  grey-green  eyes,  which 
were  totally  destitute  of  lashes ;  '  but  as  you  please ;  I  shall 
lay  before  the  corps  your  doubts  and  scruples  in  this  matter, 
and  we  shall  solve  them  for  you,  aprea  la  mode  Frangaise,' 

"  *  Dare  you,  Monsieur,  impugn  my  courage  V 

"  'It  seems  I  must;  but  the  omission  of  that  in  your  com- 
position is  a  little  oversight  on  the  part  of  Providence  for  which 
you  are  in  no  way  to  blame,'  sneered  the  other. 

"  *  Sangdieu,  but  I  will  kill  you,  Lapierre  T' 

"  *  You  may  try;  but  you  must  first  kill  this  Ren^e  Taillevant 
De  risle.' 

"  Knowing  but  too  well  where  all  this  tended,  and  aware  of 
the  fashion  of  the  time,  Louis  at  once  sought  out  his  friend,  in 
a  state  of  mind  most  difficult  to  describe. 

"  Duelling,  I  have  said,  was  then  alike  a  passion  and  a  vice 
in  French  society ;  so  it  was  carried  to  a  pitch  of  ferocious 
madness  in  the  army.  Louis  XV.,  and  the  two  Louises  his 
predecessors,  had  issued  many  an  edict  in  vain  against  it,  but 
the  r^e  for  fighting,  wounding,  and  killing  by  the  sword  con- 
tinued, though  not  quite  so  bad  as  in  the  time  of  Henry  IV., 
during  whose  reign,  as  Lomenie  records,  no  less  than  four 
thousand  French  gentlemen  perished  in  single  combat ;  and  by 
the  civil  law  of  France,  as  it  existed  in  1764,  the  period  referred 
to,  *  the  body  of  a  person  slain  in  a  duel  was  ordained  to  be 
dragged  through  the  streets  on  a  sledge,  and  refused  Christian 
bunal ;'  but  there  were  ways  and  means  for  evading  this  ordi- 
nance, as  we  shall  see  in  the  end. 

"  With  sorrow  and  horror  in  their  hearts,  and  with  tears  in 
their  eyes,  they  found  themselves  compelled  to  take  their  swords 
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and  repair  to  a  solitary  part  of  the  old  rampart  that  girds 
Montpellier,  and  there,  in  presence  of  Gustave  Lapierre  and 
several  officers  of  both  regiments,  they  threw  off  their  white 
miiforms,  and  engaged  in  their  shirt  sleeves,  each  as  he  did  so 
seeking  only  to  be  wounded,  rather  than  to  wound,  and  to  avoid 
meeting  the  glance  of  the  other. 

"  '  Guard,  Louis — oh,  mon  Dieu— guard !'  exclaimed  De  Plsle. 

" '  Guard  you,  Ren6e ;  cover  yourself  well,'  replied  De  la 
Fosse. 

"  '  Enough  of  compliments — enough  of  griefs,'  said  Lapierre, 
scornfully ;  *  fall  on,  like  French  gentlemen  /' 

** '  Would  it  were  with  thee  '.'exclaimed  both  together. 

"  '  I  am  at  your  service,  Messieurs,  this  affair  once  over.' 

"  In  the  peculiar  manner  they  fought,  they  each  received  a 
sufficient  number  of  flesh  wounds  with  the  sword's  point  to 
have  satisfied  even  the  artificial  scruples  of  the  spectators,  and 
actually  to  disable  themselves  from  continuing  the  conflict 
longer,  for  that  day  at  least.  So  they  separated  and  retired 
eaca  to  his  quarters. 

"  The  moment  that  Ren^e  had  his  wounds  dressed  he  pre- 
sented himseK  before  the  senior  officers  of  his  regiment ;  but 
they  one  and  all  turned  their  backs  upon  him,  with  the  taunt 
tliat  he  'had  h^en  forced  to  fight' 

"  *  In  the  name  of  God  and  St.  Denis,  what  more  must  we 
do  V  asked  Ren^e,  in  utter  bewilderment. 

"  *  Fight  till  one  is  killed  on  the  spot,  or  be  for  ever  disgraced 
among  us  as  a  couple  of  poltroons  1' 

"  '  He  and  you,  and  all  of  you  who  would  say  so  are  liars  and 
pitiful  capitames  /'  cried  Renee,  transported  with  rage ;  but  their 
insulting  laughter  rang  in  his  ears  as  he  quitted  the  citadel,  and 
again  sought  the  presence  of  his  friend. 

*'  In  the  distraction  of  their  minds,  they  resolved  that  they 
should  meet  again  on  the  morrow,  rush  simultaneously  upon 
each  other's  swords  and  die  together ! 

"  Early  next  morning,  Louis  De  la  Fosse  was  seated  in  the 
library  of  the  chateau,  writing  a  farewell  letter  to  his  parents 
and  to  Henriette,  when  the  latter  suddenly  appeared  by  his 
side.  Accompanied  by  her  old  nurse,  she  had  preceded  their 
father  and  mother,  who  had  loitered  in  Montpellier  ;  but  she 
had  heard  that  with  which  the  whole  city  was  ringing,  that  her 
affianced  husband  had  insulted  her  brother;  that  they  had 
fought  and  were  to  fight  again. 

"  Fear  was  in  her  face,  but  in  her  eyes  were  mingling  a  gleam 
of  anger  with  the  light  of  love,  for  she  idolized  her  brother 
Her  eyes  were  beautifully  set,  with  a  half  droop  in  the  lids  that 
gave  them  great  sweetness  and  softness,  though  her  short  upper 
Up  and  shiselled  nostrils — it  is  a  great  word  "  chiselled,"  and  I 

Digitized  by  ^JKJKJ^VK^ 


290 


LADY  WEDDEEBXTKN'S  WISH. 


don't  know  how  we  should  ever  get  on  without  it— told  of  spirit 
and  will  and  high  breeding  too. 

"  '  Oh,  Louis !  after  our  separation,  what  a  meeting  is  thia  for 
us  all  r  she  exclaimed  piteously. 

"  *  Then  you  have  heard  all,  my  sister  V 

*"  *  Yes ;  that  you  have  quarrelled- have  fought,  and  hate  each 
other  so  that  though  covered  with  bloodv  bandages,  you  are  to 
light  again.  Oh,  Louis,  my  brother  1  tell  me  in  pity  can  such 
things  be  V 

"  *  You  have  but  come  in  time,  sister,  to  see  me  before  I  die ; 
for  Henee  and  I  have  sworn,  hand  in  hand,  not  to  survive  each 
other/ 

"  *  Oh,  this  is  a  madness !' 

"  *  It  is  the  crime  of  others,  Henriette.' 

"  Then  he  told  her  how  they  were  situated ;  how  the  supposed 
quarrel  and  the  duel  had  been  forced  upon  them  by  the  insane 
suggestion  of  a  barbarous  code  of  honour ;  and  a  great  horror 
came  over  the  heart  of  the  girl,  for  she  knew  that  the  matter  was 
irremediable,  and  she  clung  to  his  breast  and  wept  in  a  paroxjrsm 
of  tf rief  and  despair ;  till  at  last  the  fatal  hour  approached  when 
he  had  to  tear  himself  awjiy,  and  leave  her. 

"  '  Farewell,  Henriette,  my  sister,  my  sweet  pet-bird  I  It  is 
dreadful  indeed  to  die  so  soon,  and  by  dear  Een6e's  hand  too : 
but  you  shall  see  us  again,  and  pray  over  us,  when  all  is  ended. 

"  Alas  !  though  she  could  not  foresee  it,  even  that  melancholy 
ofBce  was  denied  her. 

**  To  be  brief,  they  met  again  upon  the  ramparts,  when  all 
the  officers  of  both  regiments  were  present,  those  oi  each  corps 
eyeing  the  others  with  hostility,  malevolence  and  exultation. 
The  morning  was  cold  and  grey,  not  a  bit  of  blue  was  visible  in 
the  sky  ;  the  sun,  as  he  rose  from  the  waters  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean, was  shrouded  in  dun  and  sombre  coloured  haze,  and 
the  wind  came  in  fitful  gusts  and  sighed  mournfully  through 
the  embrasures  of  the  old  rampart  The  two  friends  were 
deadlv  pale,  their  eyes  were  bloodshot,  their  handsome  and 
usually  cheerful  faces  wore  an  expression  of  intense  sadness, 
for  each  felt  himself  forced  into  the  commission  of  a  dreadful 
crime,  against  which  all  his  nature  revolted.  They  moved  with 
difficulty  too,  for  their  limbs  were  stiffened  by  the  wounds  of 
yesterday. 

"  The  words  to  'guard'  and  'engage'  were  given  byLapierre, 
and  with  half-closed  eyes  they  rushed  upon  each  other's  swords, 
and  both  fell  at  the  same  instance,  each  pierced  by  a  dreadful 
wound. 

"  A  cry  of  mingled  agomr  and  anguish  escaped  Ren^ ;  but 
from  the  quivering  lips  of  Louis  De  la  Fosse  tliere  came  not  a 
sound.    He  was  pierced  through  the  heart  I 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  DUEL  A  MOET.  29 1 

"  Wliile  Tvritliiag  himself  forward  to  embrace  his  dead  friend, 
Eenee,  whose  wound  was  perilously  near  the  left  lung,  was 
lifted  up  and  borne  away  by  some  officers  of  the  54th  to  the 
house  of  a  surgeon,  where  he  was  kept  in  concealment  for 
three  months,  till  his  wound  was  cured  so  far  that  he  could  fly 
and  escape  the  civil  authorities.  But  to  prevent  the  latter  from 
putting  m  execution  the  final  disgrace  of  the  law  upon  the  dead 
body  of  Louis  De  la  Fosse,  the  officers  of  the  53rd  threw  it 
into  a  hole  which  they  had  ready  dug  for  the  purpose ;  and 
round  that  hideous  grave  they  stood  in  a  ring,  with  their  swords 
drawn,  till  the  remains  were  almost  utterly  consumed  by  quick- 
lime, so  that  the  sentence  I  have  quoted  elsewhere  could  not 
by  any  possibility  be  put  in  force  upon  them  ;  but  prior  to 
their  destruction  thus,  Lapierre  drew  from  his  victim  s  finger 
the  onyx  ring  to  which  I  have  referred.  My  father  wore  it  for 
his  lifetime  and  then  transmitted  it  to  me. 

*'  Ren^e  De  Tlsle  fled  from  Montpellier  in  the  night,  and 
perished  of  want  in  Spain  ;  and  so  ended  this  most  barbarous 
tragedy  1" 

"  And  Mademoiselle  De  la  Fosse ;  what  became  of  her  ?" 
asked  Cyril,  whom  the  little  love  bit  of  the  story  interested. 

**  More  like  a  heroine  of  romance  than  of  real  life,  she  never 
married  ;  but  on  proving  her  eight  quarters  of  nobility  became 
a  Chanoinesse  in  the  chapter  of  Ste.  Marie,  and  lived  to  be  a 
very  old,  and,  notwithstanding  her  brilliant  beauty  in  youth,  a 
very  ugly  woman.  Often  have  I  sat  upon  her  knee  in  my 
infancy,  for  I  was  a  great  pet  of  hers^  and  she  loved  me  most 
perhaps  for  bearing  the  name  of  Louis.  She  died  so  lately  as 
1818,  when  Louis  aVIII.  was  kin^  of  France." 

Bv  the  time  the  story  of  Colonel  De  la  Fosse  was  ended,  the 
sliriJi  trumpets  of  the  Zouaves  and  the  brass  drums  of  tiie 
French  Lifantry  had  been  giving  warning  that  the  time  was  at 
band  when,  without  reference  to  rank,  all  should  be  in  camp  or 
quarters;  so  the  Bestaurant  de  VArmJee  d' Orient  began  to 
empty  fast,  as  each  visitor  departed  to  the  place  d^armes  or 
kead-quarters  of  his  regiment.  As  that  of  De  la  Fosse  (the 
34th)  lay  encamped  on  the  side  of  Varna  nearest  to  the  British 
lines,  Cyril,  Horace,  and  he,  rode  off  together  leisurely,  just  as 
the  soft  and  very  brief  twilight  began  to  close  over  uie  flat 
shore,  the  most  unpicturesque  city,  with  its  four  flat  leaden 
domes,  and  the  sea  of  white  tents  that  spread  over  the  plain  to 
the  westward  of  it    ^ 

"  By  Jove  l"  exclaimed  Horace,  "  there  is  our  Captain  of 
Zouaves  again !" 

"  Where  r  asked  De  la  Fosse,  sharply,  as  he  reined  up  his 
horse. 
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*'  Coming  from  among  the  tents  of  Omar  Pasha's  people." 

"And  he  is  not  riding  towards  the  lake  of  Devna,  where  the 
1st  Zouaves  are  nnder  canvas,  but  quite  in  an  opposite  direction." 

"At  a  devil  of  a  pace  too,    added  CyriL 

"  Let  us  follow  him.  There  is  something  in  all  this  I  don't 
like ''  said  the  French  colonel. 

Skirting  the  camp,  and  riding  under  the  concealment  of  a 
long  grove  of  olives,  they  followed  him  at  a  short  distance,  as 
they  thought  unseen ;  but  on  clearing  the  OToup  of  trees  they 
could  perceive  that  he  had  urged  his  little  Tartar  horse  almost 
to  racing  speed,  and  was  riding  fast  towards  the  sea. 

As  the  brief  twilight  passed  away,  and  darkness  closed  over 
the  flat  landscafje,  they  lost  all  trace,  but  still  rode  on  in  the 
hope  of  overtaking,  or  perhaps  meeting  him  when  returning ; 
and  after  continumg  this  vague  pursuit  for  some  miles,  they 
found  themselves  on  a  lonely  part  of  the  sea  coast  some  seven 
or  eight  miles  from  Varna,  and  near  the  port  of  Baldjik,  where 
no  sound  broke  the  silence  but  the  dash  of  the  waves  as  they 
rolled  on  the  shingle. 

"  Well,  Messieurs,"  said  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  "we  have  had 
a  bootless  gallop." 

"But  see — there  is  some  signal !"  exclaimed  Cyril. 

About  a  mile  from  them,  in  the  very  direction  they  had  come 
from,  a  small  blue  light  was  suddenly  burned  for  a  second  or 
two,  but  close  to  the  shore  ;  another  light  upon  the  water 
responded,  and  then  came  the  half-muffled  sound  of  oars  in  the 
rowlocks  distinctly  over  the  surface  of  the  sea.  Then  all 
became  still  but  the  dull  clang  of  their  horses*  hoofs,  as  the  trio 
galloped  along  the  sands  to  where  the  mysterious  lights  had 
shone. 

Alone  on  the  shore,  with  ears  drooping,  stood  the  little  Tartar 
horse,  minus  saddle,  bridle,  and  holsters;  a  scarlet  Zouave 
turban  and  blue  Zouave  jacket  lay  near ;  and  about  two  miles 
at  sea,  but  visible  nevertheless,  was  a  large  lugger  or  small 
schooner—which  you  will— with  all  her  canvas  spread,  standing 
away  to  the  north-east  out  of  the  Gulf  of  Baba,  as  if  heading 
for  that  portion  of  the  Black  Sea  which  runs  towards  the  Isth- 
mus of  rerecop,  in  the  rear  of  Sebastopol,  before  which  the 
British  fleet  lay. 

"Death  and  the  devil !"  exclaimed  the  French  colonel,  "  we 
have  had  a  spy  among  us ;  but  the  fellow,  however  daring, 
overacted  his  part  of  Frenchman.  Ah,  morhleu  !  there  will  be 
no  need  for  me  to  visit  the  camp  of  the  1st  to-morrow ;  our 
friend,  *  the  Zouave  captain,'  is  m  yonder  craft,  with  all  the 
information  he  has  been  able  to  glean  up  in  and  about  Varna, 
and  a  few  hours  hence  will  lay  it  all  before  Prince  Mentschicoflf.' 

They  were  intensely  annoyed  to  find  that  he  had  escaped 
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them  ;*  but  regrets  were  useless  now.  Wedderburn  and  Ka- 
momie  returned  to  their  camp  in  the  Vale  of  Aladyn,  bidding 
farewell  to  De  la  Fosse  en  route  ;  but  the  information  he  had 
given  in  the  restaurant  proved  to  be  quite  correct ;  for  the  5th 
of  September  saw  the  long  lines  of  tents  struck  on  the  plain-^ 
the  charnel-house — of  Varna,  the  great  armament  embarked 
for  the  Crimea,  and  the  smoke  of  the  steamers  alone  visible 
from  the  ramparts  when  the  sun  set  on  the  shores  of  the  Black 
Sea. 


CHAPTER    LIIL 

THE  ALMA. 

Wb  have  small  space  for  much  detail  of  the  Crimean  War,  and 
so  shaU  confine  ourselves  chiefly  to  the  personal  adventures  of 
our  dramatic  peraonoe  there.  But  it  seems  strange  to  think 
how  after  the  lapse  of  a  very  few  years  the  terrors,  the  tears, 
the  sufferings,  and  the  glory  incident  to  that  campaign,  are 
already  half  forgotten,  and  me  whole  seems  but  as  a  tale  that 
is  told  !  Yet  great  were  the  endurance,  steady  the  discipline, 
and  noble  the  heroism  of  those  who  followed  Kaglan,  our  one- 
armed  veteran,  to  the  field :  and  there  were  men  of  all  ages  in 
his  army,  from  those  white-haired  warriors  who  like  hmiself 
had  seen  the  night  of  horrors  at  Badajoz,  and  the  corpse-strewn 
plains  of  Vittoria  and  Waterloo,  down  to  the  fair-cheeked  boy- 
ensigns  fresh  from  school ;  for  when  the  death-lists  of  the 
Crimea  appeared,  many  a  name  therein  was  recalled  with  pride 
and  sorrow  in  the  class-rooms  and  playgrounds  of  Eton,  Har- 
rowj  and  Rugby. 

Yes,  it  is  indeed  all  as  a  tale  that  is  told— the  ni^ht  of  our 
landing  at  Eupatoria,  when  without  tents  or  bag^^ge  sixty 
thousand  men  remained  on  the  bare  ground,  under  torrents  of 
rain,  thus  adding  fearfully  to  the  scourge  of  cholera  next  day ; 
the  march  towards  the  enemy  under  a  blazing  sun  ;  the  mad- 
dening thirst,  that  thousands  broke  their  ranks  and  rushed  to 
quencn  in  the  Bulganac  ;  the  skirmish  there  with  om  advanced 
guard ;  the  heights  of  Auna  bristling  with  cannon  and  bayo- 
nets ;  the  death  ride  of  *'  the  Six  Hundred"  at  Balaclava,  wnen 

•  The  episode  of  a  Bussian  spy  at  Yama  ^ras  not  without  a  parallel 
daring  the  siege.  *'  A  captain  of  Zouaves  was  observed  in  the  JEVench 
trenchtBa  for  the  last  four  or  five  days.  As  he  was  always  bothering  the  men 
working  at  their  guns,  the  officer  commanding  the  battery  called  out,  '  Who 
is  that  captain  of  Zouaves  that  is  interfering  with  my  men,  and  not  attending 
to  his  duty.'  The  fellow  appeared  confused,  and  the  men  began  *■  to  smell  a 
rat.'  He  jumped  over  the  works,  and  though  fired  upon,  got  sa  fely  into 
Sebaitopol." 
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cannon  blazed  in  front,  on  flank,  and  in  rear  of  them ;  that 
dull  November  morning,  when  amid  the  grey  mists  the  rumble 
of  the  Russian  artillery  was  heard  while  Meutschicoff  poured 
his  hordes  into  the  valley  of  Inkerman,  and  the  butchery 
of  our  wounded  there  and  in  the  quarries.  Then  came  the 
half -frozen  trenches  and  rifle  pits,  while  the  iron  voice  on  the 
grassy  slopes  of  the  Mamelon,  the  lines  of  the  Redan,  and  the 
mighty  batteries  of  Sebastopol,  was  never  still ;  and  though 
last,  not  least,  the  ghastly  horrors  of  the  great  hospital  at  Scutari  1 

On  the  morning  of  the  20th  September,  the  allied  army  was 
face  to  face  with  the  Russians,  led  by  Prince  Alexander  Ments- 
chicoff",  and  then  entrenched  on  the  heights  above  the  Alma,  a 
stream  which  rises  among  the  western  slopes  of  Crim-Tartary, 
and  falls  into  the  sea  twelve  miles  from  Sebastopol. 

Cyril  Wedderburn  had  been  on  active  service  before  in  India, 
but  this  was  to  be  Horace's  first  battle  ;  and  such  was  also  the 
case  with  most  of  the  young  subalterns  in  the  army. 

High  on  the  southern  bank  of  the  Alma  rises  a  ridge  of 
picturesque  rocks,  which  terminate  in  a  cliff  which  overhangs 
the  Euxine  :  in  the  ravines  of  these  rocks  grew  groves  of  turpen- 
tine and  other  trees,  many  of  which  had  been  felled  to  rorm 
ahattis  to  encumber  the  advance  of  our  troops.  The  Russian 
lines  were  formed  along  that  ridge,  two  miles  in  length,  and  by 
the  aid  of  field  glasses  their  flat  caps,  their  spiked  helmets, 
glittering  bayonets,  and  grey-coated  masses,  could  be  seen  as 
the  allied  columns  came  on.  Every  available  point  was  moimted 
with  cannon,  trenches  were  dug,  redoubts  and  breastworks 
thrown  up,  and  on  the  Kourgan^  HiU,  six  hundred  feet  above 
the  Alma,  to  protect  his  right,  Mentschicoff  had  constructed  an 
enormous  triangular  battery,  mounted  with  heavy  cannon  and 
24-pounder  howitzers.  There  too  was  the  great  Kazan  column 
with  the  holy  image  of  St.  Sergius,  and  also,  oddly  enough,  a 
train  of  carriages  full  of  ladies  from  Sebastopol  and  Bagtche 
Send,  "the  Seraglio  of  Gardens,"  waiting  to  see  the  defeat  of 
the  "  Island  curs,"  as  they  termed  the  Bntish,  whom,  strangely 
enough,  they  believed  to  be  chiefly  seamen. 

The  morning  of  the  Alma  was  a  lovely  one.  From  the  Black 
Sea,  where  our  steamers — their  smoke  ascending  high  into  the 
clear  air — were  creeping  in  shore  to  shell  the  Russian  left  there 
came  a  soft  breeze  that  played  along  the  slopes,  and  whirled  in 
wreaths  the  smoke  from  the  blazing  Tartar  village  of  Burlink. 
The  leaves  rustled  pleasantly  in  the  beautiful  groves  of  olive  and 
turpentine  trees,  and  a  peculiar  fragrance  that  filled  the  air 
came  from  the  leaves  of  a  little  aromatic  herb  (which  grew  there 
wild)  when  bruised  by  the  feet  of  the  marching  column,  or  the 
wheels  of  the  field  artillery.    Many  places  wer^  <?overed  witfc 
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OTangc-coloured  croctuses,  growing  thick  as  buttercups,  in  the 
fidds  at  home. 

"  It  was  now  that  after  forty  years  of  peace  the  great  nations 
of  Europe  were  once  more  meeting  for  battle  !" 

The  enemy  was  atlast  in  front— those  dark  grey  masses,  so  oftea 
spoken  of,  written  of,  and  thought  of— the  hordes  of  half-savage 
Kussia,  and  as  the  Fusileers  (under  Sir  Edward  Elton,  who  was 
mounted  on  his  black  barb  Vidette,  and  looked  every  inch  an 
English  soldier)  with  the  rest  of  their  division  halted,  the  altered 
demeanour  of  the  ofl&cers  and  men  became  apparent  to  them- 
aelves.  All  foolish  banter  and  idle  conversation  had  ceased. 
There  was  indeed  a  cessation  of  sound — a  kind  of  hush— over 
all  the  army,  save  when  the  neigh  of  a  horse,  or  the  clatter  of 
a  field-gun,  woke  the  echoes  of  the  rocks  in  front. 

No  man^  unless  a  fool,  goes  into  action,  especially  for  the 
first  time,  m  the  same  mood  of  mind  with  which  he  enters  a 
ball-room,  or  joins  a  dinner  party.  Decent  gravity  pervaded  the 
entire  ranks,  and  many  a  heart  was  doubtless  fillecl  with  prayer 
and  thoughts  of  home  and  loved  ones  far  away.  Now  and  then 
a  brotherly  emotion  of  anxiety  for  (>ril  occurred  to  Horace* 
Bamomie,  and  to  Cyril  for  him.  Which  might  survive  the 
day  to  speak  of  the  other  1  If  both  fell,  would  they  be  buried 
together  ] 

"  Bother  such  thoughts !"  muttered  Horace,  as  he  ventured  to 
light  a  cigar  in  rear  of  his  company. 

They  and  others  waxed  a  little  more  kind  in  their  bearing  to 
those  about  them  ;  and  one  or  two  who  had  small  coolnesses, 
shook  hands  or  bowed  and  smiled  in  passing.  Some,  like  Joyce 
the  married  captain,  leant  thoughtfully  on  their  swords  ;  and 
he,  poor  fellow,  was  thinking,  no  doubt,  of  the  two  little  faces 
he  had  last  seen,  side  by  side  and  asleep  in  the  dingy  room  at 
Chatham  barracks  on  the  morning  of  the  march. 

Sir  Edward  sat  motionless  on  his  horse,  till  an  aide-de-camp, 
passing  at  a  quick  trot— he  was  Nolan— the  gallant  and  heroic 
w  olan—  said — 

"  The  General  wishes  the  men  to  get  loose  their  cartridges. 
This,  Sir  Edward,  will  be  a  field  day  for  most  of  us  to  re- 
member." 

Elton  repeated  the  order ;  and  under  their  bearskin  caps  a 
grim  kind  of  smile  lit  up  the  faces  of  the  Fusileers,  as  they 
opened  their  pouches  and  loosened  the  ammunition  from  its 
packing  paper. 

In  losmg  Mary  Lennox,  life  had— for  a  time  at  least— lost 
much  of  its  charm  for  Cyril  Wedderbum  ;  and  somehow  on  this 
mominff  he  felt  as  if  danger  and  death  had  been  for  him 
divested  of  half  their  terrors ;  and  he  had  the  longing  desire  to  do 
that  which  rarely  falls  to  the  lot  of  those  of  subaltern  rank, 
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something  great  and  brilliant ;  something  that  would  make  hia 
famUy  and  friends— aye,  even  the  lost  Mary— proud  of  him  : 
yet  with  all  this  wild  enthusiasm  he  seemed  perfectly  cool  ana 
immoved. 

But  alas  for  poor  Cyril !  as  we  shall  see  in  the  sequel,  he 
longed  .and  hoped  in  vain  for  such  distinction  as  he  honestly 
coveted  I  And  he  looked  wistfully  at  the  armed  and  hostile 
heights  with  the  thought  that  it  would  be  hard  to  die  there 
wimout  leaving  his  mark  upon  the  world— some  footprint  "  on 
the  sands  of  Time/' 

"Breathless  and  exhausting  work  this  is,  gentlemen,"  said 
Sir  Edward  Elton,  taking  off  his  bearskin  to  cool  his  forehead, 
for  the  heat  was  intense,  and  the  troops  had  been  some  hours 
under  it 

"  It  suggests  vague  desires  of  iced  champagne,"  said  Jack 
Pro^m. 

"  Egad,  it's  mighty  glad  Fd  be  of  a  glass  of  pale  ale,  and  a 
pipefm  of  birdseye  or  cavendish,"  added  Beamish;  "but  here 
comes  a  Frenchman  who  has  been  on  some  final  mission  I  hope 
to  Lord  Raglan." 

"  Colonel  De  la  Fosse,  by  Jove !"  exclaimed  Horace,  as  that 
officer  trotted  past  the  British  lines.  *"  Good  morning,  Colonel — 
are  we  likely  to  come  to  blows  soon  V* 

"  Soon  enough,  it  may  be,  for  the  Russians  yonder,  Monsieur," 
replied  De  la  Fosse,  pausing.  "  The  moment  I  reioin  Bosquet 
the  attack  vnll  commence.  I  have  been  pretty  close  to  those 
Russian  fellows  already.  They  look  resolute  and  determined  ; 
but  what  of  that  %  We  shall  teach  them  that  to  win  glory  or  die 
in  the  field,  is  all  a  soldier  need  care  for." 

"  Well,"  said  old  Major  Singleton,  "  I  should  prefer  half-pay 
with  a  snug  pension  myself." 

"  Every  man  to  his  taste,  mon  camarade,"  replied  the  French- 
man gaily,  as  he  laughed  and  galloped  off  to  the  right,  of  which 
the  French  had  contrived  to  possess  themselves,  and  an  awkward  ' 
post  of  honour  they  might  liave  found  it,  close  by  the  sheer 
cliffs  which  overhung  the  Euxine,  had  they  been  defeated,  or 
had  the  British  left  been  turned. 

After  two  protracted  halts,  during  one  of  which  the  French 
division  of  Bosquet  coolly  cooked  their  coffee  and  made  a  com- 
fortable breakfast ;  and  after  two  consultations  between  Lord 
Raglan  and  Marshal  St  Amaud  (who  had  taken  the  field  in 
almost  a  dying  condition),  and  after  the  troops  had  been  irritated 
by  seeing  parties  of  Cossacks  scouring  the  ground  in  front 
while  the  flash  of  steel  could  be  seen  amid  the  olive  groves  ana 
breastworks  above  the  Alma,  and  at  times  a  Russian  standard 
brandished  as  if  in  defiance  of  the  lines  that  were  approaching, 
now  wheeling,  now  deploying,  extending  and  taking  ground  to 
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the  riglit  or  left— a  roar  of  musketry  far  away  on  the  riglit  flank 
announced  that  the  fiery  French  had  begun  the  attack,  and  were 
pouring  forward  in  impetuous  masses  under  a  terrible  shower  of 
missiles  of  every  kind.  These  masses  were  chiefly  the  fierce  and 
active  little  Zouaves,  flushed  with  their  victories  in  Africa,  and 
they  were  seen  to  swarm  up  the  heights  at  the  point  of  the 
bayonet,  in  their  blue  jackets  and  ba^y  red  breecnes,  till  they 
formed  in  two  lines,  and  with  a  truly  Trench  yell,  rushed  on  to 
close  with  the  enemy  1 

On  went  our  columns  to  close  with  them  too,  opening  fire  at 
half-past  one.  By  that  time,  the  cannon  shots  fell  thick  and 
fast  among  our  ranks.  Burstm^  at  times  in  mid  air,  the  shrill 
whistling  shells  fell  in  iron  snowers  among  them ;  others 
ripped  up  the  earth,  scattering  stones  and  splinters  on  every 
side.  Now  a  bullet  swept  past  unseen  with  a  deep  humming 
sound;  the  next  might  tear  a  man  in  two,  or  hurl  him  away, 
doubled  up  like  a  muslin  scarf ;  another  would  bury  itself  deep 
in  the  ranks,  making  a  lane  of  blood  and  death,  of  shrieks  and 
agony. 

**  The  slow  ping,  ping,  ping  of  those  Mini6  rifles— don't  at  all 
like  it,"  said  Probyn. 

"  Daresay  not,"  replied  Meredyth  Pomfret,  whose  face  was 
flushed  with  bojdsh  ardour  and  pride  in  carrying  the  Queen's 
colours.    "  But  why  particularly  so  1" 

"  It  is  such  deliberate  potting,  always  suggesting  that  every 
bullet  takes  a  human  Hf  e." 

"Well,  it  is  just  what  a  soldier's  work  is,"  replied  the  boy, 
bravely.    "  By  jingo ;  let  us  only  get  close  to  them !" 

The  burning  village  with  its  flaming  stack-yards  formed  the 
centre  of  the  British  position. 

To  the  right  of  it  the  41st  Welsh  and  the  49th  regiments 
forded  the  Alma  under  a  heavy  fire  from  the  Mini6  rifles  of  the 
Bussians  who  there  lay  ^mi^y  perdue  in  rear  of  some  vineyard 
walls,  over  which  the  purple  grapes  were  hanging  in  ripe  and 
heavy  clusters  !  while  on  the  left  of  Burliuk  the  whole  Light 
Division  under  old  Sir  George  Brown  (who  had  first  smelt 
powder  at  the  capture  of  Copenhagen  in  1807)  dashed  across 
the  stream  and  proceeded  to  storm  the  heights,  which  were  so 
steep  in  some  places,  that  in  several  instances  the  enemy's  bul- 
lets traversed  the  spinal  column,  as  they  were  shot  sheer  down 
upon  the  assailants. 

Cyril's  regiment  was  in  the  same  division  with  the  33rd,  the 
Welsh  Fusileers,  the  19th,  77th,  and  88th,  all  which  pressed  on 
with  such  fury  that  they  speedily  routed  the  Russian  riflemen 
out  of  the  vineyards,  carrymg  the  walls  at  the  point  of  the 
bayonet,  and  pushing  on  beyond  these,  a  few  only  pausing  at 
times  to  snatch  a  handful  of  those  grapes  which  proved  so  de« 
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licious  to  men  f iiriouslv  excited,  and  sorely  athirst,  after  th^ 
long  march  in  a  hot  and  breathless  morning. 

Waving  their  caps  and  swords  in  front,  their  officers  led  them 
on,  amid  tumidtuous  cheers. 

"  Forward,  the  Fusileers  1" 

"  Forward,  Twenty-third  I" 

"  On,  on— Nineteenth  and  Seventy-seventh  I" 

"  Forward,  forward !  aim  under  the  cross-belts." 

Such  were  the  cries  from  officers  and  men  on  all  hands,  as 
the  scarlet  tide  pressed  upward  ;  but  they  were  mingled  with 
many  a  shriek  and  groan,  for  the  Kussian  shot  fell  thick  as  hail, 
and  every  moment  the  dead  and  wounded  were  dropping  in  the 
ranks.  But  now  began  that  famous  up-hill  charge,  by  which 
the  field  was  won  ;  the  dark  Rifles  meanwhile  taking  the  hills 
in  flank,  as  coolly  as  if  at  drill  on  Chatham  Lines. 

The  supports  were  the  Duke  of  Cambridge's  Division  of 
Guards  and  Highlanders. 

Cyril  could  see  before  him  but  a  cloud  of  smoke,  amid  which, 
at  tmies  half  seen,  half  lost,  were  the  figures  of  Sir  George 
Brown,  on  a  grey  charger,  and  Sir  Edward  Elton,  on  his  black 
one.  A  shower  of  lead,  heavier  than  usual,  tore  through  the 
ranks  of  the  division.  Colonel  Chesters,  of  the  Twenty-third, 
and  eight  of  his  officers,  fell  almost  at  the  same  moment,  and 
their  brave  Welshmen  were  nearly  decimated.  Sir  Gkorge 
Brown  fell  amid  a  cloud  of  dust,  and,  for  a  moment,  it  was  sup- 
posed that  he  was  killed. 

The  Royal  Fusileers  then  wavered  for  a  moment,  but  re- 
formed,^ shoulder  to  shoulder,  as  Sir  George  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  again  led  on  the  whole.  The  first  of  Sir  Edward's  officers 
w|jo  fell  was  Captain  Joyce ;  a  bidlet  shattered  his  head  and 
liis  body  rolled  down  hill.  The  three  next  were  Bingham, 
Jack  Probyn,  and  young  Pomfret.  The  first  was  literaffy  cut 
in  two  by  a  round  shot ;  the  second  was  pierced  in  the  heart  by 
a  ball,  and  bounded  into  the  air  ere  he  fell  dead.  The  third 
had  the  standard-pole  splintered  in  his  hand  by  a  ball,  which  pene- 
trated his  breast,  and  he  was  left  behind  to  die  in  great  agony. 
Ned  Elton  snatched  the  colours  from  his  relaxed  hand  ;  but  m 
a  minute  after  he  too  fell,  a  leg  being  smashed  by  a  Mini6  bullet. 
Relief  after  relief  were  shot  under  that  fatal  colour ;  but  still 
the  human  tide  went  rolling  upward  and  onward,  cheering 
wildly  as  their  growing  enthusiasm  became  mingled  with  a  thirst 
for  vengeance,  and  a  longing  to  grapple  with  the  foe  I 

A  roar  as  of  thunder,  was  in  the  air,  and  a  hell  of  fire  seemed 
in  front  of  them. 

Meanwhile,  wounded  officers  and  men,  in  hundreds,  were 
being  borne  to  the  rear  by  bandsmen,  on  stretchers,  or  crawling 
to  the  river  side  to  quench  their  thirst—in  many  instances  the 
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thirst  of  tte  dying.  Though  nine  hundred  of  all  ranks  fell  on  the 
slope  of  the  great  redoubt,  amid  the  vineyards  and  the  peiilous 
abattis  of  trees ;  and  though  the  colours  of  the  Twenty-third 
Welsh  Fusileers  were  actually  planted  on  it,  and  the  Russians 
expelled  by  the  bayonet,  the  victory  was  not  vet  decided. 

From  a  higher  range  of  the  hills,  there  rushed  upon  our  now 
breathless,  blown,  and  shattered  troops,  a  heavy  double  column 
of  Russian  Infantry — the  regiments  of  Ouglitz  and  \1adimir ; 
one  wearing  flat  caps,  the  other  with  spike-helmets.  A  great, 
grey,  solid  mass,  they  came  on  with  equal  ardour  and  fury, 
strong  in  the  belief  of  the  conquest  which  the  Bisliop  of  Mos- 
cow had  predicted  would  accompany  the  image  they  bore — that 
of  St.  Sergius— a  hideous  idol  of  carved  and  painted  wood. 

It  was  then  that  the  British  ranks  began  to  waver,  and  even 
to  fall  back  a  little  way,  leaving  in  and  near  the  redoubt  several 
wounded,  who  were  mercilessly  bayonetted,  or  brained  by  the 
clubbed  muskets  of  the  Russians,  who,  in  some  instances,  hewed 
off  fingers  in  their  eagerness  to  possess  the  rings  of  those  they 
murdered. 

By  this  time,  no  less  than  nineteen  Serjeants  of  the  Thirty- 
third  had  perilled,  chiefly  in  defence  of  the  regimental  colours; 
and  most  fatal  would  the  temporary  repulse  have  been,  but  for 
the  re-advance  of  that  corps,  with  the  Fusileers  and  the  Guards 
and  Hi^fhlanders  of  the  Duke's  division,  when  the  conflict  was 
renewed  in  aU  its  fury. 

The  appearance  of  the  Highlanders,  in  their  strange  costume, 
as  their  prigade  advanced  in  successive  echelon  of  regiments, 
with  their  tartans  and  black  plumes  waving  in  the  wind,  seemed 
to  impart  some  superstitious  terror  to  the  Russians,  who  almost 
immediately  began  to  waver. 

A  close  and  deadly  volley  was  poured  upon  them.  No  sound 
in  particular  followed,  save  the  yells  of  the  wounded,  while  the 
Highlanders  "cast  about"  to  reload;  but  after  their  next  vol- 
ley, a  strange  rattling  was  heard,  as  tne  bullets  fell  fast  among 
the  tin  canteens  and  kettles  which  the  enemy  carried  outside 
their  knapsacks,  for  they  were  all  right-about-face  now.  Then 
a  cry — a  Uteral  wail  of  despair— came  from  them,  as  they  broke 
their  ranks  and  fled,  throwing  away  muskets,  packs,  caps,  and 
everything  that  might  impede  their  speed. 

Holy  Russia  was  no  longer  invincible !  "  The  Angel  of  Light 
had  departed  from  her,  and  the  Demon  of  Death  had  come !" 
Three  generals,  seven  hundred  prisoners,  and  about  seven 
hundred  and  fifty  of  their  wounded,  remained  in  our  hands, 
according  to  Mr.  Kinglake,  though  other  authorities  have  given 
them  as  many,  many  more. 

The  Heights  of  the  Alma  were  won ;  but  three  thousand 
tihree  hundred  of  the  Allies  lay  killed  and  wounded  on  their 
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green  slopes,  whicli  were  dotted  for  miles  by  spots  in  scarlet, 
blue,  or  grey— each  spot  a  human  corpse,  or  a  man  in  mortal 
agony  from  bayonet  or  gun-shot  wounds  ! 

Among  the  latter  was  Cyril  Wedderbum  ! 

At  the  very  moment  when  his  splendid,  but  sorely  cut-up 
regiment^  led  by  Sir  Edward  Elton,  was  rushing  with  the 
bayonet  m  pursuit  of  the  foe  beyond  the  Kourgan6  Hill,  he 
was  lying  near  the  river,  covered  with  blood  and  dust,  and  pre- 
senting a  piteous  spectacle.  On  two  crossed  muskets  he  nad 
been  borne  there,  to  have  his  maddening  thirst  quenched  and 
his  woundi  attended  to. 

When  the  troops  were  recoiling,  after  the  capture  of  the 
great  redoubt,  he  had  found  himself  close  to  Horace  Ramomie, 
who  was  endeavouring  to  assist  a  Eussiau  officer  of  rank,  as 
the  number  of  his  medals  and  stars  evinced,  and  who  was  lying, 
half  smothered,  under  his  dying  horse,  in  the  chest  of  which  a 
cannon-shot  was  imbedded. 

They  succeeded  in  dragging  him  out,  and  raised  him  to  his 
feet ;  but  the  barbarian — m  whom,  with  the  speed  of  thought, 
Cyril  recognised  the  spy  of  Varna,  the  pretended  Captain  of 
Zouaves— drew  a  revolver  from  his  belt,  and,  inspired  by  all 
the  terror  of  capture,  and  the  hatred  of  race  and  religion — for 
by  these  emotions  nis  face,  a  handsome  one,  was  quite  dis- 
torted-^he  fired  at  both  his  protectors,  and  retired  among  his 
advancing  men,  escaping  several  shots  that  were  sent  after  him 
by  the  exasperated  Fusileers. 

Horace  escaped  uninjured,  but  poor  CynL  had  his  left  arm 
wounded  by  one  ball,  while  another  penetrated  his  left  breast. 
He  sank  into  the  arms  of  his  kmsman,  who  uttered  a  cry  of 
mingled  rage  and  commiseration,  and  had  him  borne  to  the  rear 
by  two  of  the  band  :  but  he  could  do  no  more,  having  to  lead  his 
company,  of  which  ne  was  now  the  only  surviving  officer. 

By  this  time,  the  Turks  and  Frendi  were  in  full  pursuit  of 
the  enemy,  whose  last  efforts  were  a  few  faint  struggles,  and  a 
disorderly  and  scattered  fii*e.  Hereditary  hatred  and  religious 
rancour  alike  inspired  the  Turks,  whose  shrill  cries  of  "Allah, 
Allah  Hu  r  came  at  times,  ujjon  the  wind  ;  for  they  still  boast 
themselves  to  be  the  Assakiri  Mansurei  Mohamediyes — ^the 
"Victorious  troops  of  Mohamed,"  and  until  the  day  of  Balaclava 
they  hid  always  fought  with  honour. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

THE  21st  of  SEPTEMBEB. 

It  was  not  until  the  next  day  that  Horace  could  discover— and 
only  after  ^  long,  painful,  and  exciting  Bearch— where  hia 
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cousin  Cyril  was  lying,  and  had  lain  all  night,  in  extreme 
suffering  and  misery. 

The  night  after  the  storming  of  the  Kussian  intrenched  camp, 
Horace  slept  soundly— the  deep  sleep  of  that  utter  exhaustion 
consequent  to  intense  bodily  toil,  the  heat  of  the  march  before 
the  engagement,  and  over  exhaustion  of  the  mind.  He  did 
awake  once  or  twice,  to  see  around  him,  as  in  a  confused  dream, 
the  darkness  of  the  chilly  night,  and,  that  something  of  the 
picturesque  might  not  be  wanting,  groups  of  soldiers,  lying  or 
sitting,  and  smoking  or  chatting  round  nres  of  turpentine,  olive 
and  willow  trees,  of  Bussian  muskets  and  gun  carriages,  that 
flamed  hi^h  above  their  heads,  and  caused  the  piles  of  muskets 
to  glitter  in  light.  These  were  the  men  who,  but  a  few  hours 
before,  had  been  amid  all  that  wild  carnage,  and  were  now 
quietly  toasting  little  scraps  of  food  in  the  bmze  by  which  they 
warmed  themselves,  and  which  lit  up  their  bronzed  faces  with  a 
ruddy  glow,  and  displayed  their  vaned  and,  in  many  instances, 
torn  and  blood-stained  uniforms. 

Some  were  moaning  over  a  wounded  arm,  or  a  bloody  and 
recently  bandaged  stump,  which  they  rested  on  a  bed  of  branches, 
and  thousands  were  lying  about,  in  every  attitude  expressive  of 
exhaustion. 

So  most  of  the  army  passed  the  night  after  we  won  the  Alma  ; 
thouj^  some  who  were  less  worn  out  than  others  spent  it  in 
seeking  over  the  field  for  those  whom  few  or  none  could  help 
them  to  find. 

By  the  first  ray  of  dawn,  and  while  the  red  sun  was  rising 
above  those  hills  that,  on  one  side,  look  down  on  Simpheropol, 
and  on  the  other  overhang  the  windings  of  the  fatol  Alma, 
Horace,  with  a  few  of  the  Fusileers,  had  left  the  bivouac,  and, 
without  seeking  food  or  refreshment,  engaged  in  the  melancholy 
and  heart-rending  task  of  searching  over  the  field  for  his 
cousin,  Cyril  Wedderbum. 

The  two  bandsmen  by  whom  he  had  been  borne  away  had 
been  killed  subsequently,  and  no  one  could  say  where  they  had 
laid  him  down,  to  bleed  to  death  of  his  wounds,  too  probably. 

Horace  thought  sadly  of  the  many  fine  fellows  gone  for  ever 
— ^those  whose  faces  he  should  never  look  upon  again ;  Jack 
Probyn,  with  whom  he  had  played  so  many  keen  pimes  at 
billiards ;  Bingham,  whose  handsome  figure  and  winnmg  man- 
ner made  him  a  favourite  with  all  women;  Joyce,  poor  old 
Singleton  (tiie  man  with  the  secret  sorrow),  and  merry  little 
Meredyth  romfret,  who  was  such  a  first-rate  ''  bat."  and  so 
many  of  the  brave  rank  and  file  too.  He  was  full  of  depressing 
and  harrowing  thoughts. 

Unstripped  by  "  death-hunters,*'  or  a  plundering  peasantry 
(as  those  were  who  fell  in  the  wars  of  Wellington,  and  left  bare 
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and  ghastly  under  the  eye  of  heaven),  the  soldiers  here  were  all 
lying,  whether  dead  or  wounded,  fulljr  clothed  and  accoutred, 
just  as  the  shot  had  struck  them  down  in  their  ranks. 

Many  of  the  killed  lay  on  their  back,  with  their  arms  up- 
lifted, as  if  still  levelling  their  muskets,  in  all  the  cataleptic 
stiffness  which  so  often  results  from  gunshot  wounds.  "  The 
upstretched  arms  of  dead  men  were  ghastly  in  the  eyes  of  some ; 
others  thought  they  could  envy  the  soldier  released  at  last  from 
his  toil,  and  encountering  no  moment  of  interval  between  hard 
fighting  and  death."  And  over  this  scene  rose  the  cloudless 
sun  of  a  lovely  September  morning,  glowing  on  the  tender 
green  of  the  willow  and  olive  groves  tossing  their  leaves  in  the 
warm,  soft  breeze,  and  suggestive  of  delicious  tranquillity  rather 
than  the  carnage  of  war. 

The  unfortunate  braves  of  the  Welsh  Fusileers  lay  over  each 
other  literally  in  piles,  amid  dark  pools  of  blood,  in  which  the 
flies  were  battening  ;  and  wherever  the  cannon  shot  had  bowled 
in  their  deadly  career,  lay  bodies  without  legs,  or  heads,  or 
arms,  crushed-  rent,  and  torn  in  some  instances  out  of  all 
semblance  of  numanity ;  and  there  were  grey  haired  officers 
who  had  fought  in  other  lands,  in  India,  Persia,  and  Afghani- 
stan, lying  side  by  side  v^ith  our  poor  boy-subalterns,  slain  in 
all  tne  splendour  of  their  ^r«^  red  coat— fresh  from  school  and 
from  their  parents'  arms. 

Many  a  familiar  face  of  his  own  corps  was  seen  by  Horace  as 
he  passed  along,  but  they  were  pallid  and  still ;  no  glance  of 
recognition  came  back  from  the  fixed  and  glazed  eves;  no 
smile  was  on  the  open  marble  mouth.  Among  others,  he 
saw  yoimg  Meredyth  romfret,  lying  dead  with  his  hands  as  if 
yet  clutching  the  colour-staff,  the  belt  of  which  was  still  over 
nis  shoulder.  He  turned  away  with  a  sinking  heart,  and  he 
knew  that  Cyril  could  not  be  there. 

All  who  could  speak  were  inquiring  for  water,  or  to  learn 
when  they  would  be  taken  to  the  rear  and  have  their  sufferings 
alleviatei  Others  begged  only  for  a  match  or  a  pipeful  of 
tobacco. 

In  their  long  grey  coats,  in  many  instances  cuffed  and 
collared  with  scarlet,  the  grim  Russians  lay  thick,  like  swathes 
in  a  harvest  field,  along  the  Kour^an6  HiU,  and  all  about  the 

g'eat  redoubt.  Many  nad  falleil  m  the  act  of  reloading,  and 
y  with  a  steel  ran  rod  in  their  hand,  or  a  half -bitten  cartridge 
between  their  teeta  A  ghastly  grin  or  defiant  smile  was 
visible  in  some  of  th^ir  dead  faces ;  and  in  many  instances  there 
were  men  of  the  23rd  and  other  corps  of  the  Light  Division, 
who  appeared  to  have  perished  in  the  act  of  supplication  a 
cntrea^. 
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These  were  the  wounded  whom  the  merciless  Eussians  but- 
diered,  when  the  division  wavered  on  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

Hairy  knapsacks,  glazed  helmets,  and  the  coarse,  clumsy 
firelock  of  the  Russian  infantry  lay  scattered  there  in  thousands, 
just  as  they  had  been  cast  away ;  and  clouds  of  ammunition 
paper  were  whii-ling  over  the  sward. 

Many  acts  of  perfidy,  similar  to  that  by  which  Cjrril  felL  had 
been  perpetrated  by  the  enemy.  In  some  instances  our  soldiers 
were  shot  down  by  the  wounded  whom  they  were  supplying 
with  water  from  their  canteens.  In  this  manner.  Captain  Edd- 
ington  of  the  95th  perished  under  the  eyes  of  his  brother,  who 
fefl  in  the  attempt  to  avenge  him  ;  and  enraged  by  such 
treacheries,  our  soldiers  clubbed  their  muskets  and  dashed  out 
tiie  brains  of  the  perpetrators,  as  creatures  totally  unworthy  of 
mercy  or  life. 

Horace  felt  his  heart  growing  more  and  more  sick  as  he 
looked  around  him,  and  heard  the  incessant  and  afflicting 
exclamations  of  suffering,  the  result  of  wounds  of  every  kind, 
and  in  all  parts  of  the  tender  human  form  ;  stabs  by  bayonets, 
cuts  by  swords,  musket  shots,  and  the  more  dreadful  casualties 
inflicted  by  cannon  balls,  grape,  canister,  and  splintered  shells ; 
and  if  his  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth  with  the 
intensity  of  his  thirst,  he  thought,  "What  must  these  poor 
creatures  be  enduring!"  But  ere  long  the  regimental  and 
naval  surgeons,  with  fatigue  parties  and  seamen  from  the  fleet, 
b^tn  to  be  busy  among  them. 

Wandering  down  from  the  heights  by  the  extreme  British 
right,  he  came  among  the  wounded  of  the  French  left  flank,  and 
there  the  Zouaves  were  lying  thick  as  leaves  in  autumn.  Two, 
who  had  each  a  limb  bandaged  tight  by  a  bloody  handkerchief, 
were  seated  with  their  backs  against  a  large  stone,  smoking 
cigarettes^  while  a  pretty  vivandi^re,  in  a  smart  blue  jacket  and 
scarlet  skirt,  with  the  number  of  some  regiment  embroidered  on 
her  cap  and  shoulder-straps,  was  tripping  about  giving  mouth- 
fulls  of  brandy  from  her  httle  barrel. 

"  Is  she  not  charming — Pauline  of  ours  1"  exclaimed  one  of 
the  smokers,  admiringly. 

"  Mais  certainement  oui,  charmante  !"  responded  the  other, 
and  with  great  politeness  tney  both  saluted  Horace  as  he  passed 
them,  though  unable  to  rise ;  "  and  like  ourselves  she  has 
breakfasted  d  la  carte  on  grapes  and  cold  water,  most  likely." 

"  Your  regiment  must  have  suffered  severely,"  said  he,  "  if  we 
are  to  judge  by  the  numbers  lying  here." 

"Om,  Monsieur,  we  have  lost  twice  as  many  as  we  did  at 
Constantine.    Diable  !  la  fortune  de  la  guerre  est  bien  capri- 
cieuse !" 
"  True,  Adrien,"  said  the  other,  laughing ;  "but  we  gave  those 
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Muscovites  a  sharp  taste  of  our  little  Charlemagnes— oui 
cabbage-cutters  f  for  so  the  French  soldiers  name  their  sword- 
bayonets. 

A  man  on  the  ground  with  his  head  propped  upon  some 
loose  stones,  attracted  the  eye  of  Horace  at  a  little  distance,  for 
he  was  an  officer  and  in  the  scarlet  uniform  of  the  Eoy^ 
Fusileers,  and  proved  to  be  Major  Singleton  ! 

He  hastened  to  him,  and  found  that  he  was  just  eimirin^  of 
wounds,  with  a  staff-surgeon,  a  somewhat  elderly  officer,  had 

i'ust  been  examining  with  great  tenderness  and  care.  The  latter 
leld  up  his  hand  wamingly  to  Horace,  as  if  to  say,  "  Do  not 
speak — it  is  useless."  He  had  been  pierced  by  two  balls,  each 
of  which  had  inflicted  a  mortal  wound.  His  filmy  eye  dilated 
as  Horace  bent  over  him  ;  then  his  jaw  fell,  the  breath  passed 
away,  and  the  brave  soldier  who,  yesterday  had  been  face  to  face 
with  the  Eussians,  was  now  face  to  face  with — his  Maker. 

"  We  can  but  leave  him  till  the  burial  party  comes,"  said  Dr. 
Riversdale,  with  great  emotion ;  for,  by  a  singular  fatality,  it 
was  in  his  hands,  almost  in  his  arms,  that  the  first  husband 
of  Isabel  Vane— poor  Conyers  Singleton,  died  1  "  Another 
officer  of  your  corps,"  he  added,  is  lying  near  the  river 
severely  wounded-— a  Captain  Wedderbum." 

"  In  which  direction  r  asked  Horace,  starting. 

"  Where  those  turpentine  bushes  are.  I  have  just  dressed  his 
wounds." 

**  Oh,  how  shall  I  thank  you !  It  is  he  I  have  been  in  search 
of.    Are  the  wounds  dangerous  ?" 

"  One  may  prove  so.  A  ball  has  entered  the  left  breast,  and 
injuring  the  lung,  has  passed  out  under  the  shoulder-blaae.  I 
am  not  without  nopes  of  him,  however." 

Horace  hurried  in  the  direction  indicated,  and  there  amid  the 
turpentine  bushes,  the  branches  of  which  were  quite  alive  vdth 
brown  larks  and  golden  linnets,  unscared  by  the  din  of  yester- 
day, in  f  uU  melody,  lay  him  he  sought ! 

Qrril  was  lying  on  his  back  and  breathing  heavily  ;  his  hand- 
some face  was  pale  as  marble,  and  with  his  thick  curly  brown 
hair  and  well-curved  moustache,  Horace  thought  he  looked  like 
a  manly  and  beautiful  statue.  His  eyes  were  closed,  but  a 
quiver  of  agony  at  times  passed  over  his  features.  His  epaulettes 
had  been  torn  off,  probably  by  some  passing  Tartar  of  ^urliuk. 
His  uniform  was  open  and  sorely  soiled,  for  bloody  bandages 
traversed  his  breast.  His  whole  aspect  was  intensely  pitiable 
and  forlorn.  Alas  for  Cyril !  once  so  particular  in  his  toilet,  in 
the  qualitjr  of  his  perfumes,  the  exquisite  fit  of  his  gloves  and 
boots,  ana  the  general  perfection  of  his  apparel.  His  sword  was 
still  lying  near liis  hand,  and  on  hearing  a  step,  he  instinctively 
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clutched  it  nervously^  thus  causing  the  blood  to  well  forth  anew 
from  the  wound  in  his  breast. 

Poor  Horace  was  deeply  moved. 

"  Oh,  Cyn\"  thought  he,  '*  if  that  poor  mother  who  dotes  on 
you  were  to  see  you  thus,  sodden  and  damp  with  dew,  splashed 
with  blood  and  pierced  with  wounds  !    Cyril  l" 

He  opened  his  eyes,  and  a  faint  smile  of  recognition  passed 
over  his  face  as  he  took  the  hand  of  his  cousin,  who  knelt  by 
his  side. 

"  Thank  Heaven  you  have  escaped,  Horace,"  said  he. 

"  Yes,  Cyril,  mv  dear  fellow.  Would  to  God  that  you  had  been 
so  fortunate.  I  had  my  left  epaulette  shot  awav  by  one  bullet, 
my  cap  knocked  off  by  another,  and  my  sword  hand  grazed  by 
the  splinter  of  a  shell,  but  I  am  untouched  If  that  Kussian 
scoundrel— the  spy " 

"  He  may  have  got  his  deserts  by  this  time  and  be  lower  than 
he  has  brought  me.  You  wiU  write  to  my  father, — say,  to 
break  aU  this  gently  to  my  mother :  but  then  she  will  unfortu- 
nately see  the  Gazette  first !"  saia  Cyril,  and  now  his  voice 
failed  him. 

After  a  time  he  asked— 

"Who  of  ours  have  fallen,  and  who  escaped  V 

"  I  know  not  who  have  escaped,  but  I  know  that  Bingham. 
Jack  Probyn,  Joyce,  and  Pomf ret  are  all  gone.  Ned  Elton  had 
a  leg  smashed  under  the  colours,  and  poor  Conyers  Singleton  is 
lying  dead  among  some  stones  yonder." 

"  Poor  Joyce—his  wife  and  children — he  loved  them  so  !" 

"  The  colonel  had  his  black  horse  shot  under  him,  and  then 
led  the  regiment  on  foot" 

"  I  feel  utterly  sick  of  life,  Horaca  I  hope  I  shall  die — 
and  I  must,  if  this  agony  endures,"  said  Cynl  in  a  low  voice 
through  his  clenched  teeth. 

"  Do  not  speak  or  think  thus.  You  shall  soon  be  comfortably 
cared  for.  The  wounded  are  ordered  to  be  sent  on  board  the 
fleet,  and  I  shall  see  you  off  among  the  first." 

Yesterday  Cyril  really  had  a  mad  desire  to  court  danger — to 
tempt  death,  but  not  to  be  stricken  down  thus— almost  as- 
sassinated, when  assisting  in  an  act  of  mercy  !  Yet  why  should 
he  have  wished  for  death  1  he  began  to  think  now.  Did  not  his 
tender  mother,  his  affectionate  and  manly  father,  love  him,  and 
Bob  too,  after  his  somewhat  cold  aid  legal  fashion?  All  his 
brother  officers  were  his  friends.  The  passing  emotion  was 
morbid  and  ungrateful ;  yet,  as  ho  lay  there,  he  sighed  in  his 
soul  for  one  glance  from  Mary's  eye— one  touch  of  Mary's 
hand  again ! 

Just  as  Horace  was  about  to  leave  him  in  quest  of  assistance, 
a  little  midshipman  with  four  seamen  bearing  stretchers  passed 
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near,  and  he  hailed  them.  Into  one  of  these  he  was  carefally, 
even  tenderly,  lifted,  and  conveyed  towards  the  shore,  while 
Horace,  with  a  prayer  of  hoipe  that  he  might  recover  soon — for 
he  and  Cyril  were  especial  friends — turned  away  to  attend  to 
his  duties  with  the  now  shattered  regiment— and  these  duties 
were  the  reverse  of  cheerful. 

Many  vessels  sailed  with  their  melancholy  freights  for 
Scutan ;  but  on  the  voyage  of  three  hundred  and  thirty  miles 
which  lie  between  that  place  and  the  mouth  of  the  Alma,  many 
a  body  was  committed,  coffinless,  to  the  waves  of  the  Euxine  ; 
for  many  brave  fellows  were  uselessly  shipped  who  were  mortally 
wounded,  and  through  routine,  circumlocution,  and  infamous 
parsimony,  "  there  were  not  medical  necessaries  on  board  for 
hve  out  of  fifty  sufferers."* 

"  Ten  men  per  company  to  bury  the  dead !"  was  the  order 
issued  to  each  regiment  on  the  morninc  of  the  21st  September. 

During  the  two  days  subsequent  to  the  battle,  Horace  was  so 
busy  with  one  of  the  working  parties  who  were  ordered  to 
separate  the  dead  from  the  wounded ;  to  bury  the  former  and 
get  the  latter  out  of  the  field  ;  collecting  the  abandoned  Russian 
arms  and  destroying  them  by  fire,  or  otherwise,  that  he  could 
barely  snatch  a  few  minutes  to  dispatch  a  letter  to  Gwenny — 
think  what  his  aunt  might  of  it,  he  could  not  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  writing  to  Aer— with  a  brief  detail  of  all  that  had 
transpired. 

And  from  this  pleasant  office  which  brought  her  bright  face 
and  sweet  presence  and  all  the  distinct  individuality  of  the  girl 
so  vividly  before  him,  it  was  hard  to  turn  to  the  grim  task  of 
having  those  ghastly  trenches  dug,  tenanted,  and  filed  up. 

Though  reflective,  he  was  not  much  of  a  sentimentalist  •  yet 
as  he  stood  by  one  of  those  hecatombs  and  heard  the  solemn 
words  of  the  surpliced  regimental  chaplain,  reading  the  English 
burial  service — now  that  the  fury  of  the  battle  had  passed  away, 
his  soul  was  stirred.  "The  bitter  pains  of  eternal  death; 
"  The  certain  hope  of  a  resurrection  to  eternal  life  ;*'  "  For  a 
thousand  years  are  in  Thy  sight  as  yesterday,  seeing  that  is 
passed  as  a  watch  of  the  night  As  soon  as  thou  scatterest 
them,  they  are  even  as  a  sleep,  and  fade  away  suddenly  like 
the  grass,' 

An  old  sergeant  of  the  Welsh  Fusileers,  whose  son  lay  in 
that  grave,  all  belted  and  accoutred  as  when  in  life,  made  the 
responses  tremulously,  and  Horace  felt  moved  by  an  emotion  of 
great  pity. 

To  what  end,  or  for  what  useful  purpose  had  all  this  carnage 
been  1  Why  had  all  those  strong  and,  many  of  them,  handsome 
yoimg  men  been  cut  off  thus  in  the  flower  of  their  manhood  ? 
*  Letter  of  a  medical  officer. 
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For  a  time  he  thought  war  horrible — an  utter  desecration  of 
God's  fair  earth ;  but  anon  the  trench  was  tilled,  the  drums 
beat  for  dinner,  and  the  living  soon  forgot  those  dead  with 
whom  they  might  be  sleeping  on  the  morrow* 

"  My  poor  fellows  !  there  fie  one  hundred  and  sixty  of  them  !" 
said  Sir  Edward  Elton,  as  he  stood  at  the  head  of  the  long 
trench,  with  his  sword  arm  slung  in  his  crimson  sash  ;  "  by  this 
time  they  have  learned  the  grand  secret  that  lies  between  Time 
and  Eternity.  Well— well !  God  rest  them  !  G^Bneral  and 
drum-boy,  king  and  clown,  we  must  all  lie  alike  in  our  graves ; 
there  is  no  distinction  there  I" 


CHAPTER  LV. 

WOUNDED  AND  MISSING. 

The  summer  was  past,  and  the  mellow  tints  of  its  successor 
were  beginning  to  steal  over  the  woods  at  Willowdean.  Septem- 
ber had  come,  the  month  of  in-gathering,  and  brown  autumn, 
the  evening  of  the  year,  was  creeping  on. 

There  is  usually  then  a  great  variety  of  tints  in  the  Scottish 
woods  ;  all  gradations  of  green,  from  the  tender  paleness  of  the 
willow  to  the  bronze-like  branches  of  the  sombre  pine,  mingling 
with  every  shade  of  fading  foliage,  from  bright  yellow  to  russet, 
brown,  and  red. 

Autumn  was  beautiful  as  ever  in  the  fertile  Merse ;  the  cattle 
lowed  as  usual  on  the  pastoral  hills  of  the  Lammermuirs,  over 
which  the  sun  cast  the  flying  shadows  of  the  white  clouds  that 
came  from  the  German  Sea. 

In  the  household  at  Willowdean,  as  elsewhere  over  all  the 
British  Isles,  the  public  prints  were  eagerly  scanned  for  their 
contents  at  that  time  ;  and  the  slow  progress  of  our  army  in 
the  East  was  watched  with  the  keenest  interest,  for  there  were 
few  in  the  land  who  had  not  either  a  relative  or  a  friend  who 
faced  the  pestilence  at  Varna,  and  the  perils  of  war  that 
followed  it. 

And  every  letter  that  came  from  the  camp  added  to  the 
craving  for  another ;  but  during  this  anxious  and  eventful 
autumn,  Willowdean  House  did  not  seem  to  wear  its  usual 
aspect  Lady  Wedderburn  had  not  her  general  circle  of  guests, 
and  no  friends  were  invited  to  pass  the  shooting  season  with 
Sir  John.  Kobert  was  not  much  of  a  sportsman,  so  the  gun- 
room was  unentered,  the  preserves  remamed  undisturbed,  and 
the  speckled  grouse  and  the  golden  pheasants  kept  holiday 
together,  the  latter  venturing  even  to  feed  amoD^  ihe  barnyard 
f  owk  at  the  home  f arm> 
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Kobert  Wedderbum  was  far  from  being  insensible  to  the 
beauty  of  Gwenny,  and  still  more  to  the  pleasing  fact  that  she 
was  an  heiress  ;  and,  regardless  alike  of  his  brother  and  cousin, 
he  had  striven  to  effect  a  footing  in  her  good  graces  from  the 
time  Horace  departed  ;  but  strove  in  vain  :  for  Gwenny's  im- 
pulsive and  susceptible  heart  was  far  away  with  our  army  of 
the  East.  His  futile  attentions,  however,  had  been  apparent 
enough  to  Lady  Wedderbum.  and  had  secretly  pleased  her. 

"  If  Gwenny  should  happen  not  to  care  for  Cyril,''  thought 
she,  "  let  Robert  have  her  by  all  means.  Her  fortune  would 
quite  enable  him  to  cut  the  Temple  and  the  drystudy  of  the  law." 

Alone,  the  girl  thought  ever  of  the  absent  Horace  Ramornie ; 
and  all  the  scenes  they  had  been  wont  to  visit,,  even  the  objects 
of  nature,  seemed  to  the  lanciful  Gwenny  f uU  of  his  memory 
by  association  of  ideas.  The  gurgle  of  the  clear  trouting  stream 
that  came  from  the  hills  and  flowed  under  the  old  bridge  in  the 
Dean,  or  Den,  which  being  fringed  by  overarching  willows, 
gave  a  name  to  the  place  ;  the  voices  of  the  birds,  the  thrush, 
the  blackbird  and  woodlark,  among  the  shrubberies  of  the 
garden  and  the  stately  trees  of  the  lawn,  where  they  always 
sang  most  joyously  after  a  shower  had  gemmed  every  leaf  and 
flower  ;  the  sweet  perfume  of  the  clover  fields,  where  many  a 
day  they  had  ridden  together  and  rushed  their  horses  at  the 
fences  and  turf -dykes,  all  somehow  reminded  Gwenny  of  Hon^e, 
thfe  first  and  only  love  of  her  passionate  girlhood,  now  far  away 
facing  peril  and  hardship,  it  might  be  to  retiim  no  more ! 

That  a  change  had  come  over  her,  even  when  visitors  were 
present,  was  perceptible  alike  to  Sir  John  and  to  Lady  Wedder- 
bum. The  latter  flattered  herself  that  she  was  at  last  thinking 
of  Cyril — that  she  had  begun  to  see  his  merits,  and  to  remem- 
ber now  attractive  he  was  in  person  and  manner ;  but  the 
former  more  shrewdly  suspected  the  real  state  of  matters,  for 
Gwenny  could  not  control  her  change  of  colour  when  the  name 
of  Horace  was  mentioned  incidentally,  though  she  betrayed  no 
emotion  whatever  when  that  of  his  cousin  occurred. 

She  never  opened  the  piano  now.  To  sing  when  Horace  was 
no  longer  there  to  listen  or  to  accompany  her  ;  to  laugh  and 
talk  or  seem  to  enjoy  the  society  of  others  when  he  was  absent 
— oh,  what  might  he  not  be  enduring  !— proved  a  bitter  ordeal 
to  her  ;  and  to  her  kind  uncle's  observant  eye  it  was  evident 
that  the  girl  was  love-sick,  but  time  he  knew  would  cure  all 
that. 

We  have  shown  by  her  treatment  of  the  hapless  Mary  Lennox 
that  Lady  Wedderbum  was  neither  an  unjust  nor  unkind  wo- 
man. The  presence  of  her  son  in  the  field,  and  the  obvious  risks 
he  ran  there,  led  her,  unlike  Lady  Ernescleugh,  who  was  immersed 
in  the  gaieties  of  London,  to  turn  her  attention  to  works  of 
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charity  and  benevolence,  even  more  than  was  her  wont ;  to 
schemes  for  the  amelioration  of  the  poor ;  to  schools,  emigra- 
tion, little  allotments  of  land  on  the  estate— for  her  husband 
denied  her  nothing ;  to  teaching,  visiting  the  peasantry  and  so 
forth,  a  system  wmch  soon  caused  her  and  Gwennjr  to  be  idol- 
ized at  Willowdean,  for  she  felt  when  doing  all  this  good  as  if 
she  gave  hostages  to  Heaven  for  her  son's  safety. 

Liike  every  one  else  who  had  friends  in  the  army  of  Lord 
Baglan,  the  Wedderbums  were  kept  on  the  rack  of  keen  expect- 
ancy during  all  that  memorable  week  which  ended  tlie  month 
of  September.  Even  in  mighty  London  every  kind  of  business 
gave  place  or  became  secondary  to  this  anxiety  and  anticipation. 
All  knew  that  the  allies  had  landed  at  Eupatoria,  and  all  cal- 
culated to  a  nicety  the  day  on  which  a  battle  must  be  fought — 
a  battle  in  which  the  dearest  and  best-beloved  of  many  might 
fall. 

But  it  was  not  until  the  morning  of  the  tenth  day,  after  we 
won  the  Alma,  that  faint  rumours  through  mercantile  sources 
were  heard  in  London,  and  with  that  evening  came  the  telegram 
which  announced  the  total  defeat  of  the  Kussians,  and  that 
again,  as  in  the  glorious  wars  of  old,  our  arras  had  been  vic- 
torious ! 

By  the  following  day  (Sunday)  it  was  known  in  Scotland, 
and  in  remote  places  where  no  electric  wire  could  flash  the 
intelligence  ;  for  a  whisper  seemed  to  pass  oyer  all  the  land — a 
whisper  which  at  first  was  full  of  exaggerations  and  mistakes, 
but  it  found  an  echo  in  every  heart,  from  the  apple  bowers  of 
Devonshire  to  the  storm-beat  isles  of  Orkney — a  whisper  of  the 
great  battle  that  had  been  fought  in  the  strange  land  so  far  away. 

More  keen  and  agonizing  now  became  the  expectancy.  Lady 
Wedderbum  thought  of  her  son  ;  Gwenny  of  her  lover  Horace, 
— ^wounded  or  djdng ;  yes,  it  might  be  dead  and  buried  afar  o£F 
in  that  hitherto  almost  unknown  land,  so  far  as  we  were  con- 
cerned, and  the  names  of  the  places  in  which  sounded  so  strange 
to  the  ears  of  those  at  home.  That  already  all  might  be  over 
for  ever,  was  the  haunting  thought  that  wmng  the  aching  heart 
of  each. 

Three  days  more  passed  ere  Lord  Raglan's  telegraphed  account 
of  the  battle  in  the  London  Gazette  reached  the  secluded  little 
town  in  the  Merse ;  and  with  a  hand  trembling  Sir  John  un- 
folded the  morning  paper  which  Gervase  Asloane  had  taken 
from  the  despatch  box,  while  Lady  Wedderbum  and  Gwenny 
quitted  their  places  at  the  breakfast  table,  and  drew  near  him 
with  their  faces  pale  and  their  eyes  so  full  of  eagerness  and  fear 
that  an  expression  of  expostulation  escaped  the  calmer  Robert ; 
and  even  the  white-haired  butler,  and  the  stolid  and  be- 
whiskered  footmen  in  plush,  paused  to  listen  for  intelligence. 
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Skipping  all  the  details,  Sir  John  glanced  nervously  and 
hurriedly  through  the  paper,  seeking  first  the  casualty  lists  of 
the  battle  ;  and  after  ranning  his  eye  down  the  regimental  num- 
bers, he  suddenly  exclaimed — 

"  Kate— Kate !  oh,  my  God,  our  poor  boy  !"  and  crushing  tip 
the  paper,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

"While  both  Lady  Wedderburn  and  Gwenny  burst  into  tears, 
fearing  the  worst,  and  a  cry  of  terror  escaped  little  Miss  M*Caw, 
Robert  quietly  spread  out  the  paper  and  saw  the  fatal  line 
which  had  so  moved  his  father.    It  came  after  the  list  of  killed : 

"Royal  Fusileers;  Captain  Cyril  Wedderburn  severely 
wounded.    Since  missing  !" 


CHAPTER     LVL 

THE  WINTER  OF  THE  YEAR. 

When  a  little  more  composed  they  began  to  consider  this  catas- 
trophe in  its  various  lights.  That  he  was  wounded  severely 
they  could  not  doubt,  but  that  he  should  be  missing  was  a  most 
perplexing  and  harrowing  thought.*  He  might  be  a  prisoner 
in  tne  hands  of  the  Russians  ;  or  he  might  too  probably  have 
crept  away,  as  many  did,  to  bleed  to  death  and  die  unseen — a 
terrible  thought !  and  thus  his  fate  might  never  be  known. 

His  palo  mother  had  but  one  distinct  idea — Cyril  was  wounded 
and  missing  too  ;  wounded  and  suffering  she  knew  not,  and 
might  never  know,  in  what  fashion  or  degree  ;  and  her  motherly 
hands  were  not  there  to  nurse  and  tend  hinL  Her  pet  boy — 
the  apple  of  her  eye — Cyril,  always  so  tender  and  loving;  to  her ! 

All  her  worst,  her  darkest,  and  most  terrible  anticipations 
seemed  to  be  fulfilled  now— so  suddenly  too,  in  the  first  battle. 
Oh,  that  she  could  fly  to  him  !  Oh,  that  she  had  acceded  to 
the  Ernescleugh  scheme  of  the  yacht  voyage!  Horace  had 
escaped  ;  but  whv  was  Cyril  missing  1  Horace  could,  should, 
and  must  know  all  about  it.  And,  as  she  wrung  her  hands  she 
thought,  amid  all  the  luxury  and  splendour  of  her  home,  how 
futile  it  was  to  reckon  on  earthly  joys,  they  were  at  best  so 
fleeting  1 

Then  Jis  she  looked  over  the  lists  and  saw  how  many  other 
mothers  must  be  sufl'ering  even  as  she  then  suffered,  she  prayed 
for  strength  and  calmness  to  bear  her  cross  ;  and  prayed  too  as 
only  a  mother  can  do,  who  yearningly  supplicates  for  her  son's 
safety  and  cure. 

*  From  the  time  of  the  first  landing  in  the  Crimea  till  the  capture  of  Sebas- 
topol,  September  8,  1855,  no  less  than  13  of  our  officers,  23  sergeants,  and 
468  rank  and  file  ^ere  reported  missing  and  nerer  traced. 
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A  few  more  anxious  days  and  the  same  despatch-box  "which 
has  already  figured  in  our  story  contained  tidings  from  the  seat 
of  war — the  letter  from  Horace  to  Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum. 
It  simply  announced  that  we  had  won  a  great  victory ;  and 
then  detailed  the  mode  in  which  Cyril  had  been  wounded 

This  added  anger,  even  an  emotion  of  rage,  to  the  grief  of  his 
mother  on  learning  that  he  had  fallen  when  performing  an  act 
of  mercy  and  compassion.  How  bitterly  m  her  heart  she 
thought  of  that  treacherous  Russian  !  If  her  son  should  indeed 
die  of  the  wounds  his  hand  inflicted,  the  malediction  of  a  sor- 
rowing mother  would  follow  his  assassin  to  the  grave !  Never, 
never  would  sheyforget  or  forgive 

"  The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off.** 

For  Gwenny's  behoof  Horace  could  not  resist  saying  a  little 
about  himself : 

"  I  had  a  narrow  escape  from  a  shot,  nearly  the  last  fired  by 
the  Russian  artillery.  I  was  in  the  act  of  closing  up  the  ranks 
of  my  slender  company  (Probyn  by  this  time  was  killed),  when 
a  round  black  spot  caught  my  eye.  I  knew  what  it  was  by 
instinct,  Gwenny  ;  for  I  had  heard  it  said  by  old  soldiers,  that 
you  can  never  see  a  cannon  ball  unless  you  are  in  its  line.  I 
threw  myself  flat  on  the  turf  with  a  breathless  exclamation,  and 
at  that  instant  it  cut  in  two  one  of  my  men,  and  his  covering 
file  also.    I  felt  the  wind  of  the  shot  as  it  passed  over  me  ! 

"  We  are  eager  to  attack  Sebastopol  before  the  fortifications 
are  increased,  as  they  are  sure  to  be  if  any  more  delay  ensues  ; 
and  when  they  echo  to  the  drums  of  the  British  Grenadiers, 
the  latter  will  prove  better  arbiters  than  those  absurd  Quaker 
fellows  who  lately  tried  the  peace-at-any-price  dodge  with  old 
Nick,  the  Emperor.  We  go  in  for  any  amount  of  shot  and  shell, 
risk  and  danger  here ;  we  endure  much  more  than  I  can  de- 
scribe ;  but  I  care  little  how  the  time  passes  as  it  is  not  spent 
with  y(m  at  home.  My  very  soul  seems  to  go  with  this  to  you 
— a//,"  he  felt  himself  compelled  to  add,  "and  my  tears  are 
falling  on  the  paper,  Gwenny.  I  know  not  what  I  write,  or 
what  I  have  written  j  I  have  no  time  to  read  it  over,  for  already 
the  bugles  are  sounding  for  the  advanced  guard  to  fall  in,  'as 
we  move  at  once  when  the  last  of  the  dead  are  buried." 

And  Gwenny's  vuh  e  broke  as  she  read  that  letter  which  poor 
Horace  had  penned  on  a  drum-head,  amid  the  harrowing  car- 
nage of  the  the  field— amid  that  terrible  grey  **  acre  of  Russian 
wounded,''  groaning  for  water,  tobacco,  and  sour-krout,  while 
hia  thoEgbti^  travelltd  forward  to  the  time  when  the  white 
hands  of  her  ho  loved  would  open  and  read  it,  and  when  her 
dark  eyes  nii^bt  look  so  earnestly  and  sweetly  over  the  lines 
hia  band  had  wnttetij  perhaps  drop  a  tear  on  them  in  secret 
and  umieea 
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"  It  is  always  of  himself,  and  not  of  my  Cyril  he  writes,'* 
said  Lady  Wedderburn,  almost  with  anger ;  "  but  continue/' 

'*  Already  Gwenny,"  she  read,  "  our  once  gay  uniforms  are  in 
rags,  the  lace  black,  the  epaulettes  vanished.  Our  once  splendid 
bands  have  been  turned  into  the  ranks,  or  are  decimated  by 
cholera  and  the  bullet.  We  have  no  mess,  and  all  the  brilliance 
of  military  life  in  time  of  peace  has  gone.  We  are  wretched 
and  filthy,  tattered,  unkempt  and  unshaven  as  gipsies,  or  the 
homeless  poor  of  London." 

"He  calls  you  simply  *Gwennv,'''  said  Lady  Wedderburn, 
looking  over  her  gold  eyeglasses ;  it  is  scarcely  courteous,  as 
I  have  often  said  you  are  not  cousins.*' 

Gwenny  blushed  in  silence,  but  the  blush  was  seen  and  noted 
too  by  Kobert. 

"  He  does  not  seem  to  have  fallen  in  again  with  that  odions 
fellow  Chesters,"  said  Sir  John. 

"  Horace  is  frightfully  vague  about  Cyril  after  the  battle," 
resumed  Lady  Wedderburn,  who  could  not  but  resent  some- 
thing in  the  tone  of  the  letter;  "he  says  that  he  saw  him 
borne  towards  the  boats,  but  why  did  he  not  see  him  carried 
on  board  of  the  ship  personally  1  Oh,  my  boy — my  poor  boy 
may  have  died,  or  been  taken  prisoner  on  the  way  !" 

"  Scarcely  prisoner,  in  rear  of  our  lines,"  said  Bobert,  sen- 
tentiously. 

"And  if  dead,  dear  Kate,**  r-dded  Sir  John,  in  a  low  and 
husky  voice,  "he  must  have  b3en  foimd,  and  not  returned  as 
missing.    I  cannot  understand  it." 

And  so  for  a  time  sorrow  and  perplexity  reigned  at  Willow- 
dean,  while  all  there  waited  each  successive  mail  in  hope  and 
fear ;  and  while  letters  and  cards  of  condolence  poured  m  from 
all  the  county,  together  with  an  address  from  the  inhabitants 
of  the  littie  Burgh  of  Barony,  signed  by  the  Bailie  thereof,  and 
an  exhortation  from  the  Keverend  Gideon  M'Guffog,  stuffed 
with  the  usual  stereotyped  crumbs  of  comfort. 

Though  she  sorrowed  for  CyriL  and  deplored  the  mystery 
that  seemed  to  envelope  his  fate,  Gwenny  mghtly,  and  on  her 
knees,  thanked  God  for  the  safety  of  Horace  ;  but  then  natural 
anxiety  suggested  the  fear  of  what  might  not  have  happened 
since  that  22nd  of  September,  when  he  wrote  his  hasty  letter 
on  the  Kussian  drum,  and  the  bugles  were  sounding  for  the 
advance  to  the  front ! 

On  discovering  the  mistake  in  the  Gazette,  Horace  lost  no 
time  in  telegraphing  direct  to  Willowdean,  stating  that  Cyril 
was  Tiot  missing,  but  was  in  the  hospital  at  Scutari,  and  was 
believed  to  be  doing  well.  Then  he  further  wrote  to  mention 
that  the  announcement  which  gave  such  pain  to  the  family,  was 
caused  by  his  inability  to  report  to  the  adjutant  who  made  up 
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the  lists,  tb^t  lie  had  seen  his  cousin  carried  out  of  the  field  by 
seamen,  as  he  was  busy  fop  two  entire  days  with  a  working 
party  mtemng  the  dead  ;  and  now  the  army  was  before  »Sebas- 
topol,  in  the  harbour  of  which,  to  bar  all  entrance,  the  Kussians 
had  sunk  their  splendid  fleet,  adding  the  crews,  in  battaUons 
to  the  strength  of  the  garrison.  ,       ' 

.  ^i??®  endearing  terms  to  Gwenny  were  perceptible  enouch 
m  this  letter:  but  his  aunt  felt  that  she  couM  forgive  the 
wnter  out  of  the  great  relief  he  gave  her  heart. 

Cynl  was  safe,  and,  as  she  hoped,  recovering  ! 

The  newspapers  teemed  with  harrowing  details  of  the  ^ar  • 
the  bonabardment  of  Sebastopol  began  ;  the  terrible  slaughter 
of  our  Light  Brigade  at  Balaclava  made  all  Britain  thrill  with 
sorrow  and  enthusiasm  ;  the  two  battles  ^n  the  valley  of  Inker- 
?^Jn .  ?^®^  ^  *^^  carnage  of  the  last  ^w  Horace  a  captab  • 
but  still  he  escaped  without  a  wound ;  and  then  began  the  pro- 
tracted suffermffs  m  the  trenches  and  rifle-pits— the  horrors  of 
the  close  siege  durmg  a  Crimean  winter. 

The  letters  of  Horace  were  always  cheerful ;  but  he  had  now 
learned  the  policy  of  wntmg  them  to  Lady  Wedderburn  alone. 

The  winter  w^^e  year  came  on  with  ^eat  severity  at  home 
—mth  greater  still  by  the  shores  of  the  Black  Sea.  FUghts  of 
wild  Norwegian  pigeons  were  seen  on  the  hills  of  Fife  and 
Lothian,  and  such  are  always  a  sign  of  heavy  and  protracted 
snows  m  the  north  of  Europe. 

It  was  Christmas-day  at  WiUowdean,  as  it  was  all  over  God's 
fair  world.  A  few  fnends,  the  minister  and  his  wife,  the  Baron- 
Bailie,  and  so  forth,  were  there ;  but  when  Lady  Wedderburn 
saw  the  luxuries  around  her,  the  blazing  fire,  the  glittering 
crystal,  the  fine  hnen,  rich  chma  service  and  massive  plate,  the 
chandeher  decorated  with  shining  holly  and  scariet  berries  the 
various  courses  at  the  table,  the  fish,  and  beef  or  mutton  •'  the 
fowls,  puffs,  custards,  and  creams ;  the  rich  wines  placed  before 
Sir  John,  after  being  solemnly  and  carefully  decanted  from 
•»bwebby  old  bottles  m  secret  binns  known  to  Asloane  onlv 
ahe  sighed  and  thought  with  sorrow  of  her  poor  Cyril  lying  iii 
his  hospital  bed,  a  wretched  paQet,  fed  on  meagre' broth  or 
boutUon;  and  she  thought  too  of  those  who  were  shivering 
amid  the  mud  of  the  frozen  trenches,  or  dying  of  cold  and 
jtarvation  withm  sound  of  the  bells  of  Sebastopol,  or  crawling 
back  to  their  huts  half  dead  with  exhaustion,  bearded  tattered 
andsquaUd;  and  where  their  only  luxury  might  be  a  little 
half-ground  and  half-green  coffee,  boiled  on  a  wretched  fire 
made  of  damp  wood  from  the  nearest  thicket,  or  the  wrecks 
made  by  the  great  hurricane  in  the  Euxine. 

Gwenny's  astonishment  when  she  found  one  winter  morning 
her  window  panes  all  frosted  over  in  the  fashion  of  thistle 
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leaves^  was  great  indeed,  and  she  wondered  if  the  cold  was  as 
great  m  the  Crimea  as  at  Willowdean.  And  in  common  with 
all  the  ladies  in  the  land,  she  and  Miss  M'Caw  knitted  all  man- 
ner of  worsted  things — a  labour  of  love  for  our  poor  soldiers. 

Crisp  lay  the  snow  over  all  the  level  park,  over  all  the  hills, 
and  nowhere  so  crisp  as  in  the  broad  gravelled  walks  of  the 

firden.  Long  icicles  hung  from  every  eave  and  cornice  ;  the 
eader  and  even  portions  of  the  Tweed  were  frozen  hard,  and 
the  linns  where  erst  the  torrent  roared  between  rock  and  scaur, 
were  congealed  and  white  as  the  beard  of  Father  Christmas. 

It  was  a  season  when  the  flakes  lingered  long  on  the  Lam- 
mermuirs.  The  white  snowdrops  did  not  appear  till  April ; 
aad  the  purple  lilacs  and  gold  laburnums,  the  pink  and  white 
hawthorns,  did  not  bloom  till  after  midsummer  m  the  woods  of 
Willowdean ;  but  ere  that  time  came  great  events  had  taken 
place  there,  as  well  as  elsewhere. 

After  the  first  month  of  spring,  mail  succeeded  mail  as  usual* 
from  the  East ;  but  to  the  terror  and  grief  of  Gwenny,  the 
letters  of  Horace  ceased  altogether,  and  a  great  horror  filled 
the  heart  of  the  girl,  lest  something  fatal  had  occurred  ! 

On  the  other  hand,  to  give  joy  to  the  soul  of  Lady  Wedder- 
burn,  there  came  to  her  a  letter  from  Cyril  himself !  He  stated 
that  at  Scutari  all  had  nearly  been  over  with  him  ;  but  he  had 
found  one  of  the  dearest  and  most  lovins  little  nurses  in  the 
world  ;  and  that  through  God's  grace  and  her  care  he  was  now 
almost  well— quite  convalescent,  able  to  ride  about  the  streets, 
to  have  a  sail  on  the  Bosnhorus,  and  bully  the  extortionate 
Ca'iquejees.  Then  suddenly  in  one  letter  he  seemed  to  write 
in  an  agitated  and  disturbed  state  of  mind,  saying  that  a  great 
grief  had  come  upon  him,  and  that  he  would  not — yea,  might 
never — return  home  on  leave  as  his  mother  wished  and  urged  ; 
but  he  was  to  rejoin  his  regiment,  and  be  "  in  at  the  death  of 
Sebastopol.'* 

The  silence  of  Horace,  and  the  mysterious  grief  to  which 
Cyril  so  abruptly  alluded,  occasioned  endless  surmise  and  much 
perplexity  at  Willowdean  ;  but  now  spring  had  come,  and  with 
It  came  a  letter  from  Lady  Ernescleugh,  then  in  England. 
After  the  usual  details  of  the  gaieties  of  some  friend's  country- 
house  where  she  had  spent  much  of  the  winter,  she  wrote  thus : 

"  The  commander  of  my  son's  yacht  writes  to  me  stating  that 
she  is  quite  ready  for  sea,  and  I  mean  to  sail  with  her  for  the 
East  next  month.  Lord  Cardigan's  yacht  and  others  are  now 
in  the  harbour  of  Balaclava.  Will  yoxi  accompany  me  ?  Many 
officers'  wives  are  content  to  endure  the  discomforts  of  a  resi- 
dence at  Constantinople,  for  the  purpose  of  being  nearer  the 
scene  of  tiiose  terrible  events  which  are  daily  occurring ;  and 
there,  or  even  at  Malta,  letters  and  news  will  reach  one  much 
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sooner  than  when  in  England.  I  am  sick  of  London,  and 
&nescleiigh  is  odious  to  me  without  Everard.  The  doctors 
have  prescribed  a  change  of  scene,  and  I  do  so  long  to  see  my 
dear  bey.  or  be  near  him.  As  yet,  thank  God  !  he  has  only 
been  slighth^  wounded  at  Inkerman  ;  but  matters  will  go  hard 
with  me  if  I  do  iwft  bring  him  home  in  the  yacht,  and  his  father 
also,  from  Corfu." 

This  letter,  together  with  her  desire  to  unravel  the  mystery  of 
Cjn-il's  conduct,  which  she  attributed  to  a  love  freak  for  some 
Turkish  damsel  (an  odious  creature,  who  wore  trousers,  sat 
cross-legged,  smoked  a  chibouk,  and  eat  pilau  with  her  fin^rers), 
together  with  the  strange  silence  of  Horace,  decided  Lady 
Wedderburn  on  travelling  with  her  friend. 

So  slowly  had  passed  the  days  at  Willowdean,  that  Gwenny 
hailed  with  rapture  the  prospect  of  a  change,  and  the  antici- 
pated voyage.  To  see  those  places  towards  which  the  thoughts 
and  hearts  of  all  were  turned  !  Perhaps—oh  !  what  joy — to 
see  Horace  himself !  The  girl  became  wild  with  delight. 
Stamboul,  Varna,  the  Crimea,  and  the  Black  Sea  should  no 
longer  be  as  mere  names  to  her  when  she  had  seen  and  could 
remember  them  distinctly,  as  she  did  "  dear  Madras  and  papa's 
lovely  house  in  the  Choultry." 

And  so  it  was  arranged  that  Miss  M*Caw  was  to  govern  at 
Willowdean  in  their  absence,  and  that  Robert  Wedderburn 
should  escort  them  to  London,  whither  Sir  John— whp  was  in 
Parliament  representing  some  snug  little  English  borough  in 
the  Conservative  interest — had  preceded  them. 

**  My  foolish  Kate,"  he  wrote  to  Lady  Wedderburn,  "  in  this 
proposed  Crimean  escapade  of  yours,  you  will  be  compelled  to 
oehold  many  a  scene  01  horror  you  do  not  reckon  upon  !" 


CHAPTER  LVIL 

SCUTARI. 

In  the  reference  to  Cyril's  letters,  we  have  somewhat  anticipated 
a  portion  of  his  story. 

The  steam  frigate  on  board  of  which  he  had  been  conveyed, 
ran  straight  for  Scutari  with  her  freight  of  sufferers,  whose 
number  lessened  every  hour,  as  the  mortally  wounded,  or  those 
who  were  totally  exhausted  by  loss  of  blood,  expired,  and  were 
shot  over  to  leeward,  tied  up  m  a  blanket,  or,  more  simply  still, 
in  their  grey  great-coats.  Cyril  endured  great  agony  from  his 
principal  wound,  together  with  an  extreme  difficulty  of  respi- 
ration, and  even  when  awake  he  lay  as  one  in  a  kind  of  dream, 
in  the  cabin  generously  resigned  to  his  use  by  an  officer  of  the 
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ship.  At  times  he  seemed  still  to  hear  the  din  of  battle  in  his 
eara ;  the  sharp  roar  of  the  musketry,  the  booming  of  the 
artillerv,  the  crash  of  exploding  shells  and  rockets,  the  demon- 
like yells  of  the  Eussians,  and  the  tumultuous  cheering  of  c  ur 
own  troops  as  they  closed  in  upon  them,  and  the  cries  of  the 
wounded,  as  they  rolled  in  their  agony,  and  tore  up  the  grass 
with  their  fingers.  But  this  was  only  the  result  of  an  over- 
heated fancy,  for  the  only  sound  he  heard  was  the  rush  of  the 
shining  waves  as  they  passed  the  open  gun-port  while  the 
friprate  sped  on  her  way. 

On  the  third  day  after  the  battle  he  was  very  languid  and 
weak,  yet  his  listless  eyes  could  see,  through  the  gun-port,  that 
land  was  in  sight.  Beautiful  green  hills  were  there,  tallminarets 
of  snowy  whiteness,  great  round  leaden  domes ;  and  recognising 
Scutari  as  they  neared  it,  he  closed  his  eyes  wearily. 

After  a  time  he  was  sensible  of  being  lifted  on  a  stretcher 
tenderly  and  kindly,  by  the  hands  of  sailors,  and  found  himself 
in  the  open  air  and  on  a  quay,  with  many  more  of  the  wounded, 
surroimded  by  a  staring  crowd  of  picturesque-looking  Greeks, 
in  scarlet  fezzes,  blue  breeches,  and  laced  jackets ;  stolid  look- 
ing Turks,  with  great  turbans ;  swarthy  Arabs,  Negro  slaves, 
aud  filthv  Jews,  with  their  sly,  gleaming  eyes  and  long  gaber- 
dines ;  all  of  whom  the  Marine  escort  put  back  with  their 
bayonets,  and  without  much  ceremony.  Through  this  motley 
mob  he  was  conveyed,  past  the  magnificent  pile  of  buildings 
which  an  Italian  architect  constructed  as  a  barrack  for  the 
Turkish  troops  (but  which  was  then  full  of  our  own  conva- 
lescents), to  the  hospital,  which  was  filling  fast  with  wounded, 
as  ship  after  ship  arrived  from  the  shore  of  the  Alma  with  her 
human  cargo,  in  the  shape  of  mangled,  emaciated,  moaning, 
and  quivering  unfortunates,  in  uniforms  that  became  rags,  sod- 
den and  saturated  with  mud  and  gore  ;  and  they  were  laid  side 
by  side  in  the  wards,  pell  mell,  many  of  them  on  the  bare  floor, 
where,  through  want  of  sufficient  attendance,  the  atmosphere 
soon  became  tainted  with  the  horrid  odour  of  imdried  blood; 
causing  the  shocked  onlooker  to  long  for  the  day — if  it  will  ever 
come — ^when  the  shedding  of  it  should  cease,  and  "  when  war 
shall  be  no  more." 

The  name  and  rank  of  each  man,  together  with  the  number 
of  his  regiment,  were  asked,  as  the  patients  were  borne  in. 
Some  could  reply  to  aU  that  was  required  of  them  ;  but  many  a 
poor  fellow  was  past  utterance,  and  could  only  gaze  with  listless 
and  lack-lustre  eyes  at  the  questioner,  who  would  enter  him  in 
the  hospital  books  as  "a  private  of  the  Seventh  Foot,"  "cor- 
poral. Twenty-third  Fusileers,"  or  the  "  Guards,"  or  "  Cameron 
Highlanders,    and  so  forth. 

Thus  they  were  carried  in,  in  too  many  instances  to  die  un- 
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named  and  unknown,  by  their  fate  recalling  the  touching  lines 
that  appeared  in  a  periodical : — 

"  Into  a  ward  of  unwhitewaabed  walb. 
Where  the  dead  and  the  dying  lay — 
Wounded  by  bayonets,  shells,  and  balla — 
Somebody's  Darling  was  borne  one  day. 

"  Somebody's  Darling !  so  young  and  so  bravo, 
Wearing  still  on  his  pale,  sweet  face. 
So  soon  to  be  hid  by  the  dust  of  the  grave. 
The  lingering  light  of  his  boyhood's  grace. 

"  Somebody  wept  when  he  marched  away, 
Lookinff  so  handsome,  brave  and  grand; 
Somebod/s  kiss  on  his  forehead  lay ; 
,  Somebody  clung  to  his  parting  hand.'* 

Cyril's  room  was  in  a  lofty  portion  of  the  hospital,  and,  from  a 
window  which  was  near  his  bed.  he  could  see  the  blue  Bos- 
phorus  sweeping  by  the  base  01  the  dark-green  mountains  of 
Scutari,  and  all  the  far-famed  Golden  Horn — seeming  such  in- 
deed, for  the  waters  round  it  were  tinted  with  all  the  splendour 
of  the  Eastern  sun.  And,  while  thinking  sadly  of  the  slaughter 
that  had  fallen  upon  his  regiment,  and  of  the  faces  he  never 
more  should  see,  his  eyes  gazed  with  a  species  of  vacant  wonder 
on  Constantinople,  which  seemed  like  a  cluster  of  fairy  cities 
beside  the  strait,  each  a  very  wilderness  of  shining  domes, 
painted  cupolas,  gilded  and  red-tiled  kiosks,  tall  minarets,  and 
marble  fountainsTthe  snow-white  palace  of  the  Sultan  tower- 
ing over  all ;  the  background,  dart  cypresses  and  hills,  and,  in 
the  middle  distance,  a  forest  of  masts,  each  bearing  a  flag,  for 
the  waters  of  the  Bosphorus  were  full  of  merchant  ships,  war- 
steamers,  swift  caiques  that  cleft  them  as  if  instinct  with  life, 
and  shoals  of  glittering  dolphins  surging  past  from  wave  to  wave. 

For  a  time  he  was  tormented  by  the  groans  and  cries  of  an  un- 
fortimate  young  Chasseur  d'Afnque,  who,  by  some  mistake,  had 
been  brought  away  with  our  wounded,  and  who  shared  his 
room.  The  left  shoulder  of  this  unhappy  creature  bad  been 
shattered  by  a  large  grapeshot,  and  the  wound  was  perfectly  in- 
curable ;  but  life  was  wonderfully  tenacious  withm  him.  On 
the  second  day  his  ravings  ceased,  and  turned  to  prayer : — 

*^Sainte  Vi^ge^  priez  pour  moi—pour  moiT  he  would  say 
imploringly,  and  then  murmur  softly,  with  quivering  lips  and 
tearful  eyes,  "  Jfa  Mh-e — 0,  ma  Mh-eT  in  that  touching  and 
diildlike  spirit  of  devotion  which  the  French  soldier  has  pe- 
culiarly for  his  mother. 

On  waking  one  morning,  Cyril  found  that  he  was  alone ;  for 
the  poor  Chasseur  had  been  taken  to  his  last  home,  near  thosa 
solemn  cypresses  which  cast  their  shadows  on  that  city  of  tombs, 
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outside  the  walls  of  Scutari— the  seven  miles  of  cemeteiy  whetn 
the  followers  of  the  Prophet  lie. 

For  many  days  Cyril  Weddt rbum  hovered  between  life  and 
death,  while  patients  poured  into  the  hospital  so  fast,  that  the 
surgeons  and  nurses  had  more  work  on  their  hands  ^than  they 
coiud  attend  to.  There  was  a  perpetual  and  oflfensive  odour  of 
poultices,  bouillon,  preserved  meats  and  jellies  about  the  place, 
as  thev  were  carried  to  and  fro  ;  while  the  rending  of  the  shirts 
and  sheets  of  the  dead  into  bandages  for  the  living,  together 
with  the  manufacture  of  cushions  and  pillows  for  limbs  that 
had  undergone  amputation,  went  brisMy  forward  in  the  pas- 
sages and  yard  without. 

A  night  of  restlessness  and  weariness— with  its  occasional  wak- 
ing fits,  during  which,  to  the  eye  of  the  sick  or  ailing,  a  kind  of 
phantasmagoria  peoples  the  darkness,  strange  faces  come  of  it, 
and  fancy  fills  the  air  with  odd  sounds— was  passing  slowly 
away.  Dawn  stole  into  Cyril's  room.  The  Bosphorus  and  all 
the  domes  and  windows  of  Constantinople  were  beginning  to 
glitter  in  light,  as  the  sun  rose  above  the  hills  of  Scutari ;  and 
like  many  others  in  that  abode  of  suffering^  Cyril  woke  with  a 
sigh,  to  think  that  another  weary  day  of  pain  and  inertia  waa 
before  him.  So  faint  and  weak  had  he  become,  that  there  were 
times  when  he  wished  to  die,  and  would  mutter^  as  he  lay  with 
closed  eyes — "  If  I  have  not  done  much  good  in  the  world.  I 
have  not  done  much  harm,  and  now  I  could  pa£s  peacefully 
away." . 

He  was  too  dimsighted  by  the  loss  of  blood  to  be  able  to  read, 
even  had  he  been  supplied  with  books,  and  thus  his  days  were 
days  of  utter  weariness. 

On  this  morning  his  throat  was  parched,  and  he  called  feebly 
to  the  soldier  who  usually  attended  him  for  water ;  but  the 
soldier — one  of  the  Black  Watch,  whose  left  hand  had  been 
shattered  by  a  canister-shot^^iid  not  reply,  so  Cyril  sighed  and 
wearily  closed  his  eyes  again. 

Something  like  a  tear  fell  on  his  face,  and  starting,  he  looked 
up,  but  only  to  shrink  back  with  emotions  of  alaraa  and  fear, 
so  he  covered  his  pale  face  with  his  thin  hands. 

"  Cyril,"  said  a  voice,  and  a  sob  mingled  with  his  name. 
Then  he  trembled,  for  it  sounded  like  a  voice  that  once  had 
power  to  thrill  his  heart  to  its  inmost  core. 

Was  it  all  a  dream,  or  was  he  going  madi  Had  the  excite- 
ment of  the  battle,  or  the  crash  of  the  bullet  as  it  traversed  his 
body,  given  his  brain  a  shock  so  rude,  that  sense  and  imagina- 
tion wandered  now  ? 

No  1  she  on  whose  shoulder  his  aching  head  reclined,  whose 
hand  caressed  his  now  tangled  hair,  whose  tear  had  fallen  on 
his  cheek,  and  whose  loving,  yet  deep  and  thoughtful  eyes 

Digitized  by  V,t<^?V_;v  l^ 


SCUTAEI.  319 

seemed  to  speak  of  a  strange  future,  and  of  a  sorrowful,  it  might 
be  awful,  past,  was — Mary  Lennox. 

Cyril  had  been  dreaming  of  his  mother,  and  it  had  seemed  as 
if  her  voice — the  one  he  loved  most  and  best  in  boyhood — was 
murmuring  in  his  ear,  calling  him  back  to  life  j  and  now  it  was 
the  voice  of  Mary,  and  her  soft  earnest  face,  with  a  mingled  ex- 
pression of  tenderness  and  agony,  was  turned  towards  his  own. 

She  was  very  pale,  rather  emaciated,  and  dressed  in  a  plain 
black  costume,  somewhat  like  that  of  a  Sister  of  Charity,  but 
without  a  hood. 

"  You  here,  Mary— here  in  Scutari— in  this  frightful  hospital, 
and  attending  me  1  Oh,  explain  this  riddle,  or  I  shall  so  mad 
— speak  to  me — place  your  hands  in  mine !"  said  he,  huskily,  in 
a  low  and  imploring  voice,  as  if  he  feared  she  would  melt  into 
thin  air.    But  she  answered,  calmly — 

**  I  arrived  here,  Cjrrii,  three  days  ago  from  London,  with 
Miss  Nightingale  and  the  staff  of  ladies  who  have  come  to 
nurse  the  woimded.  Oh,  Cyril  VVedderburn,  what  was  my 
emotion — my  horror — when  I  learned  that  you  were  here  T 

**  Mary,  it  is  frightful  this,  such  work — such  scenes — you  will 
perish.  Scenes  of  utter  horror  and  affright  I  What  madness 
brought  you  here  V* 

"  It  was  no  madness,  but  the  prompting  of  my  own  heart, 
Cyril — a  light  that  came  to  me  from  Heaven  above,  and  the 
hope  that  I  might  be  nearer— you;  and  now,  now,  oh  myGrod!" 
she  suddenly  exclaimed,  while  placing  her  interlaced  fingers  on 
her  forehead,  and  looking  wildly  upward  ;  "after  all  the  suffer- 
ings, the  terrors,  and  sorrow  I  have  undergone;  after  all  the  most 
unmerited  shame  that  was  put  upon  me ;  after  enduring  all  the 
emotions  of  love,  desertion,  and  despair,  hate  I  met  you,  but 
to  see  you  thus — dying  perhaps  1"  ^ 

That  Maiy  should  have  accompanied  Miss  Florence  Nightingale 
— a  young  lady  of  good  family,  whose  benevolent  occupations 
fully  qualified  her  for  that  remarkable  and  romantic  under- 
taking, which  made  her  and  her  trained  nurses  the  idols  of  our 
soldiers,  whose  sick-beds  they  soothed,  and  whose  pains  and 
anxieties  they  did  so  much  to  console — fully  explained  to  Cyril 
the  reason  of  her  sudden  and  most  unexpected  appearance  in 
the  Hospital  of  Scutari ;  but  we  leave  tneir  subsequent  con- 
versation to  explain  how  she  escaped  the  death  to  which,  when 
last  we  saw  her,  she  was  hastening. 

Miss  Nightingale  and  her  ladies  were  as  ministering  angels 
in  the  terrible  wards  of  that  hospital ;  and  to  the  death-drowsy 
ear  of  many  a  wounded  and  sinking  soldier  there,  how  sweetly 
came  the  prayers  md  words  of  comfort  they  uttered  in  hu 
native  tongue. 
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CHAPTER  LVIII. 

HOW    IT    CAMS    TO    PASS. 

"  Oh,  Cyril,"  said  Mary,  in  a  low  and  earnest  voice,  and  in  her 
forcible  way,  after  the  first  emotions  excited  by  their  sudden 
meeting  had  subsided  a  little,  *'  I  have  undergone  much  that 
might  have  made  my  poor  father's  bones  turn  in  their  grave, 
by  reason  of  my  exceeding  misery !  Though  young  in  year^  I 
am  old  in  suffering :  for  in  my  brief  time  I  have  endured  much." 

"  My  poor  Mary !"  exclaimed  CynL  gazing  with  love  and 
admiration  on  her  pale  beauty,  which  in  its  calm  patrician 
style,  consorted  ill,  or  oddly  at  least,  with  her  plain  black  stuff 
dress  |  "  tell  me  all  that  has  happened  since  last  we  met.** 

"  Since  last  we  parted  so  unhappily,  you  should  say,  CyriL** 

"  My  darling,  tell  me  all !" 

Then  she  briefly  narrated  her  story  up  to  that  time  when  in 
despair,  and  in  an  evil  moment  overcome  by  shame  and  terror, 
she  threw  herself  into  the  river,  and  a  cry  of  horror  escaped 
the  listener  as  he  struck  his  hands  together  ;  but  she  had  been 

Providentially  rescued  by  a  waterman,  and  conveyed  to  aLondon 
ospital  in  a  raging  fever. 

C^il,  who  had  listened  to  her  in  sorrow  and  commiseration, 
closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  and  said  in  a  hissing  voice,  through 
his  clenched  teeth— 

"  Oh,  Ohesters,  there  is  a  terrible  account  to  be  closed  one 
day  between  you  and  me,  and  close  it  sliall^  if  lead  and  powder 
avail  men  yet  in  their  wrath  and  vengeance !  The  rascally 
affair  of  the  drugged  horse — my  beautiful  bay  hunter;  the 
foul  cheating  at  play ;  the  attempt  to  disgrace  you,  my  sweet 
Mary,  at  home  and  elsewhere ;  poor  Horace  too  in  the  transport 
—all,  all  make  up  a  heavy  score  indeed,  to  be  cleared  between 
Ralph  Rooke  Chesters  and  Cyril  Wedderburn." 

"  I  was  at  first  ungrateful  enough  not  to  thank  Heaven  for 
sparing  my  life,"  said  Mary,  "  when  I  slowly  recovered  and 
tne  fever  passed  away.  I  was  very,  very  weafc,  Cyril,  and  the 
professional  politeness  or  conventional  kmdness  of  the  hospital 
doctors  and  the  hired  nurses  proved  cold,  hard,  and  unsoothing. 
I  longed  for  the  clasp  of  a  fnendly  hand ;  for  the  glance  of  an 
affectionate  eye  ;  for  a  shoulder  whereon  I  could  lay  my  poor 
head  and  be  at  rest.  Cyril,  alas !  you  were  far  away — you  were 
no  longer  mine— and  I  felt  myseli  lonely— oh,  so  lonely  in  the 
world  !  I  have  endured  and  felt  the  bitterness  of  death  when 
I  sinfully  sought  it ;  but  not  more  bitter  than  what  I  endured 
on  losing  you? 

**  Do  not  heap  ashes  on  my  head,  I  implore  you,  Mary." 

^  In  that  hospital  I  recovered,  yet  only  wisned  to  die,  for  it 
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seemed  better,  holier,  purer,  and  every  way  safer  to  die  then 
and  be  at  peace,  than  to  live  and  stnigde  on,  friendless  and 
hopeless  ;  and  yet  Chesters  had  artfully  said  such  terrible 
things  01  the  dead  who  die  in  such  places,  unknown  and 
unclaimed,  that  my  heart  shrunk  within  me.  But  one  day  there 
came  a  lady,  with  a  comely  face  and  pleasing  manner—a  lady 
who  seemed  to  take  a  great  interest  m  me.  who  talked  to  me 
kindly  and  consolingly,  whom  I  kissed,  ana  who  actually  per- 
mitted me  to  press  my  thin,  wan  cheek  to  hers— yes,  even  to 
nestle  on  her  breast,  while  I  told  her  all  my  hapless  story. 
Then  she  took  a  deeper  interest  in  me— a  lonely  gurl  without 
father  or  mother— and  spoke  much  of  the  good  works  one  may 
do  in  this  world 

"  Prior  to  her  coming,!  had  sometimes  in  my  heart  rebelliously 
questioned  the  justice  of  God  in  creating  creatures  such  as  1, 
only  for  trial  and  sorrow ;  but  she  taught  me  that  these  thoughts 
were  evil,  and  that  I  had  no  right  to  consider  His  reasons  or 
purpose  for  chastening  me.  Then  she  spoke  of  her  own  mission, 
and  said — "  *  Come  and  be  one  of  us  in  the  East,  where  we  are 

going  to  nurse  our  poor  soldiers.  Our  hands  are  weak,  but  our 
earts  are  strong  and  true.' 

"  I  immediately  agreed  to  be  one  of  these  good  Samaritans, 
and  then  I  thought  myself  at  peace  with  Gk)d,  the  world,  and — 
myself. 
"  *  I  have  been  so  long  the  nurse  of  my  poor  papa,*  said  I, 

*  that  I  shall  be  useful,  I  trust.  I  owe  God  some  atonement 
too,  for  what  I  attempted — ^to  rush  unbidden  into  His  presence  T 

"  The  desire  to  aevote  myself  to  the  cause  of  suflfering 
humanity  became  au'^thusiasm  within  me.  Existence  and  its 
personal  interests  seemed  to  have  lost  all  value  to  poor  Mary 
Lennox.  I  had  learned  to  feel  that  out  of  all  grief  we  may 
attain  to  a  nobler  state  of  life  than  that  of  the  world,  and  as 
I  cherished  these  emotions,  I  felt  myself  growing  better,  holier, 
almost  sublime,  in  my  longing  to  do  good.    I  have  read  that 

*  it  is  well  for  us  to  remember  that  we  are  only  travellers  and 
wayfarers  on  this  earth  ;*  but  sometimes  it  seems  a  little  hard 
to  think  how  few  traces  of  our  footsteps  we  leave  behind  us 
when  the  journey  is  finished." 

"  And  tnese  emotions  and  pjurposes  brought  yon  to  this  hor- 
rible Scutari]  To  nurse  all  kinds  of  fellows,  with  all  manner 
of  wounds  and  dreadful  diseases  incident  to  camp  and  field  T 
A  little  colour  came  into  her  face  as  she  replied — 
"  Yes,  Cyril ;  and  perhaps  a  lingering  desire,  or  hope,  to  be 
nearer  you  ;  for  thouch  you  had  cast  me  off  so  cruelly,  I  felt 
that  you  were  still— the  husband  of  my  heart.  I  did  not  desire 
to  meet  you  because— because— but  God  has  willed  it  otherwise. 
It  is  enough  I  I  resolved  by  doing  good  to  consecrate  to  Heaven 

Digitized  by  V^iVJl^^iL 


J22  LADY  WBDDBEBUENS  WISH. 

the  life  I  had  so  wildly,  in  my  despair,  attempted  to  ta^io 

"  My  poor  Mary  1  my  poor  Mary  1  my  own  love  !'*  moaned  CyriL 

Her  voice  was  grave  and  sweet ;  even  so  was  her  soft,  p^o 
face,  as  she  replied,  meekly—  ,  ,„  , , 

*'  You  have  no  longer  the  right  to  love  me,  Cynl  W edderburn." 

**Maryr 

"  Your  wealthy  cousin " 

"  She  is  engaged  to  Horace  Kamomie !" 

"  And  you  never  loved  her  V* 

"  Never  t  I  have  had  many  a  flirtation,  ^lary,  but  never 
loved  woman  save  you  I" 

"Chesters  told  me " 

**  Chesters  again  I    Curses  dog  his  steps  1" 

Mary  said  nothing  more,  lest  she  might  agitate  him,  and  while 
her  heart  began  to  beat  happily,  and  even  some  colour  mantled 
in  her  cheek,  she  could  not  but  recall  that  painful  interview, 
when  Lady  Wedderburn,  by  her  silence,  seemed  tacitlyto  admit 
of  his  engagement  with  that  terrible  and  dreaded  cousin  ! 

"  Oh,  my  Mary,  my  own  !"  said  he,  while  caressing  her  hand, 
"  such  joy  it  is  to  hear  your  voice  again— to  feel  your  hand  in 
mine.    But  your  engagement-ring V 

**  Is -gone,  CyriL  It  was  taken  from  me  after  I  was  picked 
up  senseless  in  the  water,  as  I  have  told  you." 

"  I  will  soon  replace  it^  darling,  by  one  that  shall  never  be 
taken  off  your  finger  in  hfe  or  death !  I  begin  almost  to  believe 
in  mnsmetic  influences — ^in  Mesmerism,  and  the  Odic  force." 

**Whyr 

"  For  never  did  the  touch  of  a  human  hand  thrill  through  me 
as  yours  does,  dearest  Mary.    Now,  why  is  this  1" 

"  Because  1  love  you  I"  she  answered,  with  a  beautiful  smile. 

If  it  be  true  that  "  to  people  who  are  in  love  each  casual 
meeting  is  a  new  miracle,"  in  which  they  fancifully  see  the 
finger  of  fate,  or  destiny,  or  the  hand  of  Heaven  itself,  how 
bewildering  to  Cyril  Wedderburn  was  this  sudden  re-union 
with  Mary  Lennox ! 

**  The  past  is  gone  for  ever,"  said  he,  after  a  happy  pause  ; 
"let  us  forget  it :  but  the  present  is  ours  yet,  Maiy,  darling— 
my  wee  heather  lintie,''  he  added,  sliding  into  the  idiom  of  nis 
schoolboy  days  ;  "  my  cushat  doo,  that  has  come  all  the  way 
from  the  purple  Lammermuirs  to  be  my  nurse  and  guide." 

"  Now  you  must  not  speak  more,  dearest  CyriL  Already  you 
have  said  too  much/'  said  Mary,  drawing  back  from  his  extended 
arms.  ^  « 

C3rril  was  becoming  flushed  and  excited*  and  it.was  fortunate 
that  the  arrival  of  the  staff-surgeon,  Dr.  Biversdale,  caused 
Mary  to  withdraw  to  another  ward. 
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From  that  day  Cyril's  progress  towards  convalescence  was 
marvellous ;  and  to  get  cnicken  broth,  arrowroot,  calf's-foot 
jelly,  and  an  occasional  glass  of  wine  from  Mary's  pretty  hand, 
was  marvellous  too  !  Clever,  versatile,  fall  of  expedients,  she 
made  an  excellent  nurse,  and  was  adored  by  the  soldiers, 
though  they  soon  discovered  that  her  chief  favourites  were  the 
wounded  01  the  Royal  Fusileers. 

Their  separation,  quarrel,  and  sorrow  ;  time,  and  their  singu- 
lar isolation  in  that  remarkable  place,  made  his  love  keener, 
stronger,  and  more  tender  than  ever.  Glory  had  suddenly- 
become  a  myth  and  a  sham  1  He  had  fully  earned  his  war  medal, 
if  the  army  was  to  have  such  a  decoration  ;  he  had  acquitted 
himself  as  a  soldier  at  the  passage  of  the  Alma,  as  he  had 
already  done  in  India.  He  had  a  fair  claim  for  sick  leave,  prior 
to  selling  out,  without  the  hollow  pretence  of  "  urgent  private 
affairs  f  and  leave  he  should  have,  and  bring  home  a  bride 
with  him  to  Willowdean  ! 

And  in  sketching  out  this  joyous  programme,  he  quite  forgot 
any  scheme  for  the  exposure  or  punishment  of  Chesters. 

Cyril  saw  it  all — that  happy  future.  All  doubts  cleared  away, 
and  Mary's  wrongs  atoned  for,  by  the  devotion  of  a  life  to  her  ! 

As  he  grew  towards  convalescence,  however,  he  saw  less  and 
less  of  Mury.  The  rules  laid  down  for  her  guidance  as  a  volun- 
teer nurse,  the  amenities  of  society,  and  proper  policy  alike 
required  that  she  should  only  visit  him  at  stated  times,  especially 
after  he  became  well  enough  to  ride  about  Scutari,  to  visit 
Chalcedon  (and  linger  in  the  beautiful  garden  and  plantain 
grove  of  Haider  Pacna),  remembering  he  had  read  in  his  school- 
boy days,  that  Pliny  had  called  it  "  the  City  of  the  Blind  :'*  or 
to  ride  up  the  eastern  shore  of  the  Bosphorus  as  far  as  Asia^ 
and  once  by  the  daily  steamer  to  the  Islands  of  the  Princes^ 
to  see  the  tomb  of  Irene,  and  other  places  set  forth  in  his  "John 
Murray." 

He  was  intensely  anxious  to  get  well,  that  he  might  put  his 
plans  in  operation  and  remove  Mary  from  the  perilous  and,  as 
he  thought  them,  degrading  tasks  to  which  she  had  devoted 
herself:  and,  as  a  preliminary,  he  resolved  to  place  her  at 
Misseri  s  Frankish  Hotel  in  Pera,  where  several  officers*  wives 
with  whom  he  was  intimate  resided. 

But  man  proposes,  and  Qod  disposes ! 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

THE  NIGHT  MARCH  TO  TCHORGOUK. 

*^  The  Royal  Fusileers  will  parade  in  light  marching  order,  and 
in  their  great  coats,  at  twelve  o'clock  to-night,  and  march  to 
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the  rear  of  the  Defence  Works,  to  join  the  brigade  of  Sir  Colin 
Campbell,  in  his  reconnaisance  of  the  enemy's  lines.  Officers 
commanding  companies  to  see  that  the  men's  ammunition  is 
completed  to  sixty  rounds." 

Such  was  the  Brigade  Order  read  by  Horace  on  the  evening 
of  the  20th  February ;  and  he  muttered, "  Great  coats,  by  Jove  1 
I  should  think  so  f  for  the  atmosphere  was  bitterly  cold,  and 
the  unexpected  parade  was  annoying,  as  he  had  provided  a 
little  supper  in  his  hut ;  and  being  popular  in  the  division,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  regunent,  his  guests  would  be  sure  to  come, 
each  bringing  his  own  knife,  fork,  and  spoon ;  and  to  some 
such  social  gatherings  they  had  sometimes  to  add  their  own 
"grog  and  prog ;"  for  before  Sebastopol  an  entertainment  was 
somewhat  of  a  scramble,  so  far  as  viands  and  table  appurten- 
ances were  concerned — a  wretched  picnic,  with  a  perpetual  shot- 
and-shell  accompaniment 

Horace,  with  the  assistance  of  the  Fusileer,  his  servant,  had 
contrived  to  make  his  hut  pretty  comfortable,  and  felt  extremely 
loth  to  quit  it  on  the  night  in  question. 

He  had  constructed  an  arm-chair  out  of  an  empty  flour-cask, 
by  sawing  off  the  half  of  one  side  to  the  middle  thereof,  and 
therein  he  took  his  repose,  and  enjoyed  a  "quiet  weed"  after 
the  fatigue  of  the  trenches,  or  navine  a  few  hours'  shooting 
behind  a  sand-bag  in  the  rifle-pits,  while  Beamish  and  others 
who  might  drop  in  nad  to  perch  themselves  on  his  "  overland  "  or 
bullock  trunks.  But  to  turn  out  for  a  night  march  in  the  then 
state  of  the  thermometer,  when  he  expected  guests,  and  was 
getting  his  bedfellow  heated,  was  a  decided  bore — the  aforesaid 
"fellow"  being  a  sixteen-pound  shot  which  he  was  wont  to 
warm  in  the  fire  by  which  his  supper  was  cooked,  and  placed 
thereafter  at  the  foot  of  his  camp  bed. 

Rearward  of  his  hut  the  wind  was  howling  up  from  the 
valley  of  Inkerman,  where  the  graves  of  those  slain  in  the  two 
battles  lay  under  the  winter  snow ;  it  came  into  the  hut  by 
many  a  crevice  and  cranny,  together  with  a  cloud  of  white 
drift  whenever  the  door  was  opened,  so  that  his  candle  end, 
which  was  stuck  in  a  horn  lantern,  was  often  on  the  point  of 
extinction. 

The  swords  of  Probyn,  Bingham,  and  two  other  poor  fellows 
who  had  fallen,  were  hanging  on  the  wall  until  Horace  could 
pt  them  transmitted  home  to  sorrowing  parents  or  friends.  A 
jew  Russian  muskets  and  leather  helmets  gleaned  up  from  the 
adjacent  field  (to  be  sent  as  trophies  to  Willowdean),  with  a 
bucket,  some  black  bottles,  full  or  empty,  tins  of  preserved 
meat,  a  few  cooking  utensils,  with  a  truckle  camp  bed,  formed 
the  entire  furniture  of  Horace's  abode,  which  measured  soma 
ten  or  twelve  feet  each  way,  and  mi<;(ht  have  passed  for  tha 
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wigwam  of  Eobinson  Crusoe ;  but  to  see  stray  numbers  of 
Pwnchy  the  IllvMrated  News,  and  monthly  "  Army  list"  would 
be  an  anachronism  there. 

The  first  who  arrived  was  Everard  Home,  the  Master  of 
Emesdeugh,  from  the  Guards'  camp;  then  came  Beamish, 
young  Hunton  of  the  34tlL  Ned  Elton,  hmping  after  his  woimd 
received  at  the  Alma»  and  two  Cavalry  men  ;  but  save  their 
swords  and  belts,  little  trace  of  regimentals  (that  good  old  word 
which  is  now  going  out  of  fashion)  could  be  found  upon  them. 
All  wore  fur-trimmed  over-coats  of  different  kinds,  caps  with 
ear-covers,  and  huge  warm  gloves  and  mufflers,  comfortable 
knitted  things,  the  offerings  01  fair  friends  and  tender-hearted 
Englishwomen,  far  away  at  home  ;  and  all  were  thickly  coated 
with  snow. 

**  Welcome,  Ponsonby,  though  the  last,"  cried  Horace  to  one 
of  the  Dragoons  ;  "  but  you  can't  close  the  door  too  quickly." 

"True  for  you,'*  added  Beamish;  "that  intrusive  beast 
Boreas  blows  the  snow  in  everywhere.* 

"  I  wonder  what  Beau  Brummel  would  have  thought  of  such 
*  damp  strangers'  as  you)''  said  Horace,  laughing,  as  they  shook 
tiie  snow  from  their  caps  and  outer  garments. 

Alas !  now  for  those  who  had  been  particular  in  their  toilettes, 
who  were  careful  in  parting  their  hair,  in  the  choice  of  colours 
for  their  cravats,  and  were  puppyish  in  the  tint  and  fitting  of 
their  gloves  and  curve  of  whisker  I  In  aspect  all  had  become 
ragged  and  wolf-eyed,  like  desperadoes,  and  were  no  way 
ashamed  of  seeming  so,  for  each  made  the  other's^  costume  a 
source  of  jest,  and  the  cleverness  with  which  he  patched  his 
own  a  boast. 

Men  who  had  been  of  the  "  best  style"  in  London,  and  should 
be  so  again  if  spared  ;  the  Brahmins  of  Society,  the  Flower  of 
the  LadVs  Mue,  the  pinks  of  the  Household  Brigade,  now 
fre(juently  appcM-ed  in  clouted  boots  and  strange  garments  of 
tiieir  own  stitching.  Their  dainty  straw-coloured  or  lavender 
kids  had  given  place  to  worsted  muffatees  and  mits,  cut  out  of 
old  forage  caps,  and  the  waxen  heath  blossom  at  their  button- 
hole, like  the  delicate  exotics  that  accompanied  it,  were  all 
things  of  the  past. 

Handsome  fellows  who  had  made  many  a  white  bosom  flutter 
and  many  a  beautiful  eye  grow  brighter  m  Belgravia,  and  who 
had  hitherto  given  much  of  their  spare  time  to  the  cultivation 
of  their  whiskers,  and  staring  through  a  plate  glass  of  a  club- 
room  window,  were  now  reduced  to  grease  their  own  boots, 
thankful  if  tiiey  had  the  grease  to  do  so,  and  glad  to  boil  their 
own  coffee,  thankful  if  they  had  the  coffee  and  the  fire  to  boil 
it ;  while  Sybarites,  who  whilom  had  lisped  slightingly  of  pale 
iherry,  because  it  was  "  corked,"  condemned  mess-room  port, 
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and  talked  largely  of  vintage  wines,  had  now  to  content  tliem 
with  a  monthful  of  burning  raki  out  of  a  wooden  canteen,  or  of 
Jamaica  rum,  the  gift  of  a  casual  man-o'-war's-man. 

And  such  were  the  condition  and  aspect  of  those  who  assem- 
bled in  the  hut  of  Horace  Eamomie  on  this  night  of  the  20th 
of  February  ;  but  all  were  lively,  laughing,  full  of  pluck,  and 
only  sorry  that  their  regiments  were  not  detailed  to  join  in  the 
recownaissance, 

"  A  devil  of  a  night  to  go  though  !**  said  Elton.  "  Are  we  to 
be  loined  by  the  French  T 

"  Yes ;  Bosquet  and  Villenois  come  with  four  thousand  men," 
replied  Home,  the  Guardsman. 

**  And  Colin  Campbell's  force " 

"With  your  corps,  will  muster  about  eighteen  hundred 
bayonets." 

"  There  are  some  dragoons  of  the  Turkish  Contingent  going 
under  that  fellow  Chester,"  said  Hunton. 

"  A  scoundrel  who  is  knave  enough  to  cheat  the  'cutest  fellow 
in  the  Scottish  Law  List — and  tiaat  is  a  strong  one,"  added 
Horace,  aside  to  him. 

His  servant  had  by  some  means  provided  an  ample  supper 
of  ham  and  eggs,  the  savoury  odour  of  which  filled  the  hut ;  to 
this  was  added  a  Uttle  pie  of  larks,  which  the  Zouaves  were  in 
the  habit  of  shooting  and  offering  for  sale.  When  these  viands 
were  discussed,'  cigars  with  branay-and-water  became  the  order 
of  the  night. 

"By  Jove!  your  cookery  does  you  credit,  Kamomie,'' 
exclaimed  Home,  who  was  seated  on  an  inverted  basket,  with 
his  plate  on  his  knees.  "  My  fellow  is  clever  in  his  way  too. 
He  made  a  mess  for  me  yesterday  out  of  a  slice  from  a  goat 
*  found  dead,*  that  Lucullus  might  have  smacked  his  lips  on 
tasting." 

"  Had  Lucullus  been  ass  enough  to  come  here,"  grumbled  a 
cavalry  officer,  "  and  not  do  *  Banting.* " 

"  It  was  quite  an  Apician  meal.** 

"  A  truce  to  your  classics.  Home,"  said  Horace,  "  or  I  shall 
fancy  myself  at  Sandhurst  again  ;  and,  in  truth,  I*d  rather  be 
before  SebastopoL" 

"  You  here  in  the  Crimea,  Home  T  said  a  dragoon,  suddenly 
recogoising  the  half-disguised  Guardsman. 

"  By  Jove  !  I  wish  1  was  anywhere  else,**  repHed  Home ; 
"  we  last  met  at  Maidstone,  I  think  1'* 

"  Are  you  detailed  for  the  trenches  to-night  1*' 

**  Yes  ;  at  twelve  o'clock  we  go  to  the  front." 

"I  have  not  seen  you,  Ponsonby,**  said  Horace,  "since  the 
Balaclava  day.  By  the  way,  how  did  you  feel  in  the  Cavaliy 
charseT 
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"  Feel !"  exclaimed  the  dragoon  officer,  as  he  tipped  the  ashes 
off  his  cigar,  and  his  eyes  sparkled  ;  "  I  felt  as  if  impelled  on, 
and  on,  and  onward  by  some  new  and  terrible  impulse  that 
amounted  to  mad  exultation — the  impulse  to  ride  over,  bear 
down,  cut,  thrust,  and  hew,  to  annihilate  man,  horse,  and  every- 
thing !  Our  Colonel  led  us  noblv  till  we  were  in  the  heart  of 
that  Eussian  horde,  and  then  he  fell,  crying — 

"  *  Cut  vour  way  back,  my  lads ;  go  through  them  again  like 
bricks ;  they  are  only  Cossacks,  mounted  on  wretched  screws  1' 

"  But  three  of  these  Cossacks  pinned  the  fallen  man  to  the 
earth  with  their  lances,  for  thus  he  was  found  by  some  of 
Scarlett's  Brigade,  when  the  heavies  went  in  for  work." 

"  Anymore  news  of  that  spy,  who  has  figured  so  often  among 
us  as  a  Captain  of  Zouaves  V*  asked  Beamish. 

"  No  ;  there  is  a  sharp  look  out  kept  for  him,  but  he  seems 
to  be  a  very  ubiqiiitous  personage.'* 

"It's  in  luck  I  am,]'  said  Beamish,  "having  a  supper  like 
this,  after  actually  eating  a  dinner  to-day." 

"  I  dined  on  nothing  particular,"  said  Ponsonby. 

"  But  I  had  a  veritable  dinner,  bedad  !  and  it  is  not  every 
man  who  can  make  that  boast  before  Seblastherpoll,  as  my 
servant  Barney  calls  it.  By  the  merest  good  luck  I  found  a 
Turk  lying  dead,  and  in  his  havresack  a  chicken  and  a  bottle  of 
sherry— the  forbidden  of  the  Prophet.  I  have  left  only  the  bones 
bf  the  one  and  the  cork  of  the  other,  and  did  so  with  regret." 

"  Had  you  thoughts  of  swallowing  them  too  1"  lisped  Pon- 
sonby, who,  though  tattered  and  unshaven,  stiU  retained  some- 
thing of  his  "man-about-town"  air. 

"  What  was  going  on  at  the  left  attack  last  night,  Hunton  % 
There  was  an  awful  shindy  made  with  those  two  Lancaster 
guns  in  your  quarter." 

"Cant  say.  Horace :  I  was  fast  asleep— worn  out.  Never 
heard  it,  in  lact.  Besides,  we  are  so  used  to  the  incessant 
pounding  with  those  heavy  cannon." 

"  Any  word  of  Wedderbum  from  Scutari  T  asked  BeamisL 

"  Getting  rapidly  well,  and  going  home  on  sick  leave." 

"  The  wounding  of  him  by  that  Russian  was  a  rascally  affair !" 

"  There  goes  the  warning  bugle  for  our  fellows !"  said  Horace, 
as  the  notes  of  the  sig^  rose  and  fell  on  the  fitful  wind,  and  he 
proceeded  to  inves  himself  in  a  thick  overcoat.  "  I  must  leave 
you  here  to  finish  the  night  as  you  like — only  please  don't  burn 
the  hut  down.  House  property  is  valuable  here  ;  and  there  is 
one  more  bottle  of  brandy  m  the  comer." 

"ril  finish  what  I  have  here,"  said  Beamish,  with  a  sigh  of 
regret,  as  he  drained  a  bottle  beside  him  ;  "  for  who  among  us 
can  be  sure  of  coming  back  again  ?  The  drink  is  uncuinmunly 
good.    Who's  your  confiding  merchant,  Horace  V 
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"A  Sutler  at  Balaclava— oddivee :  lie  writes  it  in  his 
accounts.    There's  the  bude  again,  the  men  are  falling  in.*^ 

None  would  remain  behind  ;  all  Were  intent  on  watching,  if 
possible,  the  reconnaissance^  and  so  all  rose  to  quit  the  nut 
together. 

*'  By  Jove !  Horace,  in  such  an  atmosphere  as  this '* 

"What— of  frost,  Beamish  f 

"  No,  tobacco :  it  is  mighty  difficult  to  find  the  door  of  your 
— ^bungalow." 

"If  ne  doesn't  think  himself  in  India  again,  and  the  ther- 
mometer twentv  degrees  below  the  freezing  point.  Hope  you 
feel  warm,  Pat  f    What  an  imagination  you  have  T' 

"But  an  utterance  getting  thick  and  feathery,**  replied 
Beamish,  who  had  imbibed  more  than  sufficient  of  tne  cognac* 

"  What  are  you  about?"  asked  Horace,  laughing  heartily. 

"  I  am  searching  the  wall  in  vain '* 

"For  what  r 

"  That  orifice  popularly  known  as  a  door.** 

"  Here  it  is,  and,  by  jingo,  a  soberer  with  it  1"  cried  Horace 
as  he  opened  it,  and  the  keen  fierce  blast  of  hail  and  snow  came 
in  together.  Giving  his  arm  to  Beamish,  whose  steps  were 
imsteady,  Horace  set  out  for  fihe  muster  place. 

"Good-bye,  Beamish,"  cried  Ponsonby.  "Look  me  up  to- 
morrow, if  you  escape  to-night." 

"  All  right  I  I'll  put  Baladava  on  my  visiting  list.  Steady, 
eyes  front,"  hiccuped  Beamish,  as  he  floundered  on  through  the 
blinding  drift,  clinging  tenaciously  to  Ramomie's  arm.  "Well, 
if  we  don't  leave  footprints  in  the  sands  of  time  before  Sebasto- 
pol,  we'll  leave  some  in  the  snow  •  but^  d— n  it,  don't  it  look 
very  like  madness  in  a  parcel  of  fellows  m  red  coats  going  out 
in  the  snow  to  pot  a  set  of  other  fellows  in  grey  or  green  coats, 
when  all  might  be  comfortably  in  bed  beside  their  wives,  if  they 
had  them." 

Horace  thought  of  his  cosy  sixteen-pound  shot,  and  laughed— 
some  thoughts  of  Gwenuy  came  into  his  mind  too,  as  they 
stumbled  on.  Gwenny  would  doubtless  be  fast  asleep  then, 
with  her  soft  cheek  on  her  laced  pillow  in  her  pretty  room  at 
Willowdean,  and  dreaming,  perhaps,  of  him,  with  one  of  the  last 
batch  from  "  Mudie"  lying  at  hana. 

"  Are  those  two  stars  West  Inkerman  Lights  V 

"There  is  but  one  light,  Pat ;  and  no  wonder  that  we  see  it  so 
well  beyond  the  river  :  it  is  four  hundred  and  two  feet  high.'' 

"  There  go  the  *  whistling  dicks !' " 

Some  cannonading  was  going  on  at  the  right  of  the  French 
batteries,  which  were  shelling — even  in  such  frightful  weather 
—the  earthen  works  that  lay  between  the  South  Fort  and  the 
Quarantine  Bastion ;  thus,  the  bombs  which  in  daylight  were 
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discernible  like  black  globes  soaring  through  the  air,  now 
seemed  like  meteors  of  brilliant  fire,  as  each  described  an 
arc  to  the  spot  where  it  was  expected  to  spread  destruction 
and  death. 

They  could  hear  the  church  bells  of  Sebastopol,  tolling 
midnight,  as  they  trod  on. 

The  Fusileers  were  soon  under  arms,  the  battalion  "told  off,*' 
and  the  march  began  through  the  darkness  and  drift  along  the 
left  bank  of  the  Tchemaya  and  beside  the  aqueduct  which  had 
been  destroyed  by  the  Allies.  The  night  was  intensely  gloomy 
and  the  snow  fell  heavily,  impeding  the  progress  of  the  regiment, 
which,  however,  successfully  joined  the  force  of  Sir  Colin 
Campbell  on  the  hidi  open  ground  which  lies  two  miles  and  a 
half  westward  of  Tchorgoun,  and  then  there  occurred  that 
which,  for  a  time,  appeared  to  be  an  indecisive  halt. 

"  One  might  live  to  the  age  of  those  old  fellows  who  figure 
in  the  Pentateuch,  and  not  endure  what  we  do  here  before 
Sebastopol  1"  said  Ned  Elton,  who  felt  his  wounded  limb  aching 
in  the  cold. 

"What  the  deuce  is  wrong?  Why  are  vre  halted  here?" 
asked  his  father.  Sir  Edward,  impatiently,  of  an  aide-de-camp 
who  trotted  slowly  past  in  the  dark,  looking  like  a  white 
phantom  in  his  coating  of  snow. 

"There's  some  infernal  mistake,"  was  the  replj''.  "The  French 
have  not  come  up,  and  the  Kussians  are  in  great  force— five 
thousand  men  at  least — in  Kamara,  under  General  Prince 
Galitzin." 

"  The  French  seldom  fail  us.^ 

"A  messenger  from  General  Canrobert  to  Sir  Colin  Camp- 
bell has  stated,  that  in  consequence  of  the  extreme  severity  of 
the  weather  to-night,  the  regiments  he  had  under  arms  to  take 
part  in  the  reconnaissance  have  been  ordered  back  to  their  tents ; 
but  the  messenger  lost  his  way  in  the  snow.  He  was  too  late 
to  inform  the  fiery  old  Highlander,  who  was  already  on  the 
march,  and  here  we  are  1" 

"  And  here  a  few  of  us  are  likely  to  remain,  if  the  halt  lasts 
long,"  added  Sir  Edward,  for  the  cold  was  intense,  and  many 
cases  of  frost-bitten  noses  and  fingers  were  occurring  in  the  ranks. 

Notwithstanding  the  state  of  the  weather,  old  Sir  Colin 
was  all  on  fire  to  have  a  brush  with  the  enemy  under  Galitzin  : 
and  it  happened,  as  he  thought,  fortunately,  that  General 
ViUenois,  having  learned  that  his  leader's  change  of  plans  had 
oeen  communicated  too  late,  got  his  Zouaves  under  arms,  and 
amid  the  dark  and  the  snowy  tempest,  had  moved  down  from 
the  heights  to  join  in  the  expedition. 

A  cheer  from  the  Kifle  Brigade  and  Koyal  Fusileers  greeted 
the  two  dark  columns  of  the  French  when  they  were  discerned 
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moving  through  the  gloom ;  and  after  a  brief  consultation 
between  the  Generals,  the  command  *'  Forward^*  was  given,  and 
the  advance  began  towards  Tchorgoun  and  Eamara  at  four  in 
the  morning,  with  the  Rifles  and  Highland  Light  Infantry 
extended  in  skirmishing  order. 

A  few  cavalry  of  the  Turkish  Contingent,  under  Major  Ches- 
ters,  who  had  now  recovered  and  joined  the  army,  hovered  on 
the  right  flank.    The  river  Tchernaya  lay  on  the  left 

The  orders  of  Sir  Colin  were,  that  not  a  shot  was  to  be  fired, 
even  if  they  came  upon  the  enemy,  as  he  hoped  a  body  of  them 
might  be  surprised  and  quietly  attacked  by  the  bayonet ;  but 
the  snow-flakes  fell  so  thickly;,  that  the  extended  files  had 
difiiculty  in  keeping  each  other  in  view,  and  the  fingers  of  the 
men  were  so  benumbed  that  very  few  could  fix  their  bayonets  ! 

In  profound  silence— for  the  tread  of  the  marching  columns 
was  completely  muffled,  even  as  their  appearance  was  hidden 
by  the  snow — they  proceeded  thus,  till  suddenly  there  was  a 
half-stifled  shout ! 

Three  Kussian  advanced  sentinels  had  been  taken  by  the 
skirmishers  of  the  71st  Highlanders,  who  literally  stumbled 
against  them  in  the  obscurity. 

"  Flash,  flash !  bang,  ping !  There  go  the  carbines  l**  cried 
Beamish,  as  the  Cossack  Yidettes  of  the  picquet  at  Kamara 
began  firing  at  random  in  the  dark ;  and  then  followed  the 
hoarse  din  of  the  Bussian  drums,  as  their  Infantry  began  to  get 
under  arms  in  the  town. 

The  order  was  then  given  to  retire,  for  the  reconnaissance  was 
a  failure,  and  Sir  Colin — bv  the  absence  of  Bosquet's  troops — 
had  no  supports  to  fall  back  upon  in  case  of  being  vigorously 
attacked ;  besides,  the  snow  was  falling  more  heavily  than  ever. 
"  One  company  could  not  see  its  neighbour ;  each  regiment  was 
hidden  from  the  other,  and  the  regiments  were  becoming,  mo- 
mentarily, less  able  to  advance.*'  Then  the  cases  of  frost-bit« 
were  increasing  fast,  especially  among  the  Highlanders,  who  had 
been  ordered  to  take  off  their  warm  fur  caps  and  resume  their 
plumed  Scottish  bonnets. 

A  few  random  volleys  were  exchanged,  and  then  the  retro- 
grade movement  be^an  with  speed.  Horace  was  earnestly 
wishing  himself  back  in  his  hut,  and  surmising  that  his  sleeping 
partner,  the  sixteen-pound  shot,  would  be  cold  enough  by  that 
time. 

"  We  can't  be  back  to  camp  sooner  than  mid-day  now,*'  said 
Beamish.  "  We  have  a  horrid  road  to  march  by — the  road  that 
leads  to  glory  and  SebastopoL  Bad  cess  to  both  of  them! 
Have  you  a  drop  of  anything  in  your  canteen,  Horace  V 

Ere  Eamornie  could  reply,  the  power  of  speech  seemed  to 
pass  from  him.    He  received  a  dreadful  blow  in  the  back,  and 
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fell  on  his  face  among  the  snow.  The  entire  regiment  seemed 
to  vanish  from  his  sight,  and  he  found  himself  left  alone ;  for 
a  half -spent  shot  had  struck  him  in  the  back,  and  in  the  dark- 
ness, dnft,  and  confusion,  his  fall  was  unseen,  as  he  had  been 
in  rear  of  his  company,  which  was  covering  the  rear  of  the 
battalion. 

An  emotion  of  despair  at  the  prospect  of  being  left  there  to 
perish,  made  him  stagger  wildly  up  ;  but  all  trace  of  Campbell's 
force,  and  of  the  Zouaves  of  Villenois  had  disappeared. 
Nothing  was  visible  around  him  but  whiteness— a  sheet  of  snow 
beneath  his  feet,  and  white  flakes  falling  blindingly  aslant  on 
the  biting  wind  that  came  in  fierce  gusts  from  the  Black  Sea. 

To  advance  was  as  perilous  as  to  retreat ;  for  he  mi^ht  be  stag- 
gering towards  the  enemy,  and  to  remain  still  was  impossible. 
But  ms  difficulties  were  soon  solved,  as  he  stumbled  against  a 
party  of  Russian  soldiers,  who  were  already  in  possession  of  a 
prisoner,  a  mounted  officer. 

To  these  he  was  fain  to  surrender  himself,  and  escape  being 
butchered,  as  he  had  not  power  remaining  to  use  his  revol- 
ver ;  and  he  found  himself  marched  off  towards-  Tchorgoun,  a 
prisoner  of  war,  in  company  with  the  other  who  had  fallen  into 
their  hands  in  the  confusion  :  and  that  other  proved  to  be — 
Major  Chesters,  of  the  Turkish  Contingent  1 


CHAPTER  LX. 

A  PEI80NER  OF  WAB. 

Out  of  the  whole  army,  Chesters  was  the  last  man  whom 
Horace  Ramomie  would  have  chosen  for  a  partner  in  misfor- 
tune, or  in  anything  ;  and  he  marched  along  by  his  side,  pre- 
serving a  grave  and  contemptuous  silence.  Twice  or  thrice 
Chesters,  who  seemed  in  no  way  crestfallen^  attempted  to  open 
a  kind  of  "  chaffing''  conversation,  by  offering  bets  about  their 
destination,  the  probable  term  of  their  captivitv,  and  so  forth. 
But  Horace  made  not  the  slightest  response.  And  now,  as  day 
dawned  and  the  storm  abated,  about  eight  miles  distant  he 
could  see  Sebastopol,  with  all  its  tremendous  batteries,  its 
green  domed  churches,  and  lofty  houses,  the  walls  of  which 
were  white  as  the  snow  that  covered  all  the  landscape. 

He  could  see  the  steamers  about  Balaclava,  and  the  camps  of 
the  Allies ;  and  of  these  he  seemed  to  take  a  farewell  glance, 
as  he  and  his  escort  descended  into  the  valley  through  which 
the  Black  River  runs. 

An  irrepressible  emotion  of  sadness  crept  over  him.  When 
should  he  see  his  comrades  or  be  free  again  1    What  account  of 

Digitized  by  V_TWV_?Vl^ 


332  LADY  WEDDEEBUEN^S  WISH. 

Ids  fate  would  be  conveyed  to  Willowdean  1  Letters  liad  in* 
fonned  him  of  the  grief  and  consternation  there,  consequent 
to  the  report  of  Cyril's  being  "missing"  after  the  Alma ;  but 
how  would  his  disappearance  be  accounted  for  ?  and  what  an 
amount  of  sorrow  it  would  cause  to  Gwenny !  Ideas  of  escape 
occurred  to  him  ;  but  he  had  been  deprived  of  his  sword  and 
revolver,  and  tne  six  Huskies  who  formed  the  escort,  were 
fellows  not  likely  to  stand  on  trifles  with  those  who  were  in 
their  hands.  Ihey  had  rifled  his  pockets,  deprived  him  of 
watch  and  rings,  and  stripped  the  lace  from  the  collar  and  cu£fs 
of  the  faded  uniform  he  wore  below  his  pea-jacket;  and 
Chesters  was  treated  in  the  same  scurvy  fashion. 

They  were  all  men  whose  raw-boned  figures  indicated  clumsy 
strength.  Their  features  were  hard,  angular,  and  ugly.  Their 
long  great-coats  were  of  mud-colour,  with  flat  metal  buttons 
and  scarlet  shoulder-straps,  and  their  canvas  havresacks  con- 
tained their  coarse  tobacco  and  materials  for  manufacturing 
sour-krout,  while  their  canteens  smelt  strongly  of  raki — the 
three  prime  luxuries  of  their  stupid  and  perilous  lives. 

One  of  them;  who  seemed  rather  a  gooa-natured  man,  offered 
Horace  a  mouthful  from  his  canteen,  and  then  a  piece  of  black 
bread,  but  it  looked  too  like  a  portion  of  peat  from  a  bog,  and 
he  declined  both. 

But  to  be  a  prisoner  almost  at  the  commencement  of  a  war 
was  a  galling  and  oppressive  thought  to  the  young  man !  How 
long  might  he  remain  so,  and  what  might  his  treatment  be  % 
The  greatest  empires  in  the  world  were  involved  in  this  mortal 
contest,  and  his  captivity  might  last  for  years — ^for  the  natural 
term  of  his  life  perhaps ;  for  at  that  time  strange  and  dark 
rumours  were  afloat  in  the  Allied  camps  of  the  French  having 
found  in  some  Tartar  castles  prisoners  who  had  been  gleaned 
up  on  the  retreat  from  Moscow,  and  kept  chained  as  slaves 
smce  then.  Whether  such  was  tne  case  or  not,  it  is  impossible 
to  say  now ;  but  the  idea  of  such  a  doom  being  his,  froze  the 
blood  in  the  veins  of  Kamomie ;  and  he  thought  with  agony 
of  Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum  becoming— perhaps  when  he  and 
his  fate  were  alike  forgotten — the  bride  ot  another. 

A  body  of  Russian  cavalry  from  Kamara  was  now  upon  the 
march  rearward,  imder  General  Prince  Galitzin,  as  Horace 
ascertained  from  a  passing  officer  who  spoke  French,  and 
behind  this  force  he  and  his  companion  in  misfortune  were 
marched  under  a  new  escort  of  dirty  and  unwashed  Cossackai 
who  to  make  sure  of  them  and  save  themselves  trouble,  mountea 
the  captives  on  two  spare  Tartar  ponies,  and  tied  their  hands 
to  the  shaggy  manes  thereof. 

These  Cossacks  were  all  beetle-browed,  ill-favoured  looking 
fellows,  with  high  cheek-bones,  piggish-like  eyes,  and  wore  fur 
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caps,  in  colour  and  quality  closely  resembling  their  own  beards. 
Their  tinifonns  were  coarse  and  quaint  but  their  arms  were 
bright  and  good,  and  each  rode  witn  his  knees  up  to  his  saddle- 
bow, and  so  surrounded  by  forage,  bags  of  Ghiska  wheat,  and 
other  plunder  taken  from  the  poor  Tartar  peasantry,  that  little 
more  than  the  head  and  crupper  of  their  httle  horses  could  be 
seen.  Thev  were  doubtless  prave  and  resolute  men,  for  the 
copper  meoals  stitched  on  their  coarse  green  trnif onus  showed 
that  thev  were  Don  Cossacks,  and  had  faced  alike  the  rifles  of 
Schamyrs  Circassian  cavaliers,  and  the  keen  sabres  of  the 
Khir^hee  outlaws. 

This  Cossack  force  continued  riding  eastward,  and  ere  long 
ihey  were  at  the  base  of  the  Tchatr-Dagh,  or  "moimtain  of  the 
tents  '^ — ^a  flat  hill  not  unlike  the  famous  Table  Mountain,  but 
all  of  red  marble,  towering  above  groves  of  large  trees  that 
were  leafless  then,  and  clumps  of  dark  green  cypresses,  where 
many  a  huge  eagle,  and  whole  clouds  of  other  wild  birds, 
hovered  in  mid-air.  Here  they  shot  and  roasted  a  few  bustards, 
which  were  plucked,  cooked,  and  eaten,  without  being  per- 
mitted to  cool — there  was  nb  time  for  that — and  Horace  and 
the  obnoxious  Chesters  came  in  for  a  share  of  the  birds  ;  though 
sooth  to  say  the  drumsticks  were  tough  enough  to  have  been 
used  on  a  drum.  With  these  they  had  some  yourgourLoT  sour 
nulk  and  Tartar  cakes,  taken  sans  c^r^monie  by  the  Cossacks 
from  the  house  of  a  neighbouring  farmer. 

The  snow  had  disappeared  now  in  the  changeable  climate  of 
the  Crimea,  having  melted  so  fast  that  scarcely  a  trace  of  it 
remained  even  on  the  bare  scalp  of  the  Tchatr-Dagh,  or  the 
grotesque-looking  Dimirdji  Mountain,  which  towered  on  the 
opposite  side  where  the  halt  had  been  made,  and  which  was 
Boon  to  be  the  scene  of  a  very  dark  incident 

"  Alexis,  Ivan,'*  said  a  smart  looking  aide-de-camp,  in  the 
rich  imiform  of  the  Princess  Maria  Paulovna's  Hussars — ^for 
that  lady  was  sister  to  the  Empress,  and  was  proprietrix  of  a 
regiment  of  cavalry  —  "bring  those  two  prisoners  before  the 
General,  Prince  Galitzin." 

Then  the  two  weary  wretches  who  escorted  Horace  and  Ches- 
ters, and  who  had  just  lit  their  short  pipes  to  eiyoy  a  brief 
whin,  started  simultaneously  from  that  du*ty  piece  of  felt  on 
which  they  were  sqtiatted,  and  which  economically  serves  the 
Cossack  warrior  in  the  triple  capacity  of  bed,  tent,  and  cloak. 

We  should  have  mentioned  in  its  place,  that  it  was  Chesters 
who  commanded  the  force  of  Turks  tbat  so  disgracefully 
abandoned  the  93rd  Highlanders  at  Balaclava,  but  not  through 
any  fault  of  his  own,  as  he  killed  several  of  the  fugitives  with 
his  sabre  in  vain  attemps  to  sta3r  the  rest.  Left  behind  sick  at 
Malta  by  the  transport,  he  and  his  a&ir  onboard  that  ship  had 
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been  forgotten  amid  the  bustle  of  embarking  for  tbe  Crimea^ 
and  the  subse(}uent  passage  of  the  Alma  ;  so  that  he  had  been 
permitted  to  join  his  corps  of  that  pecuhar  force,  the  Turkish 
Contingent,  where  his  story  was  unknown,  or  if  known,  would 
not  be  understood,  and  now  he  thought  that  all  his  gambling 
scrapes  and  sharp  play  had  been  forgotten,  so  he  was  little 
prepared  for  what  was  before  him.  And  now  we  have  to  apo- 
logize to  the  reader  for  an  introduction  to  a  very  unpleasant 
personage  indeed ;  but  such  introductions  are  misfortunes  which 
the  historian  and  novelist  cannot  avoid. 

Apart  from  where  more  than  a  thousand  Russian  heavy 
cavalry  had  hobbled  their  horses^  and  were  cooking,  smoking, 
eating  sour  krout  and  drinking  bitter  quass  or  fiery  raki,  some 
lounging  at  length  on  the  still  damp  grass,  with  their  belts  and 
leather  helmets  off,  for  the  air  was  steamy  and  moist,  as  the  sun 
had  so  rapidly  melted  and  exhaled  the  snow  of  the  preceding 
night  in  mist,  Prince  Qalitzin  and  a  few  noisy  Eussian  officers 
were  partaking  of  a  hurried  repast  near  the  wall  of  a  Tartar 
vineyard— an  erection  which,  from  its  massive  thickness,  age,  and 
height,  must  have  been  a  remnant  of  one  of  the  many  fortresses 
erected  in  the  Crimea  during  the  fifth  century  against  the  Goths 
and  Huns. 

Near  it  rose  several  of  those  green  tumuli  which  are  so 
common  over  all  the  Peninsula,  and  mark  the  graves  of  those 
who  had  fallen  in  the  ages  of  classical  antiquity — old  even  as 
the  days  of  Mithridates. 

The  Prince  occupied  a  stool  beside  a  kind  of  table,  both  of 
which  had  been  brought  from  the  house  of  the  Tartar  farmer, 
and  his  brother  officers  stood  or  lay  on  the  grass  around  him, 
laughing  and  smoking.  Under  a  loose  grey  great-coat,  which 
was  open,  he  wore  a  rich  uniform  of  grass-coloured  green,  richly 
laced  with  gold.  His  epaulettes  were  massive,  and  several 
medals  and  orders  of  the  empire  were  sparkling  on  his  breast. 
He  seemed  rather  an  undersized  man,  with  a  handsome  face, 
having  dark  and  sparkling  eyes,  set  indeed  unpleasantly  near 
each  other ;  his  nose  was  hooked,  with  a  somwhat  delicate 
nostril,  indicating  Tartar  blood,  and  his  jet  black  moustachios 
were  well  and  fiercely  curled  up. 

He  did  not  rise  as  the  two  prisoners  approached  him,  each 
with  proper  politeness  yielding  a  salute,  in  reply  to  which  he 
simply  lifted  his  cocked  hat  a  few  inches ;  but  ere  he  replaced  it, 
his  lace  and  his  shorn  black  hair  recalled  at  once  to  the  memory 
of  Horace  a  former  acquaintance— the  person  who  had  figured 
as  Captain  of  Zouaves  among  the  British  at  Varna  and  else- 
where ;  and  the  fallen  officer  who  so  infamously  pistolled  poor 
QtU  Wedderbum  after  performing  an  act  of  mercy  at  the  battle 
of  the  Alma,  where  he  dragged  him  from  under  his  dying  hoiM. 
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In  short,  the  notorious  Russian  Spy.  and  Ivan  TegohDrski, 
General  Prince  Galitzin,  were  one  and  the  same  man  ! 

As  there  are  upwards  of  three  hundred  Princes  of  that  dis- 
tinguished name  in  Russia,  we  shall  have  no  fear  of  "being 
called  out"  for  mentioning  one  of  them  here ;  but  he  in  question 
was  the  poorest  among  them,  having  now  only  his  military  pay. 
The  first  emotion  of  Horace  was  astonishment,  and  then 
genuine  contempt,  that  any  officer  should  so  far  have  degraded 
himself  and  his  epaulettes  *  next  he  thought  of  the  kind,  gentle, 
and  manly  Cyril  Wedderburn,  and  his  heart  grew  hot  with 
indignation.  He  involuntarily  turned  to  Chesters.  but  in  the 
face  of  that  person  read  considerable  alarm  and  disquietude ; 
for  lie  too  had  recognised  a  former  acquaintance,  who,  like  De 
la  Fosse,  had  a  gambling  grudge  to  remember. 

"  So,  Messieurs,"  said  the  Russian,  coolly  and  with  a  strange 
smile,  **  we  three  recognise  each  other,  it  seems  ]" 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  we  do,"  replied  Horace  Ramomie, 
haughtily,  in  French,  which  he  did  not  speak  nearly  so  well  as 
the  Prince ;  but,  as  a  traveller  remarks,  "  the  Russians  have 
this  advantage  over  other  nations— namely,  that  they  are  en- 
dowed with  tne  gift  of  tongues,  having  an  extraordinary  facility 
for  acquiring  and  speaking  with  a  pure  accent  any  foreign 
language  -"  yet  one  who  can  speak  Russian  or  Chinese  may 
easily  achieve  anything  vocable.  "  Monsieur  le  Prince,  how 
about  the  coffee,  the  broiled  chickens,  and  cream  tarts  you  were 
wont  to  get  from  your  dear  mother,  in  Gascony]  Was  it 
honourable  to  act  as  you  did  at  Varna,  and  elsewhere  V*  asked 
the  young  officer,  boldly. 

Tiiere  was  a  tnumphant  and  malicious  but  cruel  glitter  in  the 
eyes  of  Galitzin,  as  he  relied,  coolly— "All  plans  are  fair  in  war 
and  love,  my  friend.  Thanks  to  me,  Alexander  Mentschicoff 
knew  to  a  nicety  every  bayonet  and  sabre  you  had  yonder  in 
Bulgaria ;  yes,  and  every  cannon  too.  So  now  we  shall  drop 
that  subject  You  are  sorry  to  recognise  me  1  By  the  bones  of 
all  the  Moschti  of  Russia,  and  by  every  shrine  in  Holy  Mother 
Moscow,  one  here  shall  be  still  more  sorry  at  this  meeting !'' 
and  his  eyes  flashed  like  a  sword-blade  as  they  turned  to 
Chesters.  He  then  added,  to  Horace,  "  What  is  your  namel" 

"  Horace  Ramornie,  Captain  in  her  Britannic  Majesty's  Royal 
Fusileers." 

Galitzin  made  a  note  of  the  name  —  "Oraz  Ramhomoff, 
Capitan "  —  in  a  fashion  that  would  have  puzzled  Horace's 
friends  had  they  seen  it  on  his  calling  cards. 

"  Your  companion's  name  I  know  but  too  well,  bb  Captain 
Chesters.** 

"  He  is  Major  Chesters,  here  at  least." 

"  That  will  matter  little  by-and-by,''  wag  the  ominoug  response. 
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"  What  was  the  object  of  the  sudden  night  march  from  Balaclava 
towards  Tchorgoun  T 

"  To  attack  you." 

"  Bah !  I  thought  so ;  you  didn't  succeed  though/' 

•*  The  snow '' 

"  Ah,  Nicholas,  our  glorious  Emperor,  was  right.  Holy  Bussia 
has  two  generals  who  never  fail  her  —  January  and  February ! 
What  was  the  strength  of  your  force  1  There  were  Turkish 
dogs  among  it,  I  know — ^the  Asiatics." 

"  For  that  very  reason  I  cannot  telL  Moreover,  I  must  decline 
to  s^  more.'* 

"  I  might  compel  you,''  retorted  the  other. 

•*  Am  I  to  have  my  parole  of  honour  T 

"  That  we  shall  consider  elsewhere.  Meantime  a  glass  of 
wine  with  you." 

"  Thanks,  Monsieur  le  Prince,"  and  Horace,  however  re- 
pugnant the  pretended  cordiality,  felt  himself  constrained  to 
clink  his  glass  against  that  of  the  Prince  and  drink  with  him. 
After  which,  the  latter  said — 

"  And  now,  Monsieur  Chesters,  for  yow." 

"  Shall  my  parole  be  granted  T 

"  No  !"  was  the  abrupt  response. 

"  What  am  I  to  understand  by  that  reply  and  your  peculiar 
smile.  Prince  Galitzin'J"  asked  Chesters,  uneasily,  for  his 
captor  was  known  to  be  at  heart  a  savage,  "but  a  savage  of 
health  and  vigour,  smoothed  and  shapened  in  accordance  with 
the  prejudices  of  civilized  life." 

"  Oui ;  you  smiled  when  I  lost  roubles  to  you  by  the  thousand. 
I  then  learned  to  beware  of  the  smile  of  such  polished  villains ; 
but  it  is  my  turn  to  be  merry  now." 

"  Why,  Monsieur  le  Prince  ^" 

**  Because  you  are  the  loser." 

"  In  what  way;  beyond  being  a  prisoner  of  war,  I  have  yet  to 
learn,"  replied  Chesters,  with  ill-assumed  hauteur. 

"  The  odd  trick  is  against  you.  Monsieur." 

^  I  am  indifferent  about  the  stakes." 

"  That  we  shall  see,  tr^s  bon  !  Come  here,  you  fellows  !" 
he  cried  to  some  soldiers  who  were  loitering  near,  observantly. 
"  Throw  off  your  accoutrements,  and  dig  me  a  hole  here  some 
six  feet  long !" 

"A holer  exclaimed  Chesters,  enquiringly. 

*•  A  grave  /"  replied  the  hollow-hearted  Russian,  smiling  with 
his  false  smile  and  black  glittering  eyes. 

"Have  you  no  sense  of  honour T  asked  Chesters,  growing 
very,  very  pale. 

"  Some  of  its  kind.  Quick !  deeper  and  deeper  yet !  Throw 
out  the  earth,  you  accursed  Asiatics  I"  he  added,  kicking  one  of 
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the  soldiers  with  his  jackboot,  and  bestowing  upon  him  the 
most  opprobrious  epithet  in  Eussia,  the  name  of  the  race  which 
closed  ms  order.  "Ah,  Monsieur  Chesters,  you  thought  that 
some  fine  day,  sooner  or  later,  you  would  repent  of  your  mis- 
deeds ;  and  now  you  have  not  time,  ah !  ah  r 

"  Then,  have  you  no  compassion  V*  urged  Horace. 

"  Bah !  I  parted  company  with  that  long  ago,*  laughed  the 
other. 

"  Do  you  actually  mean  to  assassinate  him  V 

"Nor 

"  What  then  V  asked  Chesters. 

"  To  punish  you." 

"  Give  me  pistols,  and  I  shall  fight  you  at  twelve  paces— ten, 
if  you  prefer  it  l"  said  Chesters,  who  gazed  at  him  with  a 
hag^d  eve. 

I  dont  fight  with  cheats  or  tricksters,  and  men  who  use 
loaded  dice,  and  know  the  backs  of  cards  quite  as  well  as  their 
fronts,  if  not  better.  Tie  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  tie 
his  feet  too  P 

By  this  time  the  sharply  ringing  brass  trumpets  had  sounded ; 
the  cavaby  had  all  mounted,  and  formed  in  quarter-^distance 
column  of  troops,  prior  to  the  resumption  of  their  march ;  and 
it  was  evident  that  whatever  was  about  to  be  done  would  soon 
be  over  now. 

Chesters  was  all  that  was  vile  and  bacL  yet  he  was  the  son  of 
a  gentleman — ^the  scion  of  a  family  long  honoured  in  his  native 
Merse.  The  Crimean  air  had  bronzed  his  cheek;  time,  and 
still  more,  dissipation,  had  whitened  lus  hair.  He  had  done 
deadly  wrongs  to  the  kinsman  of  Horace,  yet  the  latter  looked 
on  the  impending  scene  with  horror,  and  prayed  Galitzin,  but 
in  vain,  to  be  mercifuL 

Horace  remembered  that  there  was  a  local  story  of  the 
prophecy  of  a  half-crazed  female  gipsy  of  Yetholm  (at  whom 
Chesters,  in  his  mischievous  boyhood,  had  thrown  stones),  to 
the  effect  that  he  "  would  never  die  of  a  sudden  death,  nor  yet  die 
in  his  bed  f  and  now  it  flashed  upon  the  mind  of  Horace ;  but 
to  judge  by  the  piteous  expression  of  his  face,  Chesters  put  no 
faith  in  the  prediction,  if  at  that  moment  he  remembered  it  at  all. 

A  couple  of  dragoons  had  unslung  their  carbines  and  were  in 
the  act  of  loading,  ramming  their  cartridges  home,  and  return- 
ing their  steel  rods,  with  a  sang  froid  that  was  more  French 
than  Muscovite,  when  Chesters,  who  was  powerful  and  athletic, 
proud  and  fieiy,  struggled  fiercely  with  those  who  sought^  so 
ignominiously  to  bind  nim.  Big  bead-like  drops  of  perspiration 
oozed  over  the  unfortunate  man's  forehead,  his  face  was  deadly 
pale,  his  lips  a  ghastly  blue,  and  his  usually  light-coloured  eyes 
glared  with  all  the  anticipation  and  the  terror  of  a  sudde( 
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merciless,  and  violent  death,  which  he  knew  to  be  inevitable, 
yet  he  could  not  resist  the  natural  desire  to  shun  it  as  long  as 
possible,  for  at  that  moment  life  seemed  dear— oh,  so  d^ar ! 
Yet  in  his  blind  despair,  he  sought  aid  neither  from  Heaven 
nor  earth. 

Horace  called  hoarsely,  piteously,  and  then  threateningly  to 
Prince  Galitzin,  who  only  wavea  his  hand  in  contemptuous 
silence^  and  then  the  two  Cossacks  once  more  seized  him,  one 
administering  a  prod  from  his  lance  to  quicken  his  movements, 
and  they  agam  mounted  on  the  Tartar  pony,  re-tying  his  hands 
to  the  mane  thereof.  They  then  forced  him  away,  but,  on 
looking  back,  he  saw  a  strangely  horrible  scene. 

In  his  mad  terror  of  death,  or  in  his  utter  despair,  Chesters, 
with  lus  clenched  teeth,  had  seized  fast  the  coat  sleeve — ^perhaps 
the  arm — of  one  of  those  who  were  binding  him.  Another 
dragoon  on  seeing  this  clubbed  a  carbine  and  dealt  him  a  blow 
on  the  head,  a  blow  which,  though  it  inilicted  no  wound  but  only 
a  flesh  bruise,  completely  stunned  him,  and  he  fell  senseless. 

"In  with  nim  as  he  is  and  cover  him  up,"  said  Galitzin, 
remorselessly.  "  Keep  your  ammunition  for  others !  Quick- 
obey  me,  or  it  shall  be  the  worse  for  yourselves !" 

The  two  dragoons  who  had  paused  with  loaded  carbine  in 
hand,  now  relinquished  them,  for  they  knew  that  Galitzin  was 
not  a  man  to  brook  delay,  or  have  his  temper  trifled  with  j  and 
taking  a  couple  of  Tartar  shovels,  they  proceeded  to  assist  in 
filling  up  the  grave  upon  the  yet  living  and  breathing  man, 
whom  the  cold  earth  so  speedily  revived  that  a  sense  of  his 
situation  dawned  upon  him  ! 

A  half -stifled  cry  of  despair,  that  made  the  blood  of  Horace 
congeal,  came  out  of  that  hole  ;  another  and  another  followed, 
each,  however,  more  faint  than  the  last,  as  the  load  of  earth 
grew  heavy  upon  him.  Then  came  a  sound  like  a  convulsive 
groan  or  snort ;  anon  it  was  completely  filled,  and  th^  batted 
the  heaped  up  mound  with  the  flat  of  the  shoveL  Four  feet 
below  that  heap  writhed  the  yet  living  man,  bound  hand  and 
foot ;  and  while  the  Pulkovnick,  or  Colonel  of  the  Russian 
Dragons,  gave  his  hparse  words  of  command  to  "break  into 
sections  "  and  "  march,"  while  the  kettle-drums  rolled  and  the 
trumpets  peeled  forth  a  lively  and  martial  air,  Horace,  as  he 
looked  back,  tiiought  he  could  see  the  mound  of  earth  heaving, 
as  the  strong  man  struggled  in  his  death  agony  amid  the  depth 
of  his  living  grave ! 

So  thus,  in  some  fashion,  the  prophecy  of  the  revengeful 
Tethohn  gipsy  came  true  after  all ;  and  the  onyx  ring  of  Louis 
De  la  Fosse,  with  its  heraldic  gauntlet  on  a  sword's  pdnt,  and 
the  motto  Droit  en  avant^  became  the  prize  of  an  ignorant 
Cossack,  who  tore  it  with  his  teeth  from  the  finger  of  the  half* 
senseless  man. 
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This  Was  all  bas^  revenge  on  the  part  of  Galitzin,  as  he  was  a 
man  stained  with  a  thousand  crimes  and  immoralities.  So  there 
Ralph  Chesters  found  his  grave  by  the  ruin  of  an  old  wall  of 
the  Gothic  dajrs,  and  amid  a  lonely  clump  of  caper-trees  and 
juniper-bushes  in  Crim  Tartary ! 


CHAPTER   LXL 

THE  PAROLE  OF   HONOUJEL 

The  Russian  troops  in  the  Crimea  were  always  being  changed, 
with  wiiat  object  it  is  impossible  to  say ;  but  those  who  were 
once  enga^d  with  the  Allies  seldom  saw  them  again.  Thus 
the  Heavy  Dragoon  force  of  Prince  Galitzin  wheeled  off  towards 
Simpheropol,  en  route  for  the  Isthmus  of  Perecop,  while  he, 
accompanied  by  his  aide-de-camp  and  a  few  Cossacks,  pro- 
ceeded direct  to  Yaila.  carrying  with  him  one  of  the  few  trophies 
lately  secured  by  the  Russians — Horace  Ramornie. 

The  repugnance  the  latter  had  of  his  captor  was  intense,  yet 
he  was  compelled  by  policy  to  dissemble  to  an  extent  that  made 
him  almost  despise  himself ;  for  he  had  to  smile  and  bow  his 
thanks  whenever  that  personage  proffered — as  he  not  unfre- 
quently  did — ^his  cigar-case,  with  a  oland  yet  cunning  glitter  in 
his  eyes.  With  all  his  bad  points  of  character— and  Horace 
knew  not  the  half  of  them— he  sorrowed  for  the  sudden  and 
terrible  fate  of  the  hapless  Chesters,  and  justly  deemed  Ids 
death,  and  more  than  all,  the  mode  of  it,  an  outrage  on  hu- 
manity, on  the  laws  of  war  and  of  nations  ;  for  whatever  their 
private  quarrel  may  have  been,  Galitzin  should  have  respected 
the  rights  of  a  prisoner. 

But  the  butchery  of  our  wounded  in  the  Valley  of  Inkerman, 
the  massacre  of  a  boat's  crew  under  a  flag  of  truce  at  Hango, 
and  the  cannonading  of  our  ships  that  were  perishing  amid  the 
terrible  storm  that  swept  the  shore  of  the  Euxine,  go  far  to 
prove  that  the  Russians  are  not  particular  in  their  mode  of 
dealing  with  an  enemy,  or  remarkable  for  their  nice  notions  of 
chivalry. 

So  the  close  of  the  second  day,  after  some  forty  miles  march^ 
saw  Horace  Ramornie  a  prisoner  in  the  Castle  of  Yaila.  Along 
the  route  he  had  noted  every  path  and  defile,  every  Tartar 
village,  every  wall  and  tree,  that  might  guide  him  if  he  suc- 
ceeded in  escaping.  That  project,  if  put  in  execution,  had  with 
it  many  perils ;  for  he  might  be  shot,  or  shut  up  among  the  rank 
and  file  and  sent  inland  he  knew  not  where  1  He  writhed  under 
the  restraint  of  the  present,  and  anticipated  the  future  with 
doubt  and  dread. 
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However,  once  within  the  gates  of  Yaila,  his  parole  of  honour 
was  accepted  by  GaUtzin,  as  commandant  of  the  place,  to  the 
effect  that  he  should  not  go  more  than  one  mile  beyond  its  walls, 
reporting  himself  every  night  at  gunfire  to  the  parooscMch  (a 
lieutenant)  of  the  main-guard  ;  that  he  would  be  made  a  close 

grisoner  if  he  failed  in  Qiese  conditions,  and  eventually  shot  if 
e  attempted  to  escape. 

Horace  was  fain  to  accept  of  these  hard  terms,  stipulating  on 
the  other  hand,  that  his  life  should  be  safe,  and  that  he  nught 
write  to  his  friends  at  the  camp  by  a  Tartar  messenger. 

This  was  peremptorily  refused  by  Galitzin,  lest  he  should  in 
some  hidden  terms  describe  the  locality  of  Yaila  and  strength 
of  the  garrison ;  for  distrust  of  everything  and  everybody  was  a 
second  nature  with  this  impoverished  Prince.  Moreover  he  had 
been  more  than  once  a  spy  nimself ;  so  hence  came  much  of  the 
mystery  that  involved  the  disappearance  of  Horace  Ramomie. 

When  he  found  himself  isolated  thus  in  that  sequestered  fort, 
amid  the  mountains  of  Grim  Tartary,  at  times  a  stunned  sen- 
sati(m  came  over  him.  He  felt  like  one  who  wanders  in  the 
unknown  places  of  dreamland,  or  under  a  species  of  nightmare ! 
Was  he  the  same  Horace  Eamomie  who  had  lately  so  many 
friends,  a  position  and  rank  as  Captain  in  the  Line — who  had 
been  riding  between  a  file  of  filthy  snubnosed  Cossack  Lancers, 
in  (hoarse  uniforms  and  mangy-looking  fur  shoubahs,  with  his 
hands  tied  to  the  shaggy  mane  of  a  stolen  Tartar  pony ;  and 
was  he  actually  to  pine  there,  under  the  shadows  of  tne  Tchatr- 
DaghandDimirdii  Mountains,  for  some  unnamed  period  of  time  1 

If  this  was  reality,  was  Gwenny  a  myth  % 

The  longing  to  escape  was  intense  :  but  then  he  had  given 
his  parole ;  and  to  a^  it  back,  would  be  to  announce  the 
intention  of  flight,  and  cause  him  to  be  made  a  close  prisoner, 
who  would  be  well  watched  in  one  of  those  cells  or  dungeons 
of  the  place,  the  bare  thought  of  which  made  him  shudder. 
He  could  but  hope  that  some  body  of  the  Allies  might  by 
chance  assault  Yaila,  and  effect  his  rescue  ;  if  the  Ruskies  did 
not  bayonet  him,  to  prevent  him  from  fallmg  safe  into  friendly 
hands ;  and  that  he  knew  they  were  quite  capable  of  doing. 

Rising  from  the  slope  of  the  hill,  on  rocks  of  red  and  white 
marble,  the  Castle  of  Yaila  consisted  of  four  towers  of  veiy 
picturesque  aspect,  connected  by  an  embattled  curtain,  or  wall, 
before  which  lay  a  deep  ditch  of  recent  construction  ;  and,  in 
its  time  it  had  witnessed  many  changes,  and  had  many  masters. 

The  basement  was  originally  part  of  a  citadel  erected  by  the 
Emperor  Justinian  a^nst  the  barbarians.  The  family  of  a 
Khan  of  the  house  of  Zingis,  leader  of  the  Golden  Horde,  who 
came  from  the  deserts  of  Tartary  to  conquer  Russia,  had 
occupied  it  for  several  generations.    It  had  been  demolished  by 
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the  Genoese,  when  the  Superb  City  was  mistress  of  Lesbos, 
CjrBnis,  and  "  Scions  rocky  isle  f  and  it  had  been  restored,  to 
unaergo  a  cannonading  by  Mohammed  the  Second,  when  he 
swept  her  industrious  colonies  from  the  shores  of  the  Black  Sea. 
Now,  each  of  those  sorely-patched  round  towers,  was  sur- 
mounted by  a  Russian  cupola,  the  copper  of  which  was  of  a 
brilliant  green  colour.  Two  were  shaped  and  striped  like 
water-melons,  and  two  like  pine-apples,  being  cut  into  knobby 
points  to  make  the  resemblance  more  complete.  Each  terminated 
m  a  great  cross,  and  over  all,  on  the  mast  of  a  ship  brought 
from  the  Euxine,  waved  the  white  standard  of  the  Empu:e, 
charged  with  the  blue  saltire  of  its  patron,  the  Fisherman  of 
Bethsaida. 

The  garrison  (Horace,  intent  on  rescue  if  he  could  not  escape, 
took  note  of  everything)  consisted  of  two  four-company  batta- 
lions of  Finland  Infantry,  under  the  Pulkovnick,  or  senior 
Colonel,  Alexis  Tegoborski,  a  kinsman  of  the  Prince— a  grim 
old  soldier,  who  had  lost  the  haK  of  his  left  hand  by  a  Turkish 
sabre,  at  the  siege  of  Varna,  and  wore  a  gold  medal  for  the  war 
in  Transylvania.  As  each  Eussian  company  is  supposed  to  be 
two  hundred  strong,  this  garrison  should  have  consisted  of  ai 
least  sixteen  hundred  bayonets  ;  but  as  Galitzin  was  one  of  those 
good  old-fashioned  Muscovite  officers  who  peculated  whenever 
he  could  do  so,  he  had  barely  two-thirds  of  that  number  in  his 
ranks  ;  but  when  the  (obhging)  General  of  the  District  inspected 
them,  the  rest  were  borrowed  from  the  next  officer  of  the  same 
school  at  Simpheropol,  Kertch,  or  elsewhere ;  and  the  General, 
pocketing  a  share  ot  the  pay,  said  nothing  about  it. 

In  general  vulgarity  of  appearance,  as  well  as  in  coarseness 
of  face,  it  was  difficult  to  distinguish  the  officers  from  the  men 
on  parade.  All  wore  the  same  lon^  grey  coat,  that  hid  every- 
thing, to  their  gaiters ;  but  under  this  each  had  a  dark  green 
coatee,  faced  with  red  and  trimmed  with  yellow,  like  their  flat, 
round  forage-caps. 

Heavy  cannon,  all  painted  green,  with  white  crosses  on  the 
breech,  commanded  the  approaches  to  the  place  on  every  side, 
and  Horace  saw  with  a  sigh,  that  even  if  some  General  of  the 
Allies  suggested  a  sudden  expedition  of  the  troops  to  Yaila,  as 
Campbell  did  to  Tchorgoun,  that  the  Castle  would  not  be  taken 
without  a  terrible  loss  of  life  ;  yet,  he  was  fond  of  imagining 
the  joy  with  which  he  would  see  the  Eed-coats,  or  the  ac^tive 
Zouaves,  in  their  baggy  madder  breeches,  crossing  the  ditch 
under  grape  and  musketry,  and  swarming  up  the  rocky  glacis 
at  the  bayonef  s  point.  And  then  his  heart  would  leap  within 
him,  only  to  sink  lower  in  hope  than  ever.  For  when  was  it 
tobe-J 
Though  a  Bussian  Prince,  and,  consequently,  we  may  suppose, 
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a  gentleman,  Galitzin  had  but  vague  ideas  of  the  position  held 
in  Enghsh  society  by  an  officer  of  any  rank :  and  though  the 
superannuated  nurse  of  the'  Emperor,  and  even  his  coachman, 
have  the  nominal  rank  of  Colonel— for  everything  is  judged  by 
the  standard  of  the  sword  and  epaulette  in  Russia— he  was 
disposed  to  treat  the  "  Hospodeen  Ramhornoff,"  as  he  called 
him,  rather  coldly,  and  all  the  more  so  when  reverses  came  thick 
and  fast  upon  the  garrison  of  SebastopoL 

So  February  passed  into  April,  and  wistfully  and  yearningly 
did  the  prisoner  gaze  upon  tne  blue  waters  of  the  Euxine  (pi- 
quancy being  given  to  that  glimpse  by  the  sails  and  smoke  of 
our  war-steamers,  cruising  between  the  Straits  of  Yeni  Kale 
and  Sebastopol),  "the  highroad  to  Old  England,"  which  lay 
about  two  miles  from  his  place  of  detention.  And  his  soul  sick- 
ened of  the  same  eternal  view.  Yet  that  view  was  not  without 
its  charms. 

There  were  the  stupendous  peaks  of  the  Dimirdji  andf  Tchatr 
Dagh ;  the  picturesque  little  Tartar  villages  witli  white  walls 
and  green  roofs ;  a  peep  of  the  wooded  valley  of  the  Salghir — 
the  silver  rivulets  stealing  between  the  slopes  of  emerald  green 
towards  it  and  the  sea.  Groups  of  passing  natives  ;  the  Asiatic 
women,  with  loose  trousers  and  flowing  headdresses — the  Rus- 
sian, with  high-waisted  petticoats ;  the  turbaned  and  slippered 
Turk,  with  a  bundle  of  weapons  in  his  sash  ;  a  mounted  Tartar, 
ia  a  red  striijed  jacket  with  blue  trousers  and  scarlet  sash ;  a 
Russian  Mujik,  in  jackboots  and  sheepskin  jacket ;  and  troops 
of  aU  arms,  perpetually  pouring  forward  to  or  from  Sebastopol ; 
and  high  over  head  the  black  eagles  soaring  in  the  blue  sky. 
But  Horace  sighed  for  his  little  tent  in  the  British  camp  ;  for 
his  perilous  tour  of  duty  in  the  trenches ;  for  creeping  towards 
the  rifle-pits  in  rear  of  a  sap-roller ;  and  to  hear  once  more  the 
ding-dong  of  the  great  guns,  night  and  day,  in  and  around  the 
beleaguered  city ! 

The  greatest  terror  of  Horace  was  a  snowy  or,  as  the  season 
opened,  a  wet  day,  for  then  he  was  of  a  necessity  confined  within 
the  walls.  Minus  umbrella  and  wrappers,  he  could  not  even 
enjoy  his  paroled  mile,  but  was  compelled  to  keep  within  a 
dingy  whitewashed  room,  heated  by  a  peUchka  or  wall  stove, 
with  a  tattered  copy  of  the  Times  or  tralignani  three  months 
old,  which  somehow  found  their  way  there,  and  from  which  the 
censor  of  the  press  had  carefully  obliterated  everything  of  the 
slightest  interest ;  otherwise  he  would  encounter  General  Prince 
Galitzin,  who  was  most  exacting  of  salutes,  at  every  other  turn 
of  the  old  tumbledown  Tartar  stronghold,  every  stone  of  which 
he  loathed. 

The  weeks  were  marked  only  by  a  bearded  Greek  priest,  who 
performed  service  on  Sunday  in  the  armoury,  clfid  in  white, 
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with  gorgeous  vestments  of  cloth  of  gold,  bordered  by  the  richest 
lace.  Sometimes  he  had  the  honour  of  dining  with  the  Prince, 
and  the  pleasure  of  having  his  usual  meal  of  beef,  black  bread, 
and  beer,  especially  after  wrecks  in  the  Black  Sea,  varied  by  a 
repast  a  laMusse,  where  everjrthing  was  excellent,  from  the  pre- 
liminary kimmel  and  caviare,  to  the  coffee  that  closed  it.  There 
would  be  turbot  from  the  Euxincj,  wild  boar  from  Khutor  Mac- 
kenzie, potatoes  garnished  with  parsley  and  butter,  salted  beef 
and  green  borsch,  plenty  of  fruit  from  Achmetchet  and  crirnskoi 
or  Crimean  wine,  and  that  of  the  Don,  wluch  so  often  passes 
for  champagne  in  Russia.  Galitzm,  to  Horace,  seemed  then  a 
kind  of  Belshazzar  in  a  green  coat  and  epauluttes,  but  discon- 
tented, and  sighmg  for  the  beauties  of  St.  Petersburg  and  the 
beUs  of  Paris  and  Baden-Baden.  He  never  asked  Horace  to 
play,  however,  as  he  knew  the  industrious  Cossacks  had  stripped 
nim  of  everytning,  even  to  half  the  buttons  on  his  uniform. 

On  these  occasions,  when  under  the  influence  of  the  wine. 
Galitzin  would  relax  a  little  of  his  stiffness,  and  Hora<;e  would 
strive  to  forget  that  he  was  the  guest  of  a  spy  and  assassin— yea, 
a  double  one  (for  by  this  time  Cyril  might  be  dead  at  Scutari) ; 
and  once  he  begged  "that  his  parole  might  be  extended  to  two 
miles  ;"  as  he  had  an  intense  longing  to  stand  by  the  shore  of 
the  free  rolling  sea— but  dared  not  hint  that. 

Galitzin  bent  his  keen  dark  Tartar  eyes  inquiringly  upon  him, 
and  said  significantly : — "Are  you  ill-treated  here  T 

"  Monsieur  le  Prince,  do  not  misunderstand  me ;  I  simply 
wish  to  wander  out  to  see " 

"What,  Monsieur  le  Capitain,  if  the  Tchatr  Dagh,  the 
Trapezus  of  the  Greeks  and  the  Palata  Gora  of  the  Russians, 
together  with  the  mountains  of  the  Yaila,  are  where  they  were 
yesterday  T 

"  Wel^  life  has  come  down  pretty  much  to  that  sort  of  thing 
with  me.  To  find  that  any  of  them  had  vanished  like  the  PaC 
ace  of  Aladdin,  would  cause  a  new  sensation— a  surprise  at  least." 

"  An  alerte  from  Balaclava  would  be  more  acceptable  ?" 

"  Decidedly,  Monsieur  le  Prince,"  said  Horace,  smiling. 

"  You  are  weary  of  your  imprisonment  and  of  our  Tauric 
scenery." 

"  How  much  I  weary,  heaven  alone  knows  I" 

"  Well,  empty  that  bottle  of  Donskoi ;  your  exchange  or  re- 
lease is  only  a  matter  of  time.'* 

And  Horace  thought  sadly  in  his  heart—"  Patience,  patience 
yet  awhile.  What  is  t|iere  on  the  land  or  sea  that  is  not  a  mat- 
ter of  time  T 

How  repetfully,  yet  proudly,  he  thought  of  his  re^ment,  the 
Koyal  Fusileers — of  that  splendid  group  of  English  officers,  who 
gathered  round  the  farewell  mess-table  at  Chatham— the  table 
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that  is  at  onee  the  model  of  aristocracy,  democracy,  and  dinner 
society— men  so  high-hearted,  noble,  and  generous,  of  all  those 
who  drew  their  swords  that  morning  beside  the  Alma ;  of  Jack 
Probyn,  of  old  Conyers  Singleton  whose  blighted  life  was  closed 
by  a  Kussian  buQet ;  of  Pomfret,  Bingham,  and  Joyce,  and  all 
who  had  fallen ;  of  Sir  Edward,  Ned  Elton,  Pat  Beamish,  and 
others,  who^  he  hoped,  were  surviving  stilL  His  heart  turned 
to  them  with  affectionate  longing.  He  felt  himself  so  much 
alone  among  all  those  hostile  foreigners,  with  whom  he  had  no 
community  of  feeling ;  alone  with  his  sorrows,  doubts,  and 
harrowing  fears  of  hberty,  promotion,  and  more  than  all  per- 
haps—a love  lost ! 

The  yearning  for  letters  that  could  never  come,  and  for  news 
of  those  at  home,  became  keen  and  poignant.  How  drearily 
the  round  of  each  day  passed !  The  utter  sameness  of  place 
and  view  and  occupation,  or  rather  lack  of  the  latter ;  so  that 
each  night  he  thanked  heaven  that  another  day  of  his  life  had 
gpne,  and  he  was  twenly-f  our  hours  nearer  the  end  of  his  cap- 
tivity. 

But  the  end^when.  might  it  be  ? 

Surmise  of  how  the  war  was  going  on  were  pncessantly  in 
his  mind,  with  thoughts  of  Gwenny,  of  Lady  Wedderbum,  and 
of  their  health,  or  where  they  might  be,  whether  at  Willowdean 
or  in  London,  where  Gwenny  would  certainly  be  the  object  of 
so  much  attention !  Poor  girl !  he  flattered  himself  that  her 
sorrow  for  him  would  be  great  indeed — all  the  greater  that  she 
had  still  perhaps  to  keep  the  secret  of  their  engagement  in  the 
recesses  oi  her  own  heart. 

And  so  while  he  pined  thus  within  the  narrow  limits  defined 
by  his  parole  (Tkokneur,  the  soft  Crimean  spring  stole  on  to- 
wards summer,  and  the  soldiers  of  the  garrison  were  chang^ 
many  times.  Then  came  the  hum  of  the  mountain  bee  as  it 
floated  over  the  little  caper  bushes  or  the  purple  heather  of 
Yaila ;  the  plash  of  the  brown  scaly  fish  in  tne  stream  that 
bubbled  towards  the  Salghir  or  the  sea,  and  these  were  the  only 
sounds  that  broke  the  stillness  of  the  lonely  hours  Horace  spent 
on  slopes  outside  the  fortress  (for  he  loathed  the  in),  while  the 
fertile  soil  around  began  to  teem  with  mint  and  wynae,  wHd 
parsley  and  aromatic  herbs ;  the  great  dahlias,  sweet-briar,  and 
whitethorn  flourished  amid  the  marble  rocks  and  the  crumoling 
walls  of  the  days  of  Justinian  and  the  Genoese,  Mid  every  breeze 
of  summer  as  it  swept  past  was  laden  with  delicious  pemunes. 

Meanwhile,  the  Czar  Nicholas  had  died :  the  great  sortie  of 
the  4th  of  April  had  been  repulsed ;  the  rine-pits  had  been  cap- 
tured ;  the  terrible  conflict  took  place  in  the  cemetery ;  Sebas- 
topol  stiU  held  out  desperately,  but  the  Russians  were  hemmed 
oui^  lumds  within  it, 
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Gfalitzm  was  a  great  tyrant  Seldom  did  a  day  pass  without 
finding  an  officer  under  arrest  for  some  petty  fault ;  or  a  soldier 
mulcted  of  his  miserable  pay  for  the  Prince's  behoof,  flogged,  tied 
neck  and  heels  to  a  mi^et,  or  sent  to  shot  drill ;  and  these 
punishments  generally  took  place  in  the  evening,  after  GaHtzin 
had  imbibed  his  full  share  of  crimskoi ;  and  after  witnessing 
them,  and  saying  prayers  before  a  gaudy  print  of  his  patron, 
St.  Ivan  Veliki,  he  generally  retired  to  smoke  a  cigar  in  the 
apartments  of  his  kinsman^  the  Pulkovnick  Alexis  Tegoborski, 
with  whose  florid  and  fair-haired  wife,  Norina  Paulovna,  he 
seemed  on  remarkably  intimate  terms. 

So  thus  the  spring  wore  into  summer,  and  Horace  Ramomie 
was  still  a  lonely  prisoner,  pining  in  the  Castle  of  Yaila  *  but 
new,  strange,  and  terrible  interests  were  to  grow  up  arounaldm 
ere  ne  saw  the  last  of  its  four  green-domed  towers  and  heavy 
gun  batteries. 


CHAPTER  LXn. 

THE  YACHT. 

On  the  evening  of  one  of  those  same  summer  days  which 
Horace  was  spending  so  sadly  among  the  green  slopes  outside 
the  fortress  ot  Yaila,  a  beautiful  Enrfish  yacht  was  seen  stand- 
ing before  a  fair  wind  between  the  European  and  the  Asiatic 
shores,  between  the  fortress  of  Karibdsche  on  its  barren  rocks, 
and  the  lighthouse  of  Anatali  Kawak. 

At  this  nlace,  the  narrowest  part  of  the  Bosphorus — ^the  waters 
of  **  the  Sacred  Opening"— the  waves  seemed  to  be  sleeping  in 
golden  light.  A  strong  flush  of  splendour  from  the  sun,  tnen 
sinking  towards  the  Thracian  chain  of  Haemus,  fell  in  all  its 
glory  on  "  Olympus  high  and  hoar,"  and  all  the  undulations  of 
Qie  Bithynian  range ;  the  purity  of  the  atmosphere,  bringing 
clearly  to  the  eye  the  shining  windows  of  many  a  gaily-paintea 
and  mlded  kiosk,  the  marble  peristyle  and  leaden  dome  of  many 
a  little  mosque  ;  the  pretty  villages,  the  gigantic  cypresses,  and 
the  beautiful  groves  of  lig  trees ;  the  water  bemg  so  trans- 
parently pure  and  clear,  that  nearly  aU  these  objects  were 
reflected  aownward  in  its  glassy  depths,  exactly  as  if  in  a  mirror. 

The  yacht  was  a  smart  uttle  schooner  of  some  two  hundred 
tons,  straight  and  low  in  the  water,  and  coppered  to  the  bends 
with  metal  bright  as  burnished  brass.  She  carried  a  vast 
spread  of  fore-and-aft  canva&  which  was  white  as  snow ;  the 
masts  raked  well  aft ;  the  deck  was  flush,  the  only  enmimbrance 
being  six  small  brass  carronades,  for  ornament  rather  than  use, 
though  a  garland  of  shot  for  them  was  round  the  coamings  of 
the  hatchways* 
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The  elaborately  carved  figore-head  was  the  effiffy  of  a  hand- 
some woman,  with  flowing  tresses,  bearing  a  gilded  wand,  which 
was  always  unshipped  when  the  yacht  went  to  sea ;  and  now  the 
empty  hand  was  pointed  as  if  directingly  towards  the  Black 
Sea.  The  yards  were  light,  and  the  spars  tapered  awav  aloft 
like  fishing-rods :  the  union-jack  and  ensign  of  the  Boyai  Yacht 
Club  were  dulv  oisplayed,  one  at  the  gaff-peak  i.nd  the  other  at 
the  mainmast-head  in  answer  to  the  crescent  and  star  on  the 
ramparts  of  Caribdsche. 

The  tiny  companionway,  all  walnut  wood  and  brass,  was  like 
a  toy  staircase,  and  the  cabin  was  furnished  like  a  lad^s 
boudoir,  save  that  it  was  hung  with  coloured  prints  of  operatic 
favourites  and  dancing-girls,  in  the  shortest  of  skirts,  photo- 
ATaphs  of  "  some  fellows  of  ours"  in  the  Household  Brigade, 
i'rench  crayon  heads  and  studies,  some  of  them  slightly 
objectionable  in  character— for  this  was  the  yacht  of  the  Master 
of  Ernescleugh,  and  that  handsome  girl  with  the  fine  features 
so  delicately  pale  and  minute,  with  dark  eyes  and  hair,  to  whose 
fashionable  costume  a  piquancy  was  given  by  the  dark-green 
Sardinian  Bersagliere  plume  which  she  wore  in  her  little  velvet 
hat,  and  who  was  gazing  through  her  lorgnette  alternately  at 
the  European  and  the  Asian  shore,  is  Gwendoleyue  Wedderbum. 

Lady  Ernescleugh  and  Lady  Wedderbum  were  below.  They 
had  been  more  than  once  to  the  East  before,  and  the  Bosphorus 
was  nothing  new  to  them.  A  heavy  gale  had  been  encountered 
the  preceding  night  in  the  sea  of  Marmora,  and  they  were  now 
l3ring  on  the  luxurious  velvet  cabin  sofas,  each  fanning  herself, 
bathing  her  face  with  Rimmel,  in  which  a  handkerchief  was 
dipped,  and  both  eager  for  the  time,  when  after  traversing  some 
three  hundred  and  odd  miles  of  the  Black  Sea.  they  should  be 
able  to  embrace  their  sons.  The  yacht  did  not  anchor  at 
Constantinople,  as  Lady  Wedderbum  had  been  given  to  under- 
stand that  Cfyril  had  left  Scutari  for  head-quarters. 

"  Oh,  the  foolish  fellow  l"  she  exclaimed,  "  to  risk  himself 
again,  when  he  might  have  come  home  with  honour !" 

She  was  anxious  that  Cyril  should  see  Gwenny  as  soon  as 
possible  ;  not  that  the  trenches  before  Sebastopol  were  quite  the 
place  for  marrying  or  giving  in  marriage,  or  a  Crimean  hut  the 
place  wherein  to  spend  a  honeymoon;  but  she  had  begun 
to  have  certain  jealous  fears  of  secret  views  entertained  by 
her  friend,  the  fair  Ernescleugh,  for  her  son,  whose  extrava- 
gance was  boundless,  and  for  whom  the  wealthy  Indian  heireaa 
would  prove  a  very  seasonable  match.  Once,  when  she  ez« 
claimed  in  admiration— 

"  Oh,  it  is  quite  a  fairy  ship  this  1" 

^  Were  my  son  to  hear  you,  be  would  doubtless  make  you  a 
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present  of  it,"  replied  Lady  Emescleusrh,  kissing  her  cheek* 
••"Would  you  like  to  be  mistress  of  it,  child  V* 

"  Gwenny  !"  exclaimed  Lady  Wedderburn,  not  knowing  very 
well  what  to  say. 

"  I  am  so  enchanted  with  everything,  and  yonder  beautiful 
shore !" 

"  If  the  Sultan  heard  you,  Miss,  he'd  likely  wish  to  make  you 
mistress  of  that  too  !"  said  Bob  Newnham,  the  commander  of  tke 
yacht,  with  an  air  of  gallantry. 

Many  a  day  at  Cowes  and  Hyde  had  the  Master  of  Emes- 
^leu^h  figured  on  the  deck  of  this  yacht  with  other  guardsmen, 
wearing  sou*  westers  and  the  roughest  of  Petersham  ci  readnoughts. 
with  glazed  boots  and  scarlet  neckties,  and  with  shirt  collars  oi 
marvellous  size  and  pattern,  all  over  ships  and  anchors,  all 
thinking  they  "  were  doing  the  thing  uncommonly  well ;"  and 
now  he  was  toiling  in  rags  in  the  trenches,  or  the  occupant  of  a 
hut  inferior  to  his  dog-kennel  at  home,  while  more  than  one  of 
his  brother  yachtsmen — ^poor  fellows  ! — were  lying  quietly  in 
their  graves  on  Cathcart's  Hill,  or  in  the  valley  of  Inkerman. 

Ana  now  as  the  yacht  bore  on,  careening  gracefully  over, 
when  the  wind  drew  more  abeam,  a  breeze  which,  however 
gentle,  sufficed  to  make  the  sea  chafe  in  surf  about  the  Cyanean 
rocks,  Gwenny  filled  up  her  time  by  chatting  gaily  with  Newn- 
ham, who,  though  a  soured  and  somewhat  homespun  character, 
could  not  but  be  charmed  by  her  beauty  and  vivacity. 

To  Gwenny,  secluded  so  long  as  she  had  been  at  Willowdean, 
this  voyage  to  the  East  had  been  a  source  of  uninterrupted  joy. 
Gibraltar  with  all  its  batteries,  Malta  with  its  churches  and 
streets  of  stairs,  and  but  lately  the  Cyclades — Sirpho  with  its 
steep  mountains,  Thermia  with  its  caverns,  barren  Joura  (the 
Botany  Bay  of  Ancient  Kome),  Andros  with  its  mountains 
covered  with  arbutus,  and  all  the  other  "Islands  of  the  Blest ;" 
and  then  came  the  Dardanelles  and  Constantinople,  her  'crown- 
ing wonder,  for  she  saw  only  its  beauties  and  knew  nothing  of 
its  streets  of  mud. 

A  joyous  and  light-hearted  girl  of  eighteen  to  be  transported 
into  a  world  of  such  novel  sights  and  sounds,  new  scenes  and 
tastes,  new  pleasures  and  daily  excitements — more  than  all,  to 
be  going  to  oehold  with  her  own  bright  eyes  that  preat  belea- 
guered city,  of  which  all  the  world  was  talking,  thinking,  or 
writing,  where  daily  and  nightly  her  mysterious — was  it  pos- 
sible ] — naughty  Horace,  who  had  ceased  to  write  to  her  for  so 
long,  was  facing  danger— all  proved  a  source  of  thrilling  excite- 
ment. 

Bob  Newnham,  the  commander  of  the  yacht,  was  as  enchanted 
by  her  questions  as  she  was  bewildered  by  the  utter  incompre- 
b^nsibihty  of  many  of  his  J^nswers,  for  nautical  terms  wer«  a9 
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Hebrew  to  her.  He  was  somewhat  tall  for  a  sailor,  with  a  fair 
but  saddened  face,  in  the  lines  of  which  disappointment  was 
too  evidently  written.  He  was  nearer  fifty  than  forty  years  of 
age,  quite  bald,  only  a  lieutenant  E.N.  yet,  and  never  hoped  to 
be  more,  even  in  this  time  of  war.  Poor  Bob  Newnham  I  ^  He 
had  neither  patronage  nor  interest ;  ambition  was  dead  within 
him  now,  and  he  was  content  to  be  a  kind  of  "  upper  servant," 
as  he  sometimes  said  in  the  bitterness  of  Ms  honest  heart ;  for 
he  thought  the  skipper  of  a  lord's  yacht  was  only  a  degree  bet- 
ter than  his  butler  or  gamekeeper  ashore,  and  not  half  so  com- 
fortable a  berth  as  either  had ;  and  he  had  more  than  once  lost 
his  situation  for  threatening  to  "  colt,"  or  ropesend,  for  their 
aggressive  insolence,  some  of  the  young  sprigs  and  parvenus  in 
wose  service  he  had  been  since  he  was  last  paid  off  in  Hamoaz^ 
after  long  service  in  the  horrid  African  squadron,  where  he  had 
learned  too  well  to  know  the  truth  of  the  sad  rhyme, — 

«  The  Bight  of  Benin, 

The  Bight  of  Benin; 
.   But  one  comes  out. 

When  three  go  in.** 

Newnham  was  by  birth  a  gentleman  ;  but  he  had  gone  early  to 
sea  in  the  rough  old  sailing-ship  times,  when  steamers  were 
stigmatised  as  *'  smoke-jacks  :'*  when  the  midshipman's  berth  of 
Marryafs  days  was  not  mucn  improved  since  those  of  Tobias 
Smollett :  and  he  had  been  more  used  to  tar  and  slush,  than 
white  kios  and  perfume,  or  even  a  white  tablecloth,  "  though," 
as  he  often  said,  "he  was  obliged  to  affect  all  these  sort  of 
things  now." 

Lady  Ernescleugh  thought  his  solecisms  dreadful,  deeming 
him  a  creature  only  to  be  tolerated  because  "that  absurd  boy 
Everard  rather  likes  him,  for  they  played  chess,  cards,  smoked 
and  made  much  noisy  fun  together,  when  the  former  chose  to 
be  nautical,  and  have  a  few  miles*  voyage  in  the  yacht  with  a 
few  friends  from  London  -^  and  the  maintenance  of  the  said 
craft,  with  her  crew  of  some  twenty-two  hands,  all  told,  cost  a 
pretty  sum  annually,  when  added  to  the  little  brigade  expenses 
of  the  Honourable  Everard. 

"And  those  little  cannon,  they  are  so  beautiful  and  clean  T 
continued  Gwenny,  who  was  still  enchanted  with  everything. 

"  We  generally  give  'em  a  polish  on  Sundays,  Miss,  when  the 
men  are  idle,''  replied  Newnham,  who  stood  near  ner  with  a 
telescope  under  one  arm  and  his  hands  thrust  into  the  pockets 
of  his  reefing  jacket, — a  semi-uniform,  as  it  had  gilt  buttons 
and  gold  lace. 

"  1  think  I  could  fire  one  myself  1    Would  you  permit  me  T 

"With  pleasure." 

"But  I  mean  if  the  Russians  attacked  us," 
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NewnhaiD  laughed  and  'while  looking  down  on  the  bright 
face  and  i'^s  wonderful  long  eyelashes,  replied,  "Thank  (Jod 
that,  for  your  sake,  there  is  no  fear  of  the  Eussians  attacking 
us,  Miss.    All  their  craft  are  choke  full  of  stones,  and  lying  low 
enough  at  the  bottom  of  Sebastopol  harbour.    We  are  as  safe 
here  as  if  we  were  off  Blackwall !" 
"  You  would  like  to  fight  them  though,  I  suppose  V* 
A  gleam  passed  over  his  clear  blue  eyes,  and  the  colour 
deepened  in  his  cheek,  as  he  replied,  "  You  talk  of  practical 
fighting— I  can't  get  the  chance,— but  that  would  be  nothing  to 
me.    I  am  one  of  those  luckless  dogs,  Miss  Wedderbum,  who 
in  the  mighty  battle  of  life  have  had  to  fight  before  the  mast, 
thankful  that  I  could  keep  my  place  there,  and  maintain  my- 
self and  my  poor  mother — for  she  is  living  yet.     But  to  fight  a 
Bussian  gunboat,  however  small,''  he  added,  laughing,  '*and 
with  these  toy  carronades,  would  be  exactly  like  scuttling  9 
ship  to  get  rid  of  the  rats — ^we  should  lose  her  anyway." 
'^Andonr  liberty  f 
"Yes,  if  we  did  not  lose  our  lives." 
"  Oh,  that  would  be  dreadful  1" 

"  Though  there  is  no  fear  of  that  sort  of  thing ;  there  are 
some  frightful  squalls  at  times  in  these  waters,  and  my  advice 
to  Lady  Emescleugh  should  be,  that  as  soon  as  she  has  landed 
at  Balaclava  harbour  all  the  good  things  we  have  for  her  son, 
the  preserved  meats,  cases  of  wine  and  stout,  (Rimmel's  per- 
fumes)'* he  added,  parenthetically,  and  with  a  peculiar  smile ; 
."  and  after  she  has  seen  him — ^that  is,  if  he  ain't  already  under 
the  turf,  we  should  haul  up  for  Constantinople,  and  wait  awhiL, 
there,  to  see  what  turns  up  in  the  Crimea.  The  infernal  work 
can't  last  much  longer  there.  We  are  to  have  a  rough  night,  I 
fear." 
"  Worse  than  the  storm  of  last  night  V 
"  Storm— bless  me.  Miss  Wedderbum,  it  was  only  a  capful  of 
wind.  We  had  the  mainsail  and  fore  and  aft  foresail  close 
reefed,  to  be  sure,  and  the  sea  made  some  breaches  over  the 
deck,  washing  a  few  buckets  to  leeward,  but  that  was  all ;  she 
went  throurfi  it  like  a  duck.  Unfortunately  we  were  too  near 
the  Isle  of  Prote,  and  when  it  blows  I  like  a  good  offing  and 
plenty  of  sea  room.  We  are  not  in  the  Mediterranean  now, 
and  1  believe  (even  when  there)  with  the  old  Admiral  Doria, 
that  *  its  three  best  harbours  are  June,  July,  and  Carthagena.' 
It  is  freshening  already,  by  jingo  !"  he  added  suddenly,  as  the 
lofty  schooner  careened  over  more  heavily  to  leeward  ;  "and  I 
didn't  like  the  look  of  the  sun,  as  he  went  down  behind  the 
hills,  looking  yellow  and  pale  at  last." 

"  It  is  coming  much  stronger,  sir,"  said  .the  mate,  in  a  low 
voice,  and  after  a  consultation,  and  much  anxious  gazing  at  one 
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partictilat  quarter  of  the  sky,  where  to  Gwenny's  amazement 
nothing  was  to  be  seen ;  but  where,  with  the  true  instincts  of 
seamen,  they  seemed  to  discern  much  to  excite  solicitude. 

"House  those  carronades  alongside  (we  only  showed  our 
little  teeth  as  we  passed  Constantinople,  Miss  Wedderbum); 
lower  away  and  lash  the  gun  ports  fast,  for  I  see  that  it  will  be 
a  night  of  close-reefed  canvas  again,"  said  Newnham.  And  ere 
long  the  wind  increased  so  much  that  sea  after  sea  pooped  the 
yacht,  and  her  commander  donned  his  oilskins,  while  she  rolled 
fearfully  on  the  long  and  heavv  swell  which  is  so  peculiar  to 
that  ocean.  Gwenny  was  compelled  to  go  below,  and  Newnham 
handed  her  down  just  as  the  hght  of  Faranaki-in-Asia  began  to 
glitter  like  a  star  across  the  darkening  water,  and  Mount  Haemus 
on  the  opposite  shore  was  sinking  faint  and  blue,  while  the 
schooner  oore  on  her  course,  northeastward,  into  the  lonely 
Euxine,  for  not  a  sail  or  trace  of  smoke  was  visible  as  gloom 
and  obscurity  descended  on  the  sea. 


CHAPTER  LXIII, 

FATE. 

Cyril  was  still  full  of  his  project — ^his  most  earnest  desire  to 
remove  Marv  Lennox  from  the  perilous  atmosphere  of  the 
Hospital  at  Scutari,  and  place  her  in  the  care  of  an  oflScer's 
wife,  whom  he  knew,  and  who  resided  in  Misseri's  Frankish 
establishment,  the  Hotel  TAngleterre  ;  if  not  there,  in  the  pen^^ 
sion  of  Madame  Giuseppino  v  itale,  so  famous  for  the  views 
from  her  windows,  though  that  there  was  an  awkwardness  in  a 
young  unmarried  officer  procuring  quarters  for  a  young  un* 
married  lady,  he  could  not  but  admit ;  however,  ere  he  had 
quite  decided  what  to  do,  there  occurred  an  event  which  he  had 
dreaded,  yet  could  not  bring  his  mind  to  anticipate. 

He  had  recovered  with  marvellous  rapidity,  having  suffered 
more  from  loss  of  blood  than  from  actual  severity  of  the  wounds 
inflicted  by  Galitzin,  though  that  near  the  lung  had  been  cer- 
tainly dangerous  ;  but  what  astonished  and  distressed  him  for  a 
day  or  two  was  that  Mary,  who  had  long  since  ceased  to  attend  or 
visit  him,  had  entirely  disappeared,  and  his  servant,  the  soldier 
of  the  Black  Watch,  could  tell  him  nothing  about  her.  He 
could  no  longer  meet  with  her  light  figure  in  its  sombre  dress, 
flitting  about  the  passages  that  led  to  the  wards,  crossing  the 
square  from  the  laboratory  or  soup  kitchen,  and  he  began  to 
fear  that  she  had  left  the  place  for  some  reason  or  purpose 
known  to  herself  alone. 

Could  she  be  ill  ]    Alas !  that  was  likely  enougL    He  re* 
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membered  that  since  he  had  first  seen  her  in  Scutari,  she  had 
been  daily  growing  thinner,  even  as  he  waxed  in  strength  and 
flesh.  Her  figure,  once  so  fair  and  round,  had  seem^  to  be 
fading  away  j  her  cheeks  had  become  hollow,  and  her  white 
temples  too.  Her  hands  had  become  painfully  attenuated  and 
almost  transparent,  all  bespeaking  what  some  one  terms  "the 
lingering  decay  of  the  delicate  physique." 

Cyril  Wedderbum  was  sorely  mstressed  by  the  recollection 
and  conviction  of  all  this ;  and,  blaming  himself  for  remissness 
in  not  having  her  removed  sooner,  after  three  days  had  elapsed 
without  seeing  or  hearing  of  her,  he  went  forth  to  make  in- 
quiries. 

"  Depend  upon  it,"  thought  he,  "inspired  by  an  emotion  of 
false  delicacv,  or  something  of  that  kind,  she  has  given  me  the 
slip  and  bolted  for  England  perhaps,  by  the  steamer  from 
Galata." 

Alas !  he  little  knew  that  poor  Mary  had  not  a  sixpence  in 
the  world  she  could  call  her  own. 

"  I  was  anxious,  of  course,  to  get  her  out  of  this  horrid  place ; 
but  I  hope  she  has  not  anticipated  the  move  by  any  rash  plan 
of  her  own,'*  thought  he  ;  "  but  anything  is  better  than  being 
here,"  he  added,  for  with  something  akin  to  terror,  he  had  seen 
her  hovering  in  the  cholera  wards,  where  the  patients  were  in 
all  stages  of  collapse,  v^th  cold  extremities,  rigid  muscles,  and 
faces  white  or  blue  ;  and  vet  among  them  she  had  gone  cheer- 
fully, gliding  about,  with  her  doses  of  opium,  brandy,  soda  and 
calomel;  and  old  Doctor  Riversdale,  who  was  now  there  on 
duty,  affirmed  that  she  was  worth  any  dozen  nurses  put  to- 
gether. 

"  It  is  all  very  fine,  but  by  Jove,  a  fellow  don't  like  the  girl 
who  is  to  be  his  wife  doing  all  that  sort  of  thing  among  the 
rank  and  file,"  said  Cyril  to  her  one  day  when  he  expressed  his 
genuine  astonishment  and  grief  to  find  her  thus  occupied.  "  It 
may  be  enthusiastic,  self-sacrificing,  and  so  forth,  but  it  is  not 
the  work  for  an  English  lady.  In  the  French  Sisters  of  Charity 
it  seems  somehow  sdtogether  different,  but  in  our  Protestant 
folks  I  can't  understand  it." 

"  Oh.  Cyril,"  she  had  replied,  gently,  "we  must  bear  patiently 
— I  at  least  have  learned  tJmt  now — and  with  proper  fortitude 
and  resignation,  the  ills  and  the  work  Fate  nas  marked  out 
for  us." 

But  Mary's  frame  was  ill-suited  for  such  tasks  and  for  such 
an  atmosphere  ;  and  now  Cyril  learned,  with  horror  and  dis- 
may, from  a  passing  staff-surgeon,  that  "the  poor  girl  was 
down  with  cholera,  and  was  in  tiiat  wing  where  the  women's 
ward  lay ;  have  a  cigar,  old  fellow,"  he  added,  proffering  his 
case,  "  and  don't  go  near  that  place  if  you  can  avoid  it."    The 
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medical  officer  said  all  this  quite  in  an  offhand  way,  littte 
dreaming  that  he  was  planting  a  sword  in  the  heart  of  his 
hearer,  who  hurried  away,  stunned  and  overwhdmed,  to  the 
place  he  indicated. 

It  was  a  great  rambling  Turkish  house,  which  had  once  been 
the  residence  of  some  wealthy  merchant  of  StambouL  Some 
Turks  were  on  duty  that  day  about  the  Hospital,  and  a  stolid- 
looking  Mahoinmedan  soldier,  in  his  scarlet  fez,  blue  jacket  and 
red  kmckerbockers,  stood  sentinel  imder  a  sunshade,  leaning 
on  his  musket  and  smoking  a  cherrystick  chibouque.  He 
started  and  saluted  Cyril,  and  something  expressive  of  astonish- 
ment that  a  man  not  a  hakim  should  come  to  visit  women, 
escaped  him ;  but  Cyril  pushed  him  aside  and  strode  in ;  for 
all  our  notions  are  reversed  in  that  peculiar  land  where  the 
ladies  wear  trousers  and  the  gentlemen  often  petticoats  ;  where 
the  ladies  ogle  through  the  eyelet-holes  of  their  yashmacs,  and 
the  gentlemen  look  demure  and  abashed ;  where  the  men  wear 
all  the  gay  colours  and  women  the  sombre. 

An  English  soldier^s  widow  who  had  acted  as  nurse  there 
since  her  husband  died  of  his  wounds,  soon  led  Cyril  to  the 
room  where  Mary  lay— a  small  apartment  that  opened  off  the 
statel^r  Divan  Han^e,  having  walls  painted  white  and  the  roof 
a  flaming  red,  lighted  by  ^inted  windows  of  stained  glass ;  and 
in  this  kiosk  (a  term  signifying  a  room,  or  a  house  indifferently) 
she  was  stretched  on  the  floor,  the  occupant  of  an  hospital 
straw-pallet  and  covered  by  a  coarse  brown  military  rujj,  on 
which  were  stamped  in  tar,  the  broad  arrow  and  the  mevitable 
letters  B.O. 

The  only  furniture  in  this  comfortless  room  was  a  tandaur, 
the  Turkish  substitute  for  a  fire-place,  being  like  the  brasero  of 
the  Spaniards,  a  wooden  frame  holding  a  copper  vessel  full  of 
charcoal,  covered  bv  a  wadded  cloth.  She  was  dashing  her 
head  against  the  wall  and  the  pillow  alternately  as  she  rolled 
about  m  pain  or  delirium ;  her  beautiful  silky  hair  hung  all 
dishevelled  over  her  snowy  shoulders,  which  were  quite  exposed. 
Her  lips  were  parched  and  black,  while  her  face  was  deadly 
pale  and  her  eyes  unnaturally  bright  and  dilated.  Her  voice 
was  changed,  yet  the  sound  of  it  thrilled  through  Cyril  to  his 
heart's  core.    She  was  raving,  and  she  knew  him  not. 

"  God  help  us— God  help  us  !*'  moaned  Cyril,  as  he  knelt  by 
her  side  in  a  passion  of  tears,  and  sought  caressingly  to  smooth 
her  tangled  tresses  and  reclose  her  night-dress  which  she  had 
rent  at  the  neck. 

"  Poor  young  lady,"  said  the  soldier's  widow,  commiseratingly, 
"  she's  done  a  power  o*  good  among  our  poor  fellows !  Is  she 
your  sister,  Captain  Wedderbum  V* 

"No." 
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And  in  His  agony  and  answer,  the  woman  seemed  instinctively 
to  know  all ;  for  after  a  pause  she  said^"  Doctor  Biversdale 
says,  sir,  it's  more  fever  than  cholera,  and  so  there  might  be 
hopes  if—" 

^*  If  what  1    Oh,  speak  out." 

"If  her  system  wasn't  so  low— but  she  can't  stand  the  shock. 
I  saw  two  children  of  mine  die  at  Varna — die  when  the  blue 
cholera  mist  rose  like  a  tide  about  the  tent-pegs,  and  I  saw  my 
I)oor  Tom  die  here,  after  his  leg  were  ampertated,  and— and," 
she  continued,  bursting  into  tears,  "  I  knows  a  look  when  I  sees 
it  in  the  eye  now,  and  1  see  it  here— so  she  can't  last  long,  poor 
thing  r 

"  How  long  has  she  been  thnsr  asked  Cyril,  in  a  choking  voice* 

"  Some  hours,  sir." 

"And  before  that  r 

"She  was  as  calm  as  a  lamb,  sir,  wishing  for  a  clerracan, 
and  expressing  fears  that  a  Captain  Wedderbum— you,  1  sup- 
pose, su-— might  visit  her,  and  catch  the  infection." 

And  this  was  his  Mary— his  plighted  wife— she  whose  nature 
was  so  full  of  those  charms  which  are  more  attractive  than  the 
most  brilliant  or  classic  beauty— such  winning  and  pretty  ways ! 
Oh  how,  as  he  knelt  by  that  wretched  bedside,  and  sought 
to  capture  and  keep  the  quick  small  hand  that  eluded  or 
repelled  him,  while  her  eyes  sparkled  dangerously— through  the 
mists  of  the  past  and  horror  of  the  present,  memory  went  back 
to  many  a  happy,  happy  day,  and  to  episodes  all  gone  for  ever 
now! 

She  was  raving  by  turns  of  her  father,  of  her  dead  brother 
Harry,  of  Cyril  himself— and  his  reproachful  heart  seemed  to 
bleed  as  he  heard  her— of  little  Mrs.  Primer,  of  the  Alderman 
in  London,  of  the  prison,  and  of  a  host  of  persons  and  places 
whose  names  bewildered  him;  then  startmg  into  a  sitting 
position  she  pressed  her  hands  on  her  temples,  threw  back  hei 
hair,  and  with  eyeballs  starting  from  their  sockets,  uttered  a 
piercing  shriek,  as  she  sprang  into  an  imaginary  river,  and  then 
lay  back  calm  and  stilL  with  her  arms  by  her  side  as  tne  fancied 
waters  closed  over  her  head. 

"  Please  Captain  Wedderburn,  do  leave  us  for  a  little,  and 
when  she  is  a  little  more  composed  and  sensible.  111  fetch 
you ;"  and  the  female  nurse  half  led  him  out  into  the  Divan 
Hanee,  which  is  the  central  hall  of  every  great  Turkish  house, 
and  off  which  all  the  other  rooms  open.  She  closed  the  door — 
dropped  the  curtain  we  should  rather  say— and  Cyril  wearily, 
and  as  one  in  a  nightmare,  seated  himself  on  the  divan,  or 
luxurious  sofa,  which  is  placed  all  round  this  apartment,  and 
,  there  he  remained  for  a  time,  like  a  man  in  a  dream — but  a 
*  ^ream  which,  with  all  its  bitterness,  did  not  pass  away. 
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CHAPTEB  LXIV. 

THE  CITY  OF  THE  SILENT. 

Was  it  tlie  vision  of  a  distempered  brain,  lie  asked  of  himself,  this 
strange  and  fantastic  Turkish  hall  (through  which  the  sunlight 
fell  in  golden  flakes  from  a  double  row  of  upper  and  lower 
windows  of  square  form),  with  all  its  green  and  gold  arabesques 
and  pious  sentences  from  the  koran  traced  round  on  scrolls 
beneath  the  cornices  ;  was  it  not  like  some  scene  he  had  wit- 
nessed in  a  theatre,  that  line  of  twisted  columns  and  horse-shoo 
arches  dividing  the  room,  beyond  which  he  saw  a  marble  foun- 
tain playing,  and  places  like  pigeon-holes  holding  vases  and 
beautiful  jars,  once  filled  with  cool  water,  sherbet  or  flowers  % 
And  could  it  be  possible  that  Mary  Lennox— she  whom  he  used 
to  meet  in  the  old  pine  thicket,  whose  cheek  had  so  often 
reposed  on  his  shoulder  by  the  lonely  stile  in  the  glen,  was 
l3rm^  there  on  a  wretched  straw  pallet,  amid  such  strange  and 
foreign  surroundings,  and  at  the  point  of—  death  %  So  he  sat  in 
*  kind  of  stupor,  gazing  at  a  group  of  the  Turkish  guard  seated 
drowsily  under  a  sunshade,  smoking  and  listening  to  the  las- 
civious story  of  a  dervish,  whom  they  would  reward  with  a 
para  or  two. 

Anon  the  nurse  came,  and  told  him  in  a  whisper  that  "  she 
was  asleep  ;"  and  he  blessed  God  for  it,  in  the  fervent  hope 
that  it  might  be  the  forerunner  of  returning  health  and  strength, 
and  that  the  crisis  might  be  past  So  he  went  forth  to  soothe  his 
nerves  by  a  stroll  and  a  cigar,  and  in  about  two  hours  returned 
to  find  that  Mary  had  been  awake,  and  that  a  chaplain  of  the 
Duke  of  Cambridge's  division  (whom  the  splinter  of  a  sheU  had 
wounded)  was  with  her ;  that  she  was  quite  calm,  and  preparing 
and  wishing  to  die. 

"  But  not  to  leave  me  f  he  exclaimed  with  sorrowful  re- 
proach, and  he  issued  forth  again,  repassing  the  Osmanli 
sentinel,  who  thought  he  must  be  mad  to  grieve  about  a  woman 
— "  Mashallah  1  a  sick  one  too !" 

In  the  yard  he  met  Doctor  Riversdale,  and  questioned  hnn ; 
but  the  old  staff  surgeon  shook  his  head  sorrowfully,  and  his 
reply  recalled  to  Cyril  the  convictions  of  the  nurse. 

**  There  are  two  expressions  in  the  human  face,  which  when 
we  once  see  them,  Wedderbum,  we  nover  forget — the  first  quick 
glance  of  love,  and  the  last  long  look  of  death  !  I  have  been  in 
love  in  my  day,  like  most  men ;  and  as  a  soldier  have  seen 
many  die  on  the  field  and  in  hospital ;  and  I  have  seen  death 
in  that  girl's  face,  but  blended  with  love  too  !" 

"How,  Riversdale r 

**  When  her  lips  uttered  your  name.'' 
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After  a  time,  when  he  re-entered  the  Divan  Han^e,  the 
curtain  veiling  tie  door  was  lifted  by  the  nnrse,  who  beckoned 
him  eagerly,  and  as  he  drew  near,  the  woman,  with  good  taste, 
withdrew,  while  Cyril,  in  a  fresh  burst  of  anguish,  threw  him- 
self on  his  knees  by  Mary's  side,  striving,  but  in  vain,  to  control 
Ids  grief.  She  stretched  out  her  thin  hands  towards  him,  and 
gave  him  a  soft  sad  smile. 

Oh,  that  glance !  that  too  often  furtive  glance  which  all  lovers 
know,  and  which  is  too  subtle  for  description,  has  much  of 
power ;  but  it  was  not  the  glance  that  was  now  in  the  weird 
and  pursuing  eyes  of  Mary,— it  was  the  earnest  glance  seen 
only  m  the  eyes  of  the  djring,  but  blended  with  much  of  sweet- 
ness.   So  Riversdale  was  right. 

"  I  am  dying,  Cyril,''  said  she,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  I  feel  it  in 
my  heartJ* 

"  You— you,  my  Mary  ;  oh,  it  cannot  be  V^  he  whispered  with 
quivering  lips  and  in  a  passion  of  tears. 

"  Yes,  Cyiil,  my  love,  I  can't  last  long  now." 

"  Oh !  would  that  my  wound  had  been  mortal,  and  that  I 
had  died  before  you,  darling ;  we  should  then  have  been  re* 
united,  never  more  to  "part.  But  God  knows  what  is  best  for  us." 

"  And  blessed  be  His  holy  name,  Cyril !  Kiss  me,  darling, 
while — ^while  I  can  see  you,  and  can  feel  my  hand  in  youra. 
The  sun  has  set  very  suddenly,  surely— on  the  forehead,  darling 
— on  the  forehead,  not  the  lip— not  the  lip  !" 

"Why,  my  Mary r 

"There  may  be  death  in  such  a  kiss.** 

"  Then  welcome  be  the  death !'' 

"  Oh,  Cyril ! — husband  of  my  heart !"  she  murmured. 

"  My  plighted  wife— my  Mary !" 

"  I  am  going  to  my  poor  papa,"  she  said  with  childlike  sim- 
plicity. "  He  clung,  Cyril,  to  the  fragment  of  his  patrimony 
even  as  a  gallant  captain  clings  to  the  wreck  of  his  ship,  and — 
and " 

"  Yes,  Mary ;  though  rash,  a  true  gentleman  to  the  last." 

"And  he  loved  me  so— my  poor  papa  1" 

Then  her  mind  began  to  wander  a  little  again.  Far  away 
from  Scutari,  from  where  the  hastily  buried  dead  lay  on  the 

Elain  without  the  walls, — from  the  wards  of  the  horrid  hospital 
er  thoughts  went  as  in  a  dream, — for  so  her  mutterings  showed 
while  her  poor  head  rested  on  Cvril's  neck,— back  to  Lone- 
woodlee,  to  the  old  grey  tower,  with  its  turrets  and  cape-house 
of  the  stormy  Border  times ;  to  the  mossy  stile  and  the  thorn 
trees ;  to  the  old  Scottish  firs,  with  their  red  stems,  gnarled 
branches  and  bronze-like  foliage  cutting  the  clear  blue  sky ;  to 
the  mountain  burn  that  brawled  amid  grey  rocks  and  stones, 
purple  heather  and  golden  broom ;  from  the  green  slopes  of  the 
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LammermTiirs,  to  the  lonelv  pastoral  hillS)  where  the  black* 
faced  wedders  browsed  and  bleated ;  to  places  where  the  scarlet 
rowan  grew,  and  where  the  pink  and  white  hawthorn  loaded 
the  evening  air  with  fragrance ;  and  in  the  girPs  heart  there 
waxed  strong  the  desire  to  die — ^not  among  Tier  kindred,  for 
kindred  had  she  none,  but  that  she  mi^ht  die  in  her  native  Land, 
and  be  laid  amon^  the  ^^aves  where  her  forefathers  lav,  in  the 
Lennox-aisle  of  tne  old  kirk  at  Willowdean.  But  fate  had 
willed  it  otherwise. 

For  an  hour  she  lay  with  her  head  pillowed  on  Cyril's  heart, 
and  barely  conscious  of  his  presence.  She  was  hovering  on  that 
Borderland  which  lies  between  Time  and  Eternity— that 
mysterious  frontier  from  whence  the  world,  and  all  its  interests, 
must  look  very  small  indeed  ;  smaller  stiU  its  wrongs  and  its 
sorrows:  dim  its  doubts,  its  loves,  and  allurements.  After  a 
time  a  shiver,  that  passed  over  all  the  delicate  form;  a  sigh  that 
escaped  her ;  and  the  fallen  jaw,  revealing  all  the  pearl-like 
teeth,  announced  that  all  was  over  ! 

The  light  was  fadinj^  as  the  sun  shed  its  last  red  ray^  on  the 
Bosphorus,  but  Cynl  Imgered  long  with  the  dead  in  his  arms ; 
and  tenderlv,  and  while  his  tears  fell  on  them,  he  kissed  her 
white  eyelids  after  he  had  closed  them  for  ever,  smoothing  the 
long  dark  lashes  on  the  marble  cheeks ;  and  the  widowed  nurse, 
who  was  hovering  without,  could  not  restrain  her  tears  when  on 
peeping  in  she  saw  the  handsome  :^oamg  officer  on  his  knees,  in 
his  olood-stained  and  tattered  umform,  engaged  in  prayer  by 
the  humble  pallet  whereon  the  dead  girl  lay,  looking  in  death 

purer  and  loveUer  than  ever. 

«  •  •  •  •  • 

By  the  hospital  regulations  all  fever  patients  were  buried 
immediately,  to  avoid  the  spread  of  infection,  and  so  that  ni^^t 
saw  the  last  scene  of  this  tragedy. 

Four  soldiers — ^wounded  Fusueers  of  Cyril's  company,  men 
selected  by  himself — bore  her  on  their  shoulders  in  a  hastUy- 
made  cofiEm  to  the  cemetery  without  the  walls,  where  lie  so 
many  of  our  dead,  the  gallant,  and  in  too  many  instances, 
perhaps,  forgotten  victims  of  the  war  and  pest.  The  only  pell 
that  covered  her  was  a  ship's  union-jack ;  it  had  already  served 
for  many  in  Scutari,  and  would  serve  for  many  more ;  and  Cyril, 
as  he  stood  at  the  head  of  her  grave,  could  see  the  full  round 
silver  moon  as  it  rose  up  in  beauty  from  the  sea  of  Marmora^ 
throwing  far  across  the  plain  the  shadows  of  the  spectre- 
like cypresses  that  overlook  the  vast  Turkish  "City  of  the 
Silent,'  the  seven  mUes  of  tombs ;  and  after  the  chaplain  had 
concluded  the  affecting  burial  service  of  the  Church  of  England, 
not  a  sound  was  heard  but  the  spladi  of  oars  in  the  Bosphorus, 
throwing  showers  of  seeming  diamonds  upwards,  as  some  light 
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caStqne  that  shot  to  and  fro ;  or  the  prolonged  howling  of  some 
houseless  dog,  the  ever  accursed  of  the  prophet,  prowling  along 
the  streets  of  Scutari 

It  was  the  night  of  the  20th  February ;  so  the  same  moon 
that  through  a  tempest  of  snow  looked  down  on  the  capture  of 
Horace  Rsunomie  near  the  Tchemaya,  saw  his  cousin  acting  in 
a  very  different  scene  in  the  great  cemetery  opposite  Seraglio 
Point.  For  a  time  he  sat  on  a  tombstone  close  by,  the  picture 
of  thought  and  grief,  his  hands  clasped  over  the  hilt  of  his 
sword,  which  was  placed  between  his  knees,  and  his  chin  resting 
on  his  hands,  his  eyes  bent  on  vacancy.  In  the  last  hour 
or  two  he  seemed  to  have  become  older,  thinner,  greyer,  and 
more  stem. 

The  chaplain  kindly  gave  him  his  arm,  and  his  four  comrades 
urged  him,  in  their  own  plain  fashion,  to  be  comforted,  though 
they  could  not  comprehend  the  cause  of  his  grief ;  but  then  he 
was  a  favourite  officer,  and  as  they  put  on  their  caps  and  saluted 
him,  ere  withdrawing  to  their  (quarters  in  the  convalescent 
portion  of  the  hospital,  they  all  in  unison  sympathized  with 
Captain  Wedderbum. 

And  there  she  lay  alone  in  her  grave  upon  the  Asian  shore, 
under  the  shadow  of  those  giant  cypresses,  poor  Mary  Lennox,  the 
last  of  that  ilk  of  the  Lonewooaiee.  After  all  her  miseries,  it 
was  a  strange  and  wayward  fate  ! 

How  bitterly  and  unavailingly  now  he  repented  of  his  past 
harshness,  suspicions,  and  injustice  to  her  who  was  gone — 
bitterly  too,  for  the  time  lost  by  their  needless  separation  •  for 
the  f  abe  position  in  which  she  had  so  long  been  placed  with  his 
family  through  mistaken  ideas  of  policy ;  and  he  felt  in  his 
heart,  that  si^y  we  suffer  our  pimishments  on  this  earth,  and 
not  hereafter. 

He  had  but  one  embodied  thought  ever  present  now — that  he 
had  found  her  in  this  strange  land  among  Miss  Nightingale's 
good  Samaritans;  that  he  had  seen  the  mce,  again  heard  the 
voice  of  Mary,  and  held  her  hand  in  his ;  and  that  never,  never 
more  would  that  beloved  face  turn  to  his,  and  never  more  her 
voice  fall  on  his  ear !  And  she  had  been  true  to  him,  and  had 
loved  him  to  the  last !  He  remembered  her  warning  words  of 
fear  and  love  when  he  kissed  her,  and  he  was  not  without  hope 
that  he  might  yet  die  and  be  laid  by  her  side,  for  Mary  seemed 
so  lonely  in  her  grave  ;  but  Cyril  W edderburn  was  not  one  of 
those  men  who  die  easily. 

Many  a  solitary  hour  he  lingered  by  Mary's  crave,  as  if  he 
felt  the  influence  of  her  presence  about  him  still,  and  many  a 
fresh  chaplet  of  white  roses  he  hung  there  ;  for  he  could  not 
altogether  leave  the  place  where  she  lay  alone— so  utterly  alone ; 
and  times  there  were  when  he  thought  he  might  Lave  h§r 
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remains  transmitted  home  and  laid  beside  those  cf  her  father 
at  Willowdean.  There  seemed  a  soothing  yet  sorrowful  com- 
panionship in  sitting  there  and  repeating  her  name  to  himself, 
and  looking  at  the  turf  which  covered  the  grave,  and  at  the 
little  marble  cross  which  marked  where  she  who  on  her  death- 
bed  had  called  him  "  the  husband  of  her  heart,"  was  lying  at 
peace  with  God  and  man. 

Poor  Cyril !  His  life  was  purposeless  now,  and  more  than  the 
half  of  it  seemed  to  have  passed  away.  His  thick  brown  hair 
came  out  in  handfuls,  and  he  could  detect— yet  heeded  it  not 
now— a  grey  hair  or  two  in  his  beard  and  moustache.  All  zest 
for  existence,  for  exertion,  for  anything,  had  gone  with  Mary 
Lennox ;  but,  nevertheless,  idleness  soon  became  intolerable. 
He  speedily  reported  himself  fit  for  active  service,  and  Rivers- 
dale  struck  him  off  the  sick  list.  So  the  tenth  of  March  saw 
him  on  board  of  a  steam  transport,  filled  with  enthusiastic  and 
cheering  convalescents  who  had  partly  recovered  from  their 
wounds,  all  anxious  to  have  **  another  shy  at  the  Ruskies" — all 
longing  to  be  once  more  before  Sebastopol,  where  the  ceaseless 
cannon  boomed  and  the  bullets  went  ping-ping  ivom  the  rifle- 
pits,  where  the  dead  lay  half  buried  on  the  hill  slopes,  and  where 
m  ra^  and  misery  the  trench  guards  toiledy— God  alone  knows 
for  what  now :  but  when  steaming  up  the  JBosphorus^  the  eyes 
of  Cyril  were  turned  to  the  point  of  Scutari  and  to  tne  dimin- 
ishing outline  of  the  cjrpresses  that  overlook  "  the  City  of  the 
Silent,"  for  his  heart  was  lying  there.  Had  Lady  Wedderburn 
known  of  the  catastrophe  that  imparted  such  a  tone  of  distraction 
to  the  letters  of  her  favourite  son,  she  might  have  thought,  with 
mingled  remorse  and  satisfaction,  that  her  wish  would  probably 
be  gratified  after  all. 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

DBEAMS    BEALIZED. 

In  Yaila  the  days  and  even  the  nights  were  passed  by  Horace 
Ramomie  in  a  species  of  mental  torture.  The  longing  for 
freedom  took  the  form  of  dreams  when  darkness  fell,  and 
visions  haunted  him  like  those  of  one  who  suffered  from  fever. 
He  beheld  Gwenny  at  times  encompassed  by  absurd  and 
fantastic  perils,  from  which  he  sought  in  vain  to  save  her. 
Once  she  appeared  clinging  to  a  fragment  of  loose  rock  above  a 
raging  sea— the  cliffs  of  the  Ernescleuffh,  or  Fast  Castle,  per- 
haps—and ere  he  could  aid  her— for  his  limbs  felt  as  if  powerless, 
weak,  or  fettered — the  frail  thing  to  which  she  seemed  to  cling 
gave  way,  and  Gwenny  disappeared  beneath  the  waves,  ediciting 
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ft  ciy  from  Horace,  wMch  brought  the  Busssian  guard  in 
wonder  to  his  room. 

On  other  occasions,  he  wandered  in  pursuit  of  her  through 
endless  and  mysterious  galleries,  arched  passages,  and  long, 
long  chambers,  where,  though  he  could  hear  her  voice,  he  lost 
all  trace  of  her  in  the  end,  and  sought  in  vain  with  terror  and 
bewilderment  of  heart 

But  then  he  had  other  and  more  pleasant  dreams.  He  was 
free  !  He  was  again  with  his  company  of  the  Fusileers,  in  the 
trenches,  among  wooden  gabions  and  fascines  of  straw  or  sand 
bags,  and  the  booming  of  the  cannon  in  Sebastopol  came  to  his 
ear.  He  saw  the  white  walls  and  the  green  spires  of  the  city 
rising  in  the  sunshine  above  the  curling  smoke  of  the  gun 
batteries.  Then  would  come  the  music  of  the  band  on  the 
march  ;  again  he  saw  the  heights  above  the  Alma  glittering  with 
Eussian  bayonets,  and  he  heard  the  pleasant  voice  of  Cyril 
Wedderbum  ;  there  was  a  sound  of  pistol  shots,  and  then  came 
the  pale  face  and  glittering  cold  eyes  of  Prince  Galitzin  ;  or  it 
might  be  that  he  had  memories  ot  the  mess-room  of  the  corps — 
the  billiard  table  at  Chatham  or  Canterbury,  and  he  was  at  pool 
or  Dyramid  with  Bingham  and  Probyn  ;  and  often  it  was  of 
Willowdean  and  the  days  when  he  came  there  an  orphan  from 
his  dead  mother's  side,  and  theii  he  saw  the  stately  house  with 
its  white  peristyle  and  all  its  windows  glittering  in  the  sun,  old 
Gervase  Asloane  in  his  ample  waistcoat  and  black  suit  hovering 
about  ;  his  aunt.  Lady  Wedderbum,  bowling  through  the 
ample  lawn  in  her  smart  pony  phaeton,  or  Sir  John  in  tweed 
suit  and  leather  gaiters  going  with  his  gun  to  the  preserves,  or 
rambling  about,  weeder  in  hand,  and  Horace  could  hear  his 
pleasant  voice  and  see  again  his  bright  and  benign  smile  ;  but 
only  to  waken  and  find  himself— a  prisoner  still  in  Yaila !  It 
was  after  visions  such  as  these,  that  by  the  mere  force  of 
contrast^  his  captivity  felt  intolerable,  and  equally  so,  when, 
after  bemg  lost  m  thought— indulging  in  some  bright  daydream, 
perhaps—he  would  be  roused  by  the  hoarse  Bussian  drums, 
beaten  for  parade  or  some  tour  of  duty,  and,  starting,  would 
bethink  him  how,  or  why  he  was  here  in  Yaila. 

Though  the  idea  of  violating  his  parole  of  honour,  attempting 
to  escape  or  to  quit  his  prison  without  being  properly  exchanged, 
never  occurred  to  Horace,  the  manner  of  Gantzin  oflfensiveljr 
showed  that  he  was  suspicious  of  something  of  the  kind  being 
attempted,  Horace  was  conscious  of  being  watched  ;  that  eyes 
were  upon  him;  and  that  whenever  he  went  abroad  for  a 
solitary  ramble,  somehow,  as  if  by  a  singular  coincidence,  the 
two  Cossacks,  Alexis  and  Ivan — he  never  knew,  nor  cared  to 
know  their  surnames — were  always  hovering  near.  But  to 
have  spoken  of  this  would  have  been  unwise,  and  would  have 
excited  suspicion.  D,g,,ed bv  v^v^iv^^^i^ 
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To  ft  Enssian  of  Tartar  descent,  subtlety-  and  craft  were 
familiar,  even  as  caprice  and  tyranny,  from  the  days  of  his 
wooden  cradle,  when  he  had  been  taught  to  thump  or  kick  the 
image  of  his  patron,  Saint  Ivan  Veliki,  and  even  to  thrust  it  in 
the  fire  if  he  suffered  pain  from  overeating  himself  with 
pastilJda  or  other  sweetmeats  ;  if  he  lost  his  top  or  marbles,  or 
got  cuffed  for  his  impudent  petulance  by  any  of  his  companions. 
He  suspected  that  few  things  in  this  world  were  ever  done  for 
the  motives  really  assigned  to  them,  and  he  believed  that  under 
fdl  tiiat  went  on^  something  else  was  going  on  unseen.  So  there 
was  a  terrible  distrust  of  everyone  and  everything  pervading 
his  whole  existence.    He  was  Muscovite  to  the  heart's  core  ! 

One  morning  Horace  was  sensible  of  an  unusual  commotion 
in  Yaila,  after  Galitzin's  aide-de-camp,  the  Lieutenant  of  the 
Princess  Maria  Paulovna's  Hussars,  who  had  been  sent  to  the 
seashore  on  some  special  duty,  returned  with  important  tidings 
for  the  Prince.  The  preceding  night  had  been  one  of  dreadful 
tempest  The  rain  had  fallen  in  torrents  ;  and,  amid  the  wild 
bellowing  of  the  wind,  the  thunder  had  been  heard,  as  it  rattled 
in  appallmg  peals  over  the  red  marble  cliffs  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh, 
and  the  four  copper-covered  domes  of  Yaila. 

The  drums  were  beaten,  and  a  certain  portion  of  the  garrison 
got  under  arms  after  breakfast  Horace  felt  a  thrill  of  hope  in 
his  heart!  Was  there  about  to  be  an  attack— a  chance  of 
escape  after  all,  and  after  those  weary,  weary  months  of  spring 
and  summer  he  had  endured  there?  Day  was  just  breaking; 
and,  in  anticipation  of  some  event  which,  if  it  did  not  set  him 
free,  would  at  least  vary  the  stupid  monotony  of  his  existence, 
Horace  came  forth,  just  as  Prince  Galitzin,  after  buckling  on 
his  sword,  was  mounting  his  horse. 

The  usual  strange  and  malicious  glitter  came  into  his  eyes,  as 
he  seemed  to  read  the  hope  of  Horace  in  his  eager  and  excited 
face ;  and  the  latter's  emotion  seemed  to  strengthen  when  he 
saw  the  troops  bring  forth  two  eighteen-pound  guns,  and,  with 
their  muskets  slung,  tally  on  to  the  di^-ropes,  as  the  field- 
pieces  were  without  horses. 

"  By  J  ove,  it  did  rain  and  blow  last  night,  Monseigneur  le 
Priiice,"  said  Horace,  loth  to  ask  any  questions,  while  wishing 
to  invite  information.  "  I  have  not  passed  so  many  sleepless 
horns  since  I  was  in  the  trenches  before  Sebastopol,  and  heard 
the  Lancaster  guns  pounding  away  on  the  right  attack." 

"And  you  are  longing  to  be  there,  again — eh  1" 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  1  am,  indeed/' 

**  You  must  be  patient.  Monsieur  le  Capitaine.** 

Horace  sighed  bitterly,  and  then  ventured  to  say,  "But 
what  is  the  matter  %  Have  you  had  an  (derte,  or  are  you  going 
to  be  attacked  r  ^      o  "^ 
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"  Nay.    'Tis  we  who  are  about  to  attack  P 

"What,  or  who  r 

"I  know  not  whether  I  should  reply,  but  it  is  no  matter. 
Well,  an  English  ship — a  yacht,  apparently— is  reported  to  be 
ashore  on  the  rocks,  a  few  miles  northward  from  Alushta ; 
and  we  are  just  going  to  knock  her  to  pieces  with  those  two 
eighteen-pounders,  n  the  waves  do  not  anticipate  us ;  for 
Kaminski,  my  aide-de-camp,  reports  that  there  is  a  heavy  sea 
on,  and  that  she  can't  last  long  now" 

"  A  wreck — an  unarmed  yacht.  To  fire  on  a  wreck — ^is  this 
fairr 

"Morhleu  I  Did  I  not  once  before  say  that  all  things  are 
fair  in  war  and  love  %  and  we  are  at  war  just  now,  I  believe. 
Come  on,  Tegoborski,  we  have  no  time  to  lose  f 

"I  dreamed  of  rats  last  night,  and  I  thought  something 
would  be  sure  to  happen  after  that,  and  the  wind  being  so 
high,"  grumbled  the  superstitious  old  Pulkovnick,  as  he 
mounted  his  horse,  while  Madame,  his  wife— in  a  very  be- 
coming deshabiUe^  appeared  at  an  open  window,  where  she 
kissed  her  large  white  hand  repeatedly  to  the  Prince,  who 
waved  his  smiling  adieux  in  return. 

The  hoarse  and  guttural  commands  were  given,  and,  at  a 
double-quick,  the  Infantry — about  four  hundred  in  number- 
left  Yaiia,  dragging  the  guns  and  limbers,  and  having  with 
them  several  kabitkas,  or  covered  Tartar  carts,  for  plunder,  or 
whatever  came  ashore. 

Some  hours  elapsed,  and  Horace  felt  his  heart  swelling  with 
indication.  He  pictured,  in  fancy,  the  shattered  ship,  the 
helpless  drowning  seamen,  and  the  Russian  guns  firing  round- 
shot —  perhaps  grape  and  canister — upon  them  from  the 
heights ;  just  as  they  did  during  the  dreadful  hurricane  in  the 
preceding  November,  when  so  many  of  our  ships  perished  along 
the  iron-bound  coast  of  the  Black  Sea.  Much  bitterness  was 
now  being  imparted  to  the  war  on  both  sides;  but  chiefly 
owing  to  the  barbarity  of  the  Russians.  Doubtless,  there  were 
a  few  instances  of  humanity  that  are  worth  remembering. 
Many  Russian  prisoners  who  were  paroled  at  Lewes,  expressed 
in  print,  on  then'  return  home,  their  gratitude  for  the  kindness 
and  hospitality  they  had  ezperiencea  at  English  hands  ;  and 
several  of  our  officers  who  were  prisoners  of  war  in  Russia, 
related  the  kind  treatment  they  received  while  there.  So, 
perhaps,  Ivan  Prince  Galitzin  was  a  somewhat  exceptional 
personage. 

About  noon  his  cruel  expedition  returned,  and  Horace,  who 
had  secluded  himself  in  lus  room,  fuU  of  disgust  and  anger, 
heard  the  noisy  applause  with  which  the  soldiers  in  Yaila 
received  those  who  came  back,  though  their  exploit  was  far 
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removed  from  being  a  noble  or  gallant  one.  The  kabitkas  were 
filled  with  pieces  of  shattered  wreck,  sheets  of  copper,  sail- 
cloth, rigging,  several  cases  of  wine,  London  porter,  and  casks 
of  beef  J  which  had  come  ashore ;  and  now  hearing  by  chance 
that  prisoners  had  been  taken,  Horace  again  came  forth  to  see 
them,  and  seek  for  some  intelligence  of  the  outer  world,  from 
which  he  was  so  completely  debarred  by  the  measures  and  ex- 
treme reserve  of  Galitzin.  To  be  sure  he  midit  always  have 
gained  some  news  of  the  war  from  Madame  Tegoborski,  who 
was  not  indisposed  to  view  him  with  favour,  as  a  handsome 
young  man;  but  he  had  a  wholesome  dread  of  exciting  the 
jejdousy  of  the  Prince  m  that  quarter. 

"  How  many  prisoners  have  you  got,  Monsieur  le  Colonel  f* 
he  asked  of  Tegoborski,  who  was  proceeding  leisurely,  limping, 
for  he  was  lame,  towards  his  quarters,  anticipating  a  cup  of  hot 
tea  after  his  morning's  work. 

"  One,"  was  the  brief  reply ;  "at  least  only  one  of  any  con- 
sequence." 

^' And  the  rest  r 

"  Are  in  the  sea." 

"  Drowned  f 

"  Or  shot,  as  the  case  may  have  been." 

In  the  yard  of  the  fortress,  Horace  perceived  one  whom  he 
took  to  be  an  Englishman,  handcuffed;  he  had  on  only  a 
tattered  white  shirt  and  pair  of  blue  cloth  trousers ;  he  was  tall 
and  athletic  in  figure,  fair  complexion,  bald  and  bare-headed, 
for  in  Ueu  of  a  cap  he  had  a  bloodstained  handkerchief  round 
his  head,  showing  that  he  had  been  wounded ;  and  he  was  seated 
moodily,  and  as  if  lost  in  thought,  on  the  trail  of  one  of  'the 
fatal  eighteen  pounder  field-pieces. 

He  looked  up  listlessly  as  Horace  approached,  and  said— ^"  A 
prisoner,  like  mvself,  I  see." 

"  Not  precisely,  as  1  have  not  the  misfortune  to  be  fettered ; 
but  I  have  been  here  for  four  months — ever  since  Sir  Colin 
Campbell's  night  march  to  Tchorgoun.    And  you  V 

"  My  ship  went  ashore  in  the  middle  watch  last  night,  on  a 
reef  that  is  not  laid  down  in  any  of  our  charts.'' 

"  Where  r 

"  Within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  cliffs  that  rise  near 
Alushta.  a  Tartar  village  on  the  coast.  We  had  undergone  a 
rough  night  and  were  blown  far  out  of  course  beyond  the  head- 
land of  Alupka,  where  Prince  Woronzoff's  castle  stands ;  our 
rudderbands  had  given  way,  and  we  couldn't  help  ourselves. 
Finding  that  the  craft  wouldn't  last  long,  I  lowered  the  boat 
and  got  the  ladies  ashore,  and  at  the  hazard  of  my  own  life 
returned  on  board ;  but  I  was  scarcely  on  the  deck,  when,  bang; 
bang,  bang  from  the  clifs  came  a  fire  of  round  shot  from  these 
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rascally  guns ;  so  they  and  the  sea,  which  was  a  heavy  one,  soon 
made  an  end  of  the  schooner  and  of  my  men,  for  every  poor 
fellow  perished,  those  who  threw  themselves  into  the  se^  to 
escape  the  cannonade  being  killed  b^  the  lances  of  the  Cossack 
beggars,  as  they  struggled  half  fainting  ashore." 

"  Most  rascally — most  base  f  exclaimed  Horace. 

*'  Luckily  I  had  my  naval  imiform  below,  and  put  it  on.  As 
I  swam  ashore  the  sight  of  my  epaulettes  saved  me  from  being 
butchered  like  the  rest ;  but  they  were  torn  from  my  shoulders, 
and  I  was  handcuffed  as  you  see.  I  am  a  lieutenant  in  Her 
Britannic  Majesty's  service  1  As  a  signal  of  distress  I  had  the 
union-jack  reversed  at  the  gaff-peak  ;  but  I  was  plad  when  the 
spar  was  knocked  away  and  it  fell  into  the  sea.  It  went  to  my 
heart  to  see  the  old  bunting  under  fire  and  never  a  shot  in  return. 
I  thought  of  Nelson,  and  the  signal  that  flew  along  the  line  at 
Trafalgar ;  of  old  Charlie  Napier's  in  the  Baltic,  *  Sharpen 
your  cutlasses,  lads  !'  I  thought  too  of  many  an  old  shipmate 
who  is  lying  in  the  Bight  of  Benin  with  a  cold  shot  at  his  heels, 
and  strong  in  my  breast  grew  the  genuine  old  English  contempt 
of  aU  these  foreign  beggars  i  But  now  that  I  look  at  you  again, 
I  think  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  before.  Are 
you  not  Captain  Ramomie  of  the  Royal  Fusileers—  the  nephew 
of  Sir  John  Wedderbum  of  Willowdean  T 

"  The  same ;  and  you  T 

"  Lieutenant  Robert  Newnham,  R.N." 

•*  And  your  ship  *}"  asked  Horace,  faintly. 

"  Was  the  Master  of  Emescleugh's  yacht  I  have  seen  you 
aboard  of  her  at  Cowes  more  than  once." 

"  And  the  ladies  you  spoke  of  T 

"  Were  Lady  Wedderbum  and  Lady  Emesclengh ;  they  would 
come  out  here  after  their  sons  in  the  Crimea.  Ix)rd  Cardigan's 
yacht  had  come,  and  the  Countess  of  Errol  had  accompanied 
her  husband  who  is  in  the  Rifle  Brigade,  so  the  two  mammas 
were  determined  to  come  too,  and  bnng  no  end  of  comforts  and 
condiments  for  their  'dear  boys'  in  the  trenches;  but  by  jingo ^ 
they'll  rather  repent  of  the  expedition  now,  though  they  were 
sent  with  their  maids  under  escort  in  a  kabitka  towards  Bala- 
clava ;  for  the  worst  of  the  story  is  yet  to  coma" 

"  What  could  well  be  worse  than  that  which  you  have  told 
me  T  exclaimed  Horaca 

"  Another  prisoner  was  brought  on  with  me  here,  and  my 
heart  bleeds  for  the  poor  young  lady  in  the  hands  of  those  d— a 
Russians.  She  is  too  young  for  sorrow,  and  was  so  kind  and 
affable  to  all  the  poor  fellows  before  the  mast,  they  idolized  her." 

"  Of  whom  are  you  talking  1"  asked  Horace,  whose  heart 
began  to  tremble  with  apprehension  and  conjecture. 

**  Who  should  I  mea»  but  Miss  Gwendolyne  Wedderbum  f 
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"Sheherer 

"  Aye,  here  in  tliis  fortress  of  Yaila—a  prisoner  like  ourselves 
— ^but  not  half  so  safe  in  some  respects." 

'^  My  God  !"  exclaimed  Horace,  and  he  shivered  from  head 
to  foot ;  "  how  came  it  to  pass,  Newnham,  that  she  was  not  aJso 
«ient  to  Balaclava  1" 

"  In  this  fashion,  for  I  was  standing  by,  and  to  my  sorrow 
and  disgust  heard  every  word. 

"  *  I  am  rich,  Monseigneur  le  Prince,'  said  Lady  Wedderbum, 
in  the  greatest  agitation,  to  the  Eussian  commander,  whom  I 
understood  to  be  a  Prince  Galitzin — but  that's  a  name  like 
Smith  in  England,  they  are  thick  as  Mother  Gary's  chickens  in 
Kussia  :  *ana  so  is  my  friend ;  we  can  afford  to  pay  a  ransom, 
if  it  will  be  taken.' 

"  *  And  your  niece  or  daughter,  which  is  the  young  lady  V  he 
asked. 

"  '  My  niece— Mademoiselle  Gwendoleyne  Wedderbum.' 

"  *  Wedderburn,  Wedderbum,'  repeated  the  Russian,  *she  is 
wealthjr  too ;  an  Indian  heiress,  I  understood.' 

"  *  Yes,  Monseigneur ;  but  how  knew  you  thatV 

"  *  A  Monsieur  Chesters  told  me  all  about  it  at  Balaclava 
and  of  her  being  the  intended  of  your  son ;  who  was  woundea 
or  killed  at  the  Alma.  I  believe.' 

"  *  Only  wounded,  tnank  Heaven !  but  do  you  know  Monsieur 
le  Capitaine  Chesters )' 

"  *  I  didlsuQiw  him ;  but,  Madame,  he  is  dead  and  buried  now,' 
replied  the  other,  with  a  grin. 

^**And  now  about  a  ransom  f  said  Lady  Wedderbum,  full 
of  anxiety. 

"'Well,  Madame,  no  ransom  can  be  taken  for  the  young 
Hospoza ;  we  are  Russian  troops,  not  Circassians,  Bedouin  rol^ 
bers.  or  brigands.' 

"  'But  her  liberty*}'  urged  Lady  Wedderbum,  to  whom  Miss 
Gwenny  clung  in  terror  and  despair. 

"  *  Her  liberty  shall  be  well  cared  for.  I  shall  keep  her  for 
myself ;  heiresses  are  scarce  in  the  Crimea,'  was  the  bantering 
reply. 

"  *  Surely  you  will  permit  me  to  accompany  her  ?'  urged  poor 
Lady  Wedderbum,  piteously. 

"  ^  What  the  deuce  should  we  do  with  old  women  in  Yaila  1  It 
would  only  be  people  to  feed  unprofitably,  and  in  this  nothing- 
f  or-nothing  world,  my  dear  Madame ' 

"  *  Oh,  dearest  aunt,  are  we  to  be  separated  V  exclaimed  Miss 
Gwenny,  in  dreadful  Station. 

**  'Instantly,  by  St.  Ivan  Veliki  !' 

"  The  wretches  tore  them  asunder,  though  the  aunt  and  niece 
clung  to  each  other  with  the  death-like  clutch  of  the  drowningi 
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and  their  cries  wrung  my  heart.  The  two  elder  ladies  were 
sent  in  a  Tartar  wageon  towards  Balaclava,  in  charge  of  the 
aide-de-camp  Kaminski  and  four  Cossacks,  one  of  whom  carried 
a  white  handkerchief  as  a  flag  of  truce  on  the  point  of  his  lance, 
while  we  were  brought  on  here.  But  Heaven  help  the  poor 
girl.  Captain  Eamorme.  Galitzin  sees  that  she  is  young  and 
beautiful,  and  he  knows  that  she  is  wealthy,  for  I  heard  him 
remark,  laughingly,  to  Kaminski,  his  aide,  *  This  war  can't  last 
for  ever ;  another  winter  will  see  those  allies  frozen  or  fought 
out ;  then  I  shall  go  to  England  with  my  wife,  turn  her  rupees 
into  roubles,  and  spend  them  in  Holy  Eussia/  Holy  Russia  be 
d— d,sayL" 

Horace  listened  to  all  this  with  the  air  of  one  quite  stunned 
by  a  calamity  ;  and  he  was  again  about  to  address  Newnham, 
when  the  voice  of  Galitzin  was  heard. 

"  No  talking— no  communications  between  you  two.  Separate 
them,"  he  added  to  the  parvoschich  of  the  main  guard ;  "  and 
as  the  sailor  has  declined  to  give  his  parole,  keep  him  a  close 
prisoner." 

So  poor  Newnham  was  led  away. 

"  I  was  only  hearing  some  details  of  the — ^well,  I  suppose  wo 
must  call  it  the  shipwreck,"  said  Horace,  making  a  prodigious 
effort  to  appear  calm  and  to  conceal  the  agony  of  his  spirit ;  for 
the  idea  of  Gwenny  being  a  prisoner  in  Yaila  seenied  too  fan- 
tastic, too  unexpected,  and  too  horrible  for  conviction. 

"  Ah  !  we  let  him  put  the  women  ashore ;  for  whatever  you 
may  think,  we  are  not  quite  devoid  of  gallantry,  we  Eussians ; 
ana  then  we  knocked  the  schooner  to  pieces,'  said  Galitzin, 
laughing ;  "but  the  chief  prize  we  brougit  on  here." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  faltered  Horace. 

"  Then  understand  this.  I  have  caught  the  rich  cousin — the 
brunette — ^the  little  Anglo-Indian  millionaire,  whose  intended  I 
pistolled  at  the  Alma " 

"  Cyril  Wedderbumr 

"  Well,  yes,  if  that  was  his  name ;  I  suppose  we  may  speak  of 
him  in  the  past  tense  now." 

"  From  whom  had  you  all  this  private  information  1" 

"  From  Monsieur  testers,  le  scelerat  P* 

«Whenr 

"When  I  met  him  in  the  camp  of  the  Turkish  Contingent." 

"Explain,  Monseigneur  le  Prince  T 

"  A  few  days  before  your  silly  night  march  to  Tchorgoun,  and 
when  I  was  figuring,  as  the  play-bifls  say,  ^positively  for  the  last 
time,*  as  a  Captain  of  Zouaves,"  replied  the  unabashed  Eussian. 

"  Will  not  the  offer  of  a  bribe  set  her  free  ?" 

"Not  twenty  bribes!" 

"  Why,  Monseigneur  le  Prince?* 

**  You  shall  hear  in  good  time."  oigtizecrby Google 
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"  And  where  is  she  nowT  asked  Horace,  with  an  affectatioti 
of  carelessness  that  certainly  cost  him  an  effort 

"In  the  apartments  and  under  the  matronage  of  Madame 
Tegoborski.  She  was  dreadfully  offended  when  I  attempted  to 
rive  her  a  little  salute  ^  la  Busse.  St.  Ivan  Veliki— bah !  a  time 
shall  come  when  she  will  think  little  of  my  wiry  moustache — 
though  it  is  Hke  a  hog's-bristle — being  rasped  on  her  damask 
cheek !" 

"  By  Jove  !  this  is  a  pleasant  situation,**  thought  Horace,  as 
he  wiped  his  brow,  and  longed  to  plant  his  foot  upon  the  neck 
of  Major-General  Prince  Qalitzin,  who  added  with  pleasing 
condescension — 

"  I  shaD  introduce  you  to  her  at  old  Tegoborski's  to-night ; 
but  perhaps  you  don't  care  about  it." 

"  Thanks,  Monseigi.eur  le  Prince,  I  shall  come  with  pleasure," 
said  Horace ;  and  he  retired  to  his  room  with  a  heart  that  was 
full,  nigh  to  bursting,  with  sorrow,  terror  of  the  present,  and 
apprehension  of  the  future. 

That  night  Newnham  was  dispatched  on  foot,  escorted  by 
two  Cossack  Lancers,  towards  Yekaterinoslav,  and  a  deadly 
fear  came  over  Horace  that  unless  he  dissembled,  and  he  and 
G wenny  played  "  their  cards"  remarkably  well,  some  such  distant 
transmission  might  await  himself,  if  Galitzin  discovered  the 
deep  and  tender  interest  they  had  in  each  other.  And  how  to 
conceal  if?  for  the  first  meeting  might,  most  perilously,  reveal  all. 

"  Gwenny  here — mjr  Gwenny  here  in  Yaila  T  he  repeated  to 
himself  again  and  again. 

He  felt  himself  trembling  /rom  head  to  foot ;  a  pallor  came 
over  him  repeatedly,  as  the  blood  rushed  back  upon  his  heart. 
Though  loving  her  with  all  the  devotion  of  which  his  life  and 
heart  were  capable,  he  had  no  desire,  even  while  longing  passion- 
ately to  see  her,  to  have  her  with  him  there,  and  his  voice  shook 
while,  clasping  his  hands,  he  said  fervently — "  God  protect  her 
— my  darhng  Gwenny.  Oh!  I  fear  she  will  need  all  His  pro- 
tection here  m  Yaila ! ' 


CHAPTER  LXVI. 

TEA  WITH  MADAME  TEGOBOHSKL 

Horace  naturally  wondered  how  it  came  to  pass  that  Chesters 
should  have  spoken  of  the  Wedderburn  family  or  of  their  pri- 
vate interests  to  an  utter  stranger — a  foreigner— a  mere  chance 
visitor,  such  as  this  pretended  Captain  of  Zouaves  in  the  re- 
doubts before  Balaclava ;  for  the  visit  of  Galitzin  had  been 
paid  to  them  prior  to  the  assault  made  by  the  Russians  on  the 
day  of  the  battle  there ;  but  it  only  proved  that  the  enmity  of 
Chestera  to  Cyril  was  an  ever-rankung  subject,  and  the  matter 
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tnight  liave  come  about  apropos  of  the  misfortune  which  befel 
the  latter  at  the  Alma.  And  then  the  luckless  Major  of  tiie 
Turkish  Contingent  had  failed  as  yet  to  recognise  m  the  tur- 
baned  Zouave  his  quondam  gambling  acquaintance ;  hut  the 
latter  knew  him  only  too  well,  and  treasured  up  his  secret  ven- 
geance. However  tne  matter  came  to  pass,  Horace  was  certain 
of  one  thing,  that  the  information  of  the  needy  Eussian  Prince 
as  to  Gwenny's  fortune  was  unpleasantly  accurate. 

His  next  idea  was,  as  to  how  he  and  she  were  to  meet,  and 
how  to  OTeet  each  other — betrothed  lovers,  who  had  been  so 
long  and  so  perilously  parted— in  the  presence  of  Galitzin,  after 
the  openly-expressed  views  of  that  personage  concerning  her — 
views  so  sudcfenly  and  distinctly  stated.  For  Horace  knew  that 
the  Prince  had  nothing  in  the  world  but  his  sword,  his  epau- 
lettes, and  a  truly  Muscovite  spirit  for  the  most  daring  pecula- 
tion ;  and  he  knew  also  how  resolute,  how  cunning,  and  how 
savage  he  could  be  when  roused.  And  now,  by  the  contingencies 
of  war,  this  man  was  to  become  the  arbiter  of  their  destinies ! 

Longing,  with  all  a  young  lover's  ardour,  to  fold  Gwenny  in 
his  arms,  and  to  cover  her  sweet  face  and  hands  with  kisses,  he 
would,  nevertheless,  be  compelled  to  appear  before  her  as  a 
stranger,  and,  as  such,  to  be  introduced  by  the  Russian  ogre, 
who  had  them  both  in  his  power.  It  seemed  intolerable 
and  absurd,  and  times  there  were  when  Horace  was  on  the 
point  of  saying  boldly  that  the  lady  was  his  betrothed,  his 
intended,  and  almost  a  kinswoman  ;  but  then  prudence  sug- 
gested that  such  a  confidence  might  be  unwise,  and  might, 
moreover,  cause  Galitzin  to  dispatch  him,  under  escort,  to 
Yekaterinoslav,  if  he  did  not  dispatch  him  out  of  the  world 
altogether.  For  Horace  could  not  forget  the  fate  of  Ralph 
Chesters,  and  knew  the  refined  cruelty  of  which  the  Prince  was 
capable. 

Gwenny,  ere  evening  came,  had  got  over  much  of  her  terror 
of  the  shipwreck ;  but  her  mind  was  still  brooding  with  horror 
over  the  memory  of  the  cannonade,  the  mangled  and  drowning 
seamen,  and  the  strange  manner  in  Which  she  had  been  so 
rudely  seoarated  from  her  aunt  and  Lady  Emescleugh,  and 
brought  sne  knew  not  whither.  But  the  Prince  had  pacified 
her  for  a  time,  by  the  assurance  that  when  he  could  get  a  car- 
riage worthy  of  conveying  her,  she  should  be  also  sent  to  Balac- 
lava. She  was  full  of  these  things,  and  in  no  mood  to  construe, 
or  attempt  to  understand  Madame  Tegoborski,  who,  as  she 
could  not  speak  English,  addressed  her  in  Russian,  mingled 
with  a  few  words  of  German,  seeking  to  interest  her  in  a  cer- 
tain handsome  young  "  Capitaine  Ramhomoff,"  whom  she  was 
80  soon  to  see,  and  whom  Gwenny  supposed  to  be  some  odious 
Russian,  who  ate  tallow  candles  and  took  his  morning  libation 
of  train  oil. 
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Horace  felt  the  absolute  necessity  of  losing  no  time  in  letting 
her  know  the  line  of  conduct  they  must  adopt  towards  each 
other,  lest  she  should  become  inspired  by  doubt  or  apprehension 
of  his  seeming  coldness.  On  the  fiyles^  of  a  Bussian  book  he 
pencilled  a  few  words  in  the  smallest  possible  space,  simply 
mforming  her  that  under  the  eyes  which  were  on  them  there, 
they  must  seem  to  be  only  frienas,  not  what  they  really  were : 
and  that,  on  the  first  opportunity,  he  should  explain  adl ;  ana 
he  had  barely  achieved  ttiis  tiny  billet,  when  Gautzin  appeared 
to  inquire  "  If  he  was  readjr  to  accompany  him  and  his  aide-de- 
camp, the  Lieutenant  Kaminski  1" 

The  Prince  was  in  full  uniform,  with  a  pair  of  splendid 
epaulettes  set  very  high  upon  his  shoulders  in  the  Kussian 
fashion.  He  was  evidently  oent  on  making  an  impression,  for 
he  wore  a  gold  embroidered  waistbelt,  and  in  addition  to  the 
order  of  St.  Anne,  had  that  of  St.  Andrew,  an  order  founded 
by  Peter  the  Great  in  1699,  and  only  bestowed  on  officers  of 
high  military  degree.  It  was  a  blue  enamelled  saltire  with  the 
Muscovite  eagle,  and  four  initials,  signifying  Sanctus  Andreas^ 
Patronus  Ruasias.  Horace  had  only  the  poor  remains  of  his 
red  coat,  on  which  none  of  the  lace  and  few  of  the  buttons 
remained  ;  but  he  knew  that  to  Gwenny's  eye  "  the  old  red  rag 
that  tells  of  England's  glory"  would  be  dearer  and  more  signifi- 
cant than  the  most  splendid  costume  in  the  world.  However, 
he  felt  that  he  cut  but  a  sorry  figure  in  comparison  with  Galit- 
zin.  He  was  greatly  agitated  on  entering  the  whitewashed 
vaulted  chamber,  which,  in  one  of  the  old  towers,  passed  as  the 
drawing-room  of  Madame  Tegoborski ;  but  though  the  latter 
was  there,  and  received  Horace  with  a  bland  smile,  and  tiie 
Prince  with  a  particularly  bright  one,  Gwenny  had  not  yet  left 
her  room,  so  the  visitor  glanced  uneasily^bout  Mm,  after 
shaking  the  hand  of  the  grim  Pulkovnic^  or  Chef  de 
BataUUm. 

Most  of  the  furniture  in  the  apartment  seemed  strange  to  the 
eye,  and  extremely  nautical  in  fashion ;  for  save  a  piano,  taken 
9a7is  ceremonie  from  the  house  of  an  Armenian  merchant  at 
Alushta,  most  of  it  was  the  spoil  of  that  hurricane  in  the  Black 
Sea  which  strewed  the  shore  with  wrecks  in  the  preceding 
November.  Waf  ered  on  the  wall  were  two  Kussian  caricatures, 
which  at  that  time  were  thought  prime  jokes.  One  represented 
John  Bull  in  his  well-known  top  boots,  occupying  an  island  so 
small  that  he  had  not  room  to  turn  in  it.  and  whida  was  divided 
into  three  parts,  entitled  "  Leinster,  Oxford,  Cambridge."  The 
other  was  a  grotesque  figure  of  Sir  Charles  Napier,  presenting 
a  fish  from  the  Baltic  Sea  to  the  British  Parliament,  as  the  spou 
of  Cronstadt  and  Bomarsund.  An  eikon  or  Byzantine  Madonna 
atood  in  a  comeri  with  metal  halo  like  a  gilt  horseshoe  around 
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the  Lead ;  but  now  there  was  a  muslin  veil  drawn  discreetly 
over  it,  lest  it  should  see  old  TegoborsM  become  tipsy,  or  ike 
Prince  saluting  Madame,  which,  we  must  admit,  he  was  wont 
to  do  somewhat  oftener  than  friendship  warranted,  or  platonic 
affection  required. 

Madame  Norina  Paulovna  Tegoborski,  a  stout  and  very  fair 
woman,  with  a  dazzling  neck  and  bosom,  was  beautifully  dressed 
in  honour  of  the  evening,  and  wore  Schologoleff  earrings,  each 
like  four  tiny  cannon-balls,  a  fashion  adopted  in  honour  of  an 
imaginary  artillery  officer,  who  with  onLyfour  guns,  was  alleged 
by  the  Eussians  to  have  sorely  mauled  and  repulsed  the  alhed 
fleets  at  Odessa  1  On  her  large,  fair  arms  were  glittering  brace- 
lets ;  but  on  this  occasion  she  was  fated  to  display  her  charms 
in  vain.  The  room  door  opened^  there  was  the  rustling  of  a 
dress,  and  Horace  felt  a  mist  before  his  eyes  and  a  wild  uirob- 
bing  in  his  heart,  as  Gwenny,  looking  pale  and  startled,  yet 
somewhat  defiant  in  bearing,  entered.  The  Prince  hurried  to 
kiss  her  hand,  and  next  Madame  Tegoborski  hastened  to  present 
to  her  the  Aide-de-camp  Eaminski,  and  ^Ue  Capitaine  Bam- 
homofE:'' 

"  Horace !"  exclaimed  the  poor  girl  in  utter  bewilderment, 
"you  Atfrcf 

"And  you,  Gwenny T  He  clasped  her  hands,  and— had 
death  menaced  them  botk  to  resist  the  impulse  was  impossible 
— for  a  moment  their  flushed  faces  were  pressed  together,  but 
the  hands  remained  closely  locked,  while  her  agitation  found 
relief  in  a  flood  of  tears. 

"The  Prince  has  told  me  all,"  said  Horace,  "and  more  than 
I  could  wish  to  have  heard." 

"I  certainly  expected  to  see  you  in  the  Crimea — and  dear 
Qyril  too,"  said  Gwennjr,  sobbing. 

"  Alas !  I  know  nothing  of  him  ;  I  have  been  here  for  more 
than  four  months." 

"  We  heard  that  he  had  left  Scutari  and  joined  the  Fusileers 
again.*' 

"  Recovered  r 

"Yes." 

"  Thank  Heaven—poor  Cyril." 

*'  What  is  all  ttds  ?— you  are  old  friends,  I  find  !"  said  the 
Prince,  as  Horace  drew  back  (after  contriving  to  slip  his  billet 
into  the  hand  of  Gwenny  and  to  whisper,  "Read  at  leisure"). 
"  But,  I  suppose,'*  he  added,  laughing,  and  pointing  to  one  of 
the  caricatures,  "  all  the  people  in  your  little  island  know  one 
another,  it  is  so  small" 

For  a  traveller  writes :  "  The  notion  that  the  gre&t  want  of 
England  is  want  of  land,  is  a  very  popular  one  in  Russia,  where 
land  is  so  plentiful  in  proportion  to  the  population  that  no 
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proprietor  thinks  of  reckoning  his  fortune  by  his  acres,  but  by 
the  number  of  peasants  he  can  put  to  cultivate  them." 

And  now  Horace  and  Gwenny  sat  on  opposite  sides  of  tho 
room^  their  eyes  and  hearts  full  of  each  other ;  but  all  external 
emotion  was  repressed  by  the  consciousness  of  publicity — ^the 
odious  presence  of  strangers. 

"And  you  were  taken  prisoner,  my  poor  Horace]"  said 
Gwenny,  in  a  tender  tone. 

"  Yes.  In  the  dark  amid  the  snow  I  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  enemy,  in  the  night  expedition  to  Tchorgoun." 

"  And  hence  the  mystery  of  your  disappearance  and  the  total 
cessation  of  all  letters.  If ou  know,  of  course,  the  catastrophe 
of  last  night  and  this  morning  V 

"I  have  heard  all  from  poor  Newnham  and  the  Prince," 
replied  Horace,  in  a  sad  voice. 

Gwenny  looked  at  him  earnestly.  She  could  see  that  cap- 
tivity, irritation,  and  the  suspicions  of  Galitzin  had  done  no 
good  to  Horace.  His  eyes,  she  thought,  had  lost  much  of  their 
open,  candid,  and  kind  expression ;  th^  seemed  sunken,  fur- 
tive, and  at  times  defiant  and  stem.  He  looked  more  manly, 
however,  for  campaigning  and  trench  work  had  developed  and 
hardened  his  frame ;  but  he  was  bearded  to  the  eyes,  and  tat- 
tered ^  a  digger  at  Ballarat. 

The  figure  of  Gwenny,  he  thought,  had  attained  more  of  the 
roundness  of  womanhood ;  her  face  was  pale  and  pure  as  ever, 
her  smile  as  winning,  and  her  bearing  as  full  of  grace. 

"  Horace — Horace  V  she  exclaimed,  with  a  touch  of  her  old 
waggery,  **such  a  coat  you  have — ^why,  it  is  in  absolute  rags  \" 

"  Yes,  Gwenny  ;  my  kit  is  not  at  its  best— or  my  wardrobe, 
I  should  have  to  say,  were  Aunt  Wedderbum  here ;  but  the 
Cossacks  took  a  fancy  for  the  lace  and  most  of  the  buttops  ; 
they  appreciate  finery,  those  fellows.  But  your  own  attire  is 
rather  odd.    That  dress  never  came  from  Swan  and  Edgar's  !" 

"  It  is  a  yellow  silk  of  Madame  Tegoborski's— as  you  see,  a 
world  too  wide  for  me.** 

Galitzin,  who  was  equally  master  of  English  as  of  French, 
laughed  at  these  remarks.  But  now  the  samovar,  or  brass  urn, 
made  its  appearance,  hissing  and  hot,  and  the  important  busi- 
ness of  the  evening,  tea  drinking,  commenced. 

The  four  Eussians  all  turned  to  the  eikon  and  crossed  them* 
selves,  while  a  servant  poured  out  the  tea^  and  another— a 
pretty  Karaite  Jewess,  whose  white  fereedfi  gave  additional 
lustre  to  her  beautiful  eyes— handed  it  round,  with  cakes  and 
preserved  fruit.  It  was  served  in  crystal  tumblers*  for  the  four 
gentlemen,  but  in  china  cups  for  the  two  ladies ;  and  the  im- 

Tbe  uae  of  the  tumbler  ii  being  gradually  banished.— **  The  Boesiaaa  at 
fiome." 
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bibing  oi  this  fluid  is  sach  a  passion  with  the  Busaians,  that  in 
the  Traktirs.  or  tea-houses  of  Moscow  and  St  Petersburg, 
visitors  have  oeen  known  to  take  from  twdve  to  twenty  cups 
at  a  sitting.  Gwenny  made  more  than  one  wry  face  over  her 
cup,  for  in  lieu  of  cream,  a  slice  of  lemon  was  floatina;  in  it. 
Old  Pulkovnick  Tegoborski  added  to  his  tumbler  a  good  jorum 
of  rum,  and  after  having  it  filled  five  or  six  times,  hobbled  into 
a  comer,  where  he  proceeded  to  intrench  himself  behind  Uie 
columns  of  the  MoskatLer  Zeitung,  and  was  soon  enveloped  in 
a  cloud  from  his  meerschaum.  The  Prince  sat  by  the  side  of 
Gwenny  and  sought  to  draw  all  her  attention  to  himself,  while 
Madame  Tegoborski  looked  at  them  vindictively  over  her  tea 
equipage. 

We  have  mentioned  that  the  Pulkovnick  was  lame,  and  we 
may  add  that  he  became  so  in  a  very  remarkable  manner.  He 
was  the  aide-de-camp  whose  foot—as  M.  de  Custine  relates— the 
Emperor  Nicholas  pmned  to  the  floor  with  the  point  of  his 
sword,  to  convince  a  distinguished  foreigner  how  perfect  was 
the  submission  of  his  officers  !  A  serf  by  birth,  he  had  attained 
to  the  fifth  tchinn,  or  grade  of  nobility,  with  his  colonel's  com- 
mission, through  the  oukase  issued  by  Nicholas  in  1842,  when 
serfs  were  first  perinitted  to  make  civil  contracts  and  to  hold 
property. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

GALITZIN    AS    A    LOVBB. 

Galitzin  was  well  educated  and  knew  all  the  little  that  existed 
then  of  Russian  literature  ;  thus  he  made  many  an  excuse  of 
translating  to  Gwenny  the  tender  passages  which  he  had  marked 
off  in  the  poems  of  the  Countess  Rostopchin  (which  being 
secret  literature,  circulate  in  MS,  only)  or  the  verses  of  Pusch- 
kin,  who  has  sung  so  sweetly  of  the  Fountain  of  Tears  in  the 
palace  of  the  Crimean  Khans,  or  in  the  story  of  Voinarofiski, 
the  lover  of  Aurora  of  Konigsmark  •  but  she  listened  vacantly 
or  with  ill-disguised  impatience,  ana  would  irritate  him  by  ever 
and  anon  addressing  Ramornie. 

"  And  so,  dear  Horace,  you  are  a  captain  now  T  said  she,  in 
the  middle  of  one  of  Yoinaroflski's  most  passionate  appeals. 

"  Yes,  Gwenny ;  but  I  cot  my  promotion  through  the  deatli 
of  the  very  man  who  would  have  been  the  first  to  congratulate 
me  on  it— yes  ;  to  have  ordered  a  fresh  cooper  of  port  at  the 
mess  to  wet  the  new  commission — poor  Jack  Probyn  !  But  it 
was  no  fault  of  mine  ;  it  was  the  fortune  of  war;  vet  I  would 
rather  have  remained  a  lieutenant  still,  and  had  jolly  Jack  to 
make  fun  with." 
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"  We  shall  have  peace  soon,  Mademoiselle,*'  said  the  Prince, 
adding  the  same  in  Bussian  to  Madame  Tegoborski;  and 
Horace  shivered,  for  he  knew  what  idea  was  associated  in  ti^e 
mind  of  Galitzin  with  peace. 

"  But  peace  always  ends  in  war.^  said  Madame  TegoborsH, 
"just  as  war  must  end  in  peace.  What  you  say  remincfi  me  of  a 
passage  in  Kriloff^the  Fabulist,  about  the  friendship  of  two  dogs." 

"AndwhatsaysyourKriloffr  asked  Galitzin, knittinghisbrow. 

**  It  is  a  fable  only/* 

**  Well,  go  on  with  your  fable." 

"  Two  dogs  in  a  court-yard  become  affectionate  friends ;  how 
they  fawn  and  love  each  other,  and  will  never  fight  again.  It 
is  charming  ;  but  suddenly  a  bone  is  thrown  from  a  window, 
and  they  straightway  proceed  to  tear  each  other  to  pieces." 

"  Yes :  and  Kriloff  has  another  fable  of  a  sleeping  peasant, 
who  is  about  to  be  stung  by  a  serpent ;  but  a  friendly  ny  bites 
him  on  the  nose  and  awakes  lum.  The  shepherd  kills  the 
serpent,  but  he  also  destroys  the  fly.  A  warning  to  the  med- 
dlesome, or  the  jealous,  not  to  be  too  officious  m  opening  the 
eyes  of  any  one/'  added  Galitzin  with  considerable  significance 
of  meaning,  after  which  Madame  coloured,  lapsed  again  into 
silence  and  took  up  a  cigarette,  but  she  had  to  twist  it  up  for 
herself  that  evening.^ 

Monaeigneur  le  Prince  was  otherwise  occupied,  he  forgot  all 
about  the  little  duty  which  had  been  a  pleasure  yesterday  ;  and 
now  desiring  Eaminski  to  open  the  piano,  he  begged  Gwenny 
to  favour  them  with  a  little  music. 

With  a  horrid  memory  of  the  events  of  the  morning  hover- 
ing in  her  mind  Gwenny  was  about  to  decline,  when  a  glance 
from  Horace  decided  her,  and  she  seated  herself  at  the  instru- 
ment—a very  indifferent  one,  and  not  at  all  improved  in  its 
recent  transmission  from  Alushta,  by  Cossacks,  on  the  limber 
of  a  brass  field-piece.  All  the  music  placed  before  her^was 
Bussian,  but  Gwenny's  fingers  and  ears  were  clever,  and  after 
a  few  efforts  she  was  able  to  read  off  and  play  in  very  tolerable 
gjyle — "  2^he  Bed  Sarafan,''  (so  called  from  the  old  Muscovite 
dress  worn  by  ladies  at  evenmg  parties),  Vielgorski's  BuivaZOy 
and  even  the  "  Nightingale,"  a  traditional  song  and  air  of  the 
Bussian  gipsies,  to  the  great  enchantment  of  Galitzin,  who  was 
flattering  himself  what  a  creditable  little  wife  she  would  be  ; 
>nd  even  of  old  Tegoborski,  whose  grizzled  and  closely  shorn 
raput  and  grim  visage  (seamed  by  the  edge  of  more  than  one 
Dsmanli  sabre),  appeared  approvingly  above  the  columns  of  the 
Zeitung,  as  he  waved  his  meerschaum  and  beat  time  with  his 
lame  foot ;  but  more  than  all  were  they  pleased  when  her  rapid 
little  fibagers  dashed  over  in  quick  succession  aU  the  melooies 
of  the  inevitable  and  inimitable  Trcvatore. 
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And  Horace  listened  like  one  in  a  dream.  Was  it  reality,  or 
was  it  a  madness  that  had  come  upon  him,  that  he  seemed  to 
be  sitting  in  Crimean  Yaila^nd  under  the  shadow  of  Tchatr 
Dagh,  listening  to  Gwenny  Wedderbum  playing  the  self-same 
airs  which  she  had  played  to  him  in  the  early  days  of  their 
loverhoodj  and  on  many  a  delicious  and  half -dreamy  evening  in 
the  beautiful  drawing-room  at  Willowdean. 

"  I  have  been  tired  of  my  own  company,"  said  he  in  a  low  voice, 
as  he  bent  over  her,  "  and  have  longed — with  all  the  longing 
of  a  desperate  and  a  loving  heart — ^to  be  beside  you  ajrain,  but 
not  here.  Oh,  no,  not  here ;  in  my  wildest  imaginings,  no 
such  idea  or  wish  could  have  occurred  to  me,  and  yet  it  has 
come  to  pass.  Oh  !  what  madness  tempted  Lady  Wedderbum 
and  Lady  Emescleugh  to  venture  here  V* 

"To  see  their  sons.  Besides,  Lord  Cardigan's  yacht,  and 
ever  so  many  more,  have  come  out.  And  you  mentioned  having 
seen  the  Countess  of  Errol  with  her  husoand  in  the  camp  of 
the  Kifles." 

"True ;  but  what  of  that  %  This  barbarous  land  is  no  place 
for  delicate  English  ladies  •  and  I  would  to  heaven  that  I  saw 
you  safe  on  the  watery  hign  road  for  home." 

Much  more  they  rashly  succeeded  in  whispering  to  each 
other^  for  Galitzin  was  at  that  moment  in  conference  with 
KammskL  How  tender  and  delicious  to  themselves  —but  them- 
selves only — are  the  little  nothings  that  make  up  the  conversa- 
tion of  lovers ! 

Was  it  Ennemoser's  theory  of  polarity,  or  whati  But  it 
seemed  that  in  the  same  mysterious  fashion  as  that  on  which 
the  learned  doctor  expatiates,  through  spirituality,  or  may  it 
be  the  force  of  a  strong  love,  a  kind  of  magnetic  current  had 
passed  between  these  two  at  times,  for  on  comparison  they 
found  that  they  had  simultaneously  thought  of,  or  dreamt  each 
of  the  other,  and  imagined  the  same  things  at  the  same  iden- 
tical moment.  It  might  be  all  nonsense,  or  a  mistake ;  but 
anyway  it  was  a  delicious  theme  to  talk  about,  till  the  eyes  of 
Giditzin  were  upon  them,  and  he  had  heguu  to  feel  first  piqued, 
and  then  jealous  of  Horace  as  an  Anglais;  but  luckily,  he  was 
equally  so  of  the  aide-de-camp  Kaminski,  who  having  discovered 
a  pair  of  glazed  boots  and  some  kid  ^oves  in  a  chest  that  came 
ashore  from  the  shattered  yacht — some  of  poor  Newnham's 
holiday  finery,  perhaps — ^had  appeared  in  them  as  for  special 
service  this  evemng.  Giving  the  obsequious  Kaminski  a  hint 
to  draw  off  Horace  and  engage  him  in  conversation,  Galitzin 
bent  over  Gwenny's  chair. 

"  Ah,  Mademoiselle,  your  singing  enchants  me ;  that  Miaerei^e 
was  indeed  divine  !"  he  whispered,  in  what  he  deemed  his  most 
seductive  tone,  as  he  proceeded  to  turn  over  the  leaves  re^y 

Digitized  by  V^^^'V^JV  l^ 


374  I'^^Y  WEDDEEBURN  S  WISH. 

like  a  well-bred  man  of  the  world  rather  than  the  savage 
he  was  in  heart.  "But,"  he  added,  as  the  cruel  glitter  came 
into  his  dark  eyes,  "  excuse  me— I  have  begun  to  dislike  your 
friend." 

"  Who  V  asked  Gwenny,  impetuously. 

"  He  in  the  tattered  red  coat.'* 

"What — ^poor  Horace  1"  she  exclaimed,  and  then  blushed 
with  confusion  and  irritation. 

"  Grace— what  you  mean  the  Hospodeen  Ramhomoff  1" 

"  He  is  indeed  an  old  friend**  replied  Gwenny,  in  alarm,  for 
ere  this  she  had  read  the  pencilled  note,  and  could  think  of  no 
safer  term  for  him. 

"  Bah  I  I  hate  such  old,  or  rather  such  young  friends."  Then 
after  a  pause^  he  added  with  a  loftiness  that  made  her  smile, 
"  I  am  the  Prince  Galitzin,  Major-General  under  the  Emperor, 
Knight  of  the  Imperial  Grders,  and  Colonel  of  the  Tambrov 
Regiment  of  Infantry." 

She  only  gave  an  acquiescent  bow :  had  he  been  that  worthy 

f'ocer  and  self-righteous  elder  of  tne  kirk  who  officiated  as 
aron-Bailie  of  Willowdean,  she  could  not  have  seemed  less 
awed.  Now  Galitzin  knew  enough  of  the  world,  of  Europe,  of 
that  isle  of  it  named  Britain,  and  of  the  "snobberjr''  thereof,  to 
believe  that  she  would  be  greatly  impressed  by  his  announce- 
ment, as  well  as  by  his  stars,  medals,  and  enormous  epaulettes  ; 
but  she  had  come  from  a  land  where  Rajahs,  Maharajahs, 
Begums,  Nanas,  and  Princes  were  thick  as  leaves  in  Vallom- 
brosa,  and  where  she  had  seen  them  trotting  about  on  white 
elephants  with  all  their  half-naked  suwarr%  yelling  at  their 
heels,  so  she  "  saw  nothing  in  it." 

But  as  the  evening  wore  on,  an  eventful  one  in  the  life  of 
her  and  Horace,  Madame  Tegoborski  strove,  but  in  vain,  to 
open  a  flirtation  first  with  him  and  then,  as  he  was  too  triste^ 
with  the  staff-officer,  Kaminski,  and  to  turn  the  tables  on  the 
heedless  Prince.  The  latter  was,  however,  too  fully  occupied 
with  Gwenny  to  perceive  this,  or  to  care  one  jot  about  it ;  and 
certainly,  the  grim  old  Pulkovnick,  Alexis  Tegoborski,  aj^peared 
to  care  quite  as  little ;  he  seemed  entirely  occupied  with  the 
pot-hooks  and  endless  lines  of  consonants  which  seemed  to 
make  up  the  letter-press  of  the  Moskauer  Zeitung ;  and  for 
the  remainder  of  the  evening,  Horace  discreetly  kept  apart 
from  Gwenny. 

With  the  views  of  Galitzin  so  openly  stated  and  now  attempted 
to  be  put  in  force,  they  felt  that  to  observe  a  distant  reserve  to 
each  other  was  absolutely  necessary ;  for  if  the  gallant  com- 
mander of  the  Tambrov  Infantry  had  suspected  that  his 
prisoner  was  a  secret — and  still  more,  an  accepted— lover,  he 
would  have  no  more  compunction  for  telling  off  a  filo  ^  Cos- 
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sacks  to  take  him  into  the  nearest  wood,  and  there  despatch 
him  with  their  carbines^  than  for  taking  an  extra  glass  of  kin- 
mel,  or  spoonful  of  caviare  before  saying  his  prayers  at  dinner 
time.  However,  after  that  evening  Horace  was  invited  no 
more  to  tea-drinkings  or  other  entertainments  at  the  apartments 
of  Madame  Tegoborski  j  not  that  the  latter  was  to  blame  there, 
for  the  wishes  of  the  Prince  came  to  her  through  her  husband, 
and  they  were  law,  for  the  Kussian  wife  must  not  forget  the 
symbolical  whip  which  her  husband  receives  from  her  father  on 
the  bridal  day. 

Long,  long  were  the  watches  of  the  night  in  which  he  thought, 
and  thought,  and  considered  of  what  was  to  be  done,  tifl  it 
seemed  as  if  his  brain  would  turn.  Then  came  sleep,  full  of 
nervous  starts  and  dreams,  and  then  came  the  morning.  It 
was  a  horror  to  wake  with  the  first  thought  that  rushed  upon 
him,  like  a  black  and  overwhelming  flood,  the  knowledge  fliat 
by  an  extraordinary  turn  in  the  wheel  of  fortune — a  cast  of 
evil  destiny — Gwendoleyne  Wedderburn  was  in  Yaila,  at  the 
mercy  of  that  lawless  Kussian  officer,  and  in  the  care,  custody 
and  apartments,  of  one  whom  he  had  too  much  reason  to  deem 
alike  unscrupulous  and  jealously  hateful  of  her— Madame  Te- 
goborski Of  what  vengeance  might  not  such  a  woman  be 
capable  !  And  if  Gwenny,  a  helpless  being,  a  stranger  and 
prisoner  of  war,  escaped  the  bold  designs  of  tne  Prince,  might 
she  not,  by  poison  perhaps,  fall  a  victim  to  the  vengeance  of 
the  forgotten  mistress !  Galignani  and  the  Times  record  such 
vengeances  every  day.  So  what  might  not  occur  in  the  se- 
questered fort  of  Yaila  % 
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Little  knowing  the  peculiarity  of  the  perils  that  surrounded 
her,  Gwenny  felt  tolerably  secure  in  Yaila,  chiefly  because 
Horace  Ramomie  was  there,  and  only  once  or  twice  did  she 
reflect  on  how  strange  and  horrible  her  isolation  and  detention 
would  have  been  had  he  not  been  there  by  being  a  prisoner 
elsewhere,  or  with  the  army  before  Sebastopol.  But  Gwenny 
did  not  lite  gloomy  thoughts,  so  she  speedily  thrust  these  aside. 
When  safe  at  home  and  free  it  would  be  something  great  to  talk 
about,  to  remember,  and  to  think  of — it  would  be  hke  a  leaf  from 
a  romance,  the  fact  that  they  should  have  hoth^  he  and  she,  been 
together  prisoners  of  war  in  a  Russian  fortress.  And  then  the 
revelation  of  their  enffagement  (that  terrible  secret)  must 
eventually  come  about  pleasantly,  even  to  Aunt  Wedderburn ; 
•s  for  good,  easy  Sir  John,  Gwenny  stood  in  no  awe  of  him. 
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She  complaiiied  to  Madame  TegoborsH  that  she  saw  but 
little  of  Captain  Bamomie,  for  repeatedly  when  he  had  called  at 
the  quarters  of  the  Polkovnick^  the  Karaite  maiden  in  the  white 
fereedji,  made  incomprehensible  excuses  for  not  admitting  him. 
Horace  knew  well  why  this  came  about ;  but  Madame,  who 
only  half  imderstood  the  queries  of  her  gu€»st,  could  only 
shrug  her  shoulders  and  make  grimaces  in  reply.  Galitzin, 
however,  stated  to  her,  that  it  was  deemed  improper  to  permit 
frequent  conferences  between  those  who  were  prisoners  in  a 
f  or^ess,  on  the  principle  of  military  expedience.  This  explana- 
tion, though  utt^r  nonsense,  partially  satisfied  the  girl  for  a  time, 
and  she  could  only  sigh  and  watch  incessantly  at  me  window  in 
the  hope  of  seeing  Horace  pass  through  the  yard  before  the 
barracks. 

So  never  dreaming  that  danger  menaced  her,  she  sometimes 
took  meny  bursts  of  laughter  at  the  abrupt  and  inflated  love- 
making  of  Galitzin  which  he  sometimes  conducted  in  French  as 
well  as  English ;  but  her  untimely  merriment  caused  his  dark 
eyes  to  gleam  and  his  brow  to  become  purple  with  passion, 
while  bitter  and  evil  thoughts  of  violence  flashed  upon  his 
lawless  mind.  But  Gwenny,  though  she  knew  it  not,  had  one 
great  safety  in  the  fact  that  the  love  of  Galitzin  was  almost 
destitute  of  all  passion  ;  and  provided  that  he  obtained  her  hand 
and  fortune  by  an  undoubtedly  legal  marriage,  which  not  even 
the  law  of  England  could  break,  he  cared  for  little  else.  Tet  it 
was  pleasing  to  him,  the  conviction  that  the  girl  so  completely 
in  his  power  and  at  the  mercy  of  his  passions,  was  one  possessed 
of  beauty,  accomplishments,  and  vivacity. 

And  poor  Horace  as  he  walked  about  in  the  gravelled  yard  or 
square,  under  the  irritating  observation  of  a  long  ^ey-coated 
Eussian  sentinel,  chafed  when  he  heard  Gwenny's  voice  through 
the  open  window  as  she  sang  and  played  in  the  drawing-room 
of  Madame  Tegoborski,  for  the  delectation  of  Galitzin ;  and 
also  on  other  occasions,  when  he  saw  the  latter  mounted  to 
accompany  her  and  her  "  matron"  for  a  drive  in  the  Tartar  pony- 
carriage  of  the  latter  to  the  village  of  Alushta,  Babugan  Yaim, 
or  to  Bagtche  Serai,  from  the  high  road  to  which  the  valley  of 
Inkerman,  with  its  perforated  cliffs  and  ruined  fortress  was 
visible,  with  an  old  Genoese  bridge  in  the  foreground ;  and  in 
the  distance,  by  the  aid  of  a  telescope,  they  comd  from  thence 
see  the  green  domes  of  Sebastopol  and  the  white  tents  of  tiie 
right  flank  of  the  British  camp,  at  which  Gwenny  would  cast 
many  a  wistful  glance.  Eamomie  always  viewed  their  depar- 
ture on  these  expeditions  with  something  of  terror,  lest  uiey 
might  not  return,  for  he  knew  not  what  nefarious  plans  might 
be  forming  in  the  inscrutable  mind  of  Galitzin,  and  Ms  best  hope 
lay  in  the  chance  of  their  falling  in  with  and  being  canied  off 
by  some  foraging  or  scouting  party  of  the  allied  cavalry. 
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But  0n  one  evening  after  their  return  from  a  drive,  and  when 
Madame  Tegoborski  nad  jgone  on  some  mission  to  a  Bussian 
church  among  the  mountams  close  b^,  Galitzin  found  himself 
alone  with  Gwenny  and  hastened  to  improve  the  opportunity ; 
for  the  old  Pulkovnick,  shrewdly  conceiving  himself  to  be  in 
the  way,  had  taken  his  forage  cap  and  meerchaum  and  limped 
forth  to  ei^oy  the  latter  on  the  gun-batteiy  which  faced  the  road 
to  the  Tchatr  Da^ 

"What  say  you,  Mademoiselle,**  he  whispered  with  a  soft 
smile  during  a  pause  in  her  playing ;  "how  snould  you  like  to 
become  a  iftncess  V 

"  I  know  not— I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing." 

"  The  dignity  would  well  become  your  beauty,  and  you  could 
then  be  the  mistress  of  peasants  who  should  be  to  you  as 
slaves — people  whose  teeth  you  might  even  draw,  if  you  could 
find  among  them  one  white  enough  to  replace  a  lost  one  of 
your  own. 

"  A  most  shocking  idea  !  I  never  saw  a  princess  ;  but  in 
India  I  have  seen  a  Begum  riding  on  a  snow-white  elephant,  in 
a  golden  howdah,  hung  with  scarlet  silk." 

I  could  not  exactly  give  you  all  that,"  said  the  Prince  (and 
indeed  he  might  have  added,  "nor  anything  else ;")  "  but  I  can 
assture  you  that  there  is  no  nobler  title  in  Kussia  than  that  of 
Galitzin.'' 

"  Oh,  1  perceive ;  you  are  pleading  for  yourself !"  said 
Gwenny,  laughing,  amid  her  well-acted  surprise. 

"  Do  you  not  understand  the  spirit  of  all  I  have  said  to  you  ]" 
he  asked,  gravely. 

"I  think  so." 

**  How  then,  this  laughter  T  he  asked. 

"  We  are  here  in  a  horrid  old  prison,  apparently,  as  in  a  dull 
house  in  the  country,"  said  Gwenny,  still  endeavouring  to  parry 
his  addresses.  **  You  have  paid  me  certain  well-bred  attentions, 
such  as  every  pretty  girl  expects.  You  praise  my  singing, 
which  I  know  to  be  tolerable— my  playing,  too,  which  I  know  to 
be  good  ;  and  you  seem  to  like  my  society,  which  I  am  vain 
enoiigh  to  conceive  must  be  much  more  pleasant  than  that  of 
old  Tegoborski,  or  of  Madame  his  wife,  but  all  this  must  end." 

"  How  so,  and  when  ?" 

"  I  shall  soon  be  released ;  I  am  a  non-combatant,"  said  she. 
smiling ;  "to  detain  me  is  simply  absurd,  and  I  have  powerful 
friends  who  will  not  forget  me. 

"  St  Ivan  Veliki  !  we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see  !"  said  he, 
through  his  set  teeth. 

And  Gwenny  laughed  again  with  her  head  waggishly  on  one 
side,  as  she  ran  her  nngers  over  the  ivory  keys  of  the  mano. 

She  knew  not  what  Horace  did ;  that  she  was  in  2^e  hand^ 
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of  a  dissipated  and  hlase  wretcli,  a  world-weary  reprobate,  who 
had  long  since  done  with  all  hum^n  emotions,  save  avarice,  and 
perhaps  a  little  of  lust.  He  was  artful,  however,  and  thought 
to  enlist  her  vanity  in  his  favour. 

"  Your  life  must  be  dull  here  f  he  resumed. 

**  Very,"  said  she,  sighing. 

**  I  could  soon  remove  you  to  the  wonders  of  St.  Petersburg." 

•*  Thank  you— but  dull  as  it  is,  I  should  prefer  remaining 
here." 

"  Why  r  asked  he,  with  surprise. 

"  I  am  nearer  the  British  before  SebastopoL* 

**  I  don't  think  that  will  matter  much  to  you  now,**  said  he, 
with  a  wicked  glitter  in  his  eyes  ;  but  the  expression  was  unseen 
by  Gwenny,  for  during  this  conversation  she  never  turned  her 
face  towards  him. 

**  As  the  wife  of  a  Galitzin  you  will  be  equal  in  rank  with  the 
Dolgourukis,  the  Volhonskis,  and  the  noblest  in  Russia — even 
with  those  who  boast  of  their  descent  from  Rurik  of  Kiev." 

All  this  did  not  convey  much  to  Gwenny's  ear. 

*'  I  am  utterly  sick  of  this  place  and  of  old  TegoborsH ;  a 
married  officer  is  never  a  good  boon  companion  or  a  jolly 
comrade.  He  becomes  a  man  with  selfish  interests.  Ah,  if  his 
wife  were  only  like  you !" 

Gwenny  did  not  understand  this  wish ;  but  it  conveyed  a 
volume.  He  then  proceeded  to  expatiate  on  the  gaieties  to 
which  he  pretended  he  could  introduce  her,  and  on  the  post  he 
could  get  ner  in  the  household  of  the  Empress ;  on  the  charms 
of  the  opera  house  at  St.  Petersburg,  where  she  miffht  hear  the 
national  hymn  and  grand  military  chorus  composed  by  Lvcoff, 
who  in  the  latter  had  always  at  his  disposal  forty-eight  pieces 
of  artillery,  which  are  discharged  by  him  with  ^the  aid  of  a 
galvanic  wire ;  he  next  dwelt  on  the  splendour  of  the  palace 
of  the  Czars,  with  its  Granovataya  Palata,  or  reception-room  • 
of  the  hall  of  St  George  with  its  alabaster  walls  ;  of  that  of 
St.  Andrew,  which  seems  to  have  been  carved  out  of  rose- 
coloured  marble ;  of  the  brilliant  entertainments,  the  promen- 
ades ^  la  Polonaise,  the  balls  and  banquets  to  which  he  should 
introduce  her ;  but  Gwenny  only  smiled  wearily,  and  relinquish- 
ing the  piano,  proceeded  to  fan  herself. 

''Think  too.  Mademoiselle,  of  the  grand  field  days  in  the 
presence  of  the  august  Emperor,  when  you  shall  see  a  glittering 
array  of  perhaps  three  himdred  thousand  men,  of  all  the  races 
composing  mighty  Russia,  the  infantry  of  Muscovy  and  Poland, 
the  horsemen  of  the  Don  and  the  Dnieper,  and  from  the  steppes 
of  Circassia.  defiling  past  the  grand  stand,  where  you  sit  among 
the  ladies  ot  the  Imperial  Court.  Oh,  what  is  all  the  army  of 
your  little  island,  when  compared  to  a  show  like  that !    Then 
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there  are  masked  balls  at  the  Kremlin  in  Moscow ;  ah,  you 
must  see  that  Kremlin,"  he  added,  with  something  of  true 
enthusiasm,  "  at  the  hour  of  vespers,  when,  as  Mouravieff  says, 
*to  the  call  of  the  golden-headed  giant,  Ivan  Veliki,  suddenly 
respond  from  all  sides  those  bells,  the  voices  of  his  numberless 
children,  and  the  soimd  reverberates  through  the  startled  air — 
the  many,  silver-voiced  sound,  formed  not  out  of  the  tolling 
alone,  but  out  of  thoughts,  feelings  and  words  which  fall  not  to 
the  earth.*" 

And  thus  translating  rapidly  from  memory,  Galitzin  spoke 
all  this  as  if  he  actually  felt  it ;  but  Gwenny  only  muttered 
"  barbarians,*'  under  her  breath,  however,  and  fanned  herself 
more  vigorusly  than  ever ;  while  Galitzin— who  in  reality  was 
tabooed  by  his  sovereign,  and  had  not  the  power  to  have  intro- 
duced her  anywhere,  though  he  sketched  so  freely  castles  in  the 
air  out  of  her  own  fortune — as  he  looked  down  on  the  dazzling 
whiteness  of  her  slender  throat,  and  the  little  delicate  ears,  at 
each  of  which  a  simple  jet-drop  dangled,  thought  to  himself, 
**  how  could  I  ever,  tor  an  instant,  have  admired  the  amplitude 
of  Norina  Paidovna,  with  her  Schologoleff  cannon-balls,  and 
large  fat  fingers  covered  with  rings  ]" 

"I  shall  even  try  to  get  you  an  elephant  to  ride  upon,'*  he 
resumed.    "I  suppose  you  rode  one  in  India  1" 

Amid  her  vexations,  and  they  were  not  small,  Gwenny  could 
not  help  laughing  at  this  offer ;  and  Galitzin,  finding  her  still  in 
the  mood  to  ridicule  him,  twisted  up  his  moustachios  angrily 
and  left  her  with  a  haughty  bow.  Her  child-like  entreaties 
that  she  might  be  permitted  to  write  to  her  aunt,  only  excited 
the  genuine  merriment  of  the  Prince ;  but  Horace  was  not 
without  hope  that  the  wretched  exploit  of  pounding  the 
stranded  yacht  with  cannon  shot,  and  the  sudden  appearance 
of  the  two  ladies  at  Balaclava,  might  have  the  effect  of  getting: 
an  expedition  dispatched,  for  the  purpose  of  capturing  and 
destroying  the  somewhat  paltry  fortress  of  Yaila. 

From  thenceforward,  all  the  conversations  of  Galitzin  with 
Gwenny  tended  towards  St.  Petersburg  and  Moscow  the  holy. 
The  officers  and  troops  in  the  Crimea  were  daily  being  changed, 
and  he  would  get  his  command  transferred  from  thence  to  one 
or  other  of  those  cities  ;  and  she  devoutly  hoped  he  might  be 
successful. 

He  saw  that  the  hackneyed,  "the  venerable  protestations 
which  lovers  from  time  immemorial  have  uttered,"  were  useless 
with  her;  yet  he  felt  himself  compelled  to  recur  to  them. 
Once,  when  he  held  her  hand  almost  forcibly  and  hissed  it,  she 
said  to  him  with  quiet  energy,  "  I  entreat  you  to  respect  me, 
and  be  kind  to  me  here,  in  my  unfortunate  position,  as  it  I 
w^e  your  younger  sister,  or  your  daughter." 
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'*  My  sister,  perhaps,"  replied  Galitziii,  making  a  grimace,  as 
the  alternative  suggested  an  unpleasant  disparity  of  vears ;  ^  I 
have  seen  much  of  life  in  all  its  phases ;  I  have  felt  much, 
suffered  much,  and  enjoyed  much  ;  but  never  knew  till  now 
that  a  passing  glance,  a  smile,  comd  be  so  priceless  to  me — 
never  till  I  met  you.  Ah,  there  are  higher  prizes  in  this  world 
than  courtly  rank  or  military  glory;  and  how  often  need  I 
reiterate  that  I  love  you  i    You  must  marry  me,  Mademoiselle.'* 

**  Remember  that  there  are  others  whose  permission  is 
requisite." 

** Others?— whom  1  where?"  asked  Galitzin,  with  genuine 
suiprise. 

**^At  home  in  Britain." 

"Ah,  the  little  cock-boat  of  an  island,  where  people  jostle 
each  other  at  every  step  j  bah !  you  may  never  see  it,  till  we 
visit  it  together  after  this  f oolisn  war  against  Russia  is  over, 
and  peace  proclaimed." 

All  this  was  becoming  unpleasantly  plain,  she  was  to  be 
coercecL  perhaps ;  so  she  said  haughtily  ''  I  am  weary  of  all 
this — obey  me,  Moiuseigneur  le  Prince,  if  you  please,  and  leave 
me." 

"I  am  more  used  to  command  than  to  obey,''  he  replied, 
while  seating  himself  with  perfect  deliberation. 

"Yes,  jrour  serfs,  and  soldiers,  who  are  little  better ;  but  you 
have  no  right  to  command  me.'* 

"  That  we  shall  see^"  said  he,  laughing,  for  her  grand  airs 
amused  rather  than  piqued  him. 

"Come,"  said  she,  giving  him  her  hand,  which  he  kissed 
tenderly ;  "  do  not  let  us  quarrel ;  I  fully  b^eve  that  at  heart 
you  are  a  gallant  soldier,  and—" 

"  One  you  could  love  ?"  he  added,  with  his  moustachios  close 
to  her  ear. 

"Nay,"  she  replied  shrinking,  "my  husband— pardon  me — 
must  be  younger,  and  have  fewer  lines—-'* 

"  These  are  Circassian  sabre  cuts  !  You  will  not  have  me 
thenr 

"  On  a  fortnight's  acquaintance  1  it  is  impossible." 

"  Am  I  to  suppose  then  "  he  asked,  in  a  low  and  concentrated 
tone,  "  that  you  love  another  ?" 

"  Perhaps,"  said  she,  with  a  provoking  smile. 

"  You  dare  to  say  this  to  me  f 

"  Who  are  you  that  dare  to  question  me  V* 

"  Who  am  I  ?"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  loud  and  imperious  voice, 
while  he  started  to  his  feet,  and  Gwenny  became  dismayed. 
"  Mademoiselle,  is  this  a  vaudeville  we  are  acting  ?" 

"  Prince,"  said  she,  "  the  conversation  is  again  becoming  xm- 
pleasant.    In  accepting  the  offer  with  which  you  honour  me,  I 
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should  be  guilty  of  dishonesty  to  you,  to  myself,  and  the  «rorld 
at  large.** 

"  I  don't  understand  all  this.    Please  to  explain  V^ 

"  To  accept  you,  I  ought  to  love  you." 

"  Well,  1  suppose  so— if  not  now,  at  least  by  and  by,*'  said  he^ 
leisurely  and  playing  with  the  tassels  of  his  sash. 

"  But  what  If  I  love  another  T 

"  Again  that  hint !    Who  is  this  other  1" 

"  I  nave  not  said  that  I  do :  I  merely  said  tfJ* 

**WeUr 

"Then  I  could  not  marry  you,  and  what  is  more,  I  wonH^^  she 
added,  suddenly  losing  all  patience,  and  beating  the  floor  with 
her  foot,  while  her  eyes  sparkled  with  resentment  "  Set  me 
free  from  this  horrid  place ;  send  me  to  Balaclava  to  my  aunt 
and  friends— send  Horace  too.*' 

"  Oh,  the  devil !  Kamhomoff,  eh  ?  Perhaps  you  prefer  the 
society  of  this  dilettanti  young  countryman  of  yours  to  mineT 

"I  have  not  said  so,''  replied  Gwenny,  feeling  herself  on 
dang^ous  ground. 

"  Ah !  we  shidl  know  each  other  better  by  and  by." 

"  With  you.  Prince,  this  alleged  love  is  caprice ;  to  me  it  may 
be  fate — destruction !" 

"  I  know  that  I  am  your  senior  in  years— not  much  though ; 
but  when  better  acquainted  you  shall  find  no  disparity  in  our 
tastes,  or  temper ;  and  if  you .  entrust  me  with  your  future 
happiness,  you  shall  never  have  cause  to  repent  of  becoming  the 
Princess  Galitzin." 

"  Never  but  (mce^  thought  Gwenny. 

Again  the  high-spirited  little  beauty  was  exasperated  by  his 
confident  mode  of  annoying  her ;  and  when  Gautzin  saw  the 
bright  flash  of  the  usually  soft  dark  eye,  the  quivering  of  the 
cherry-like  nether  lip  of  her  exqtdsitely  cut  mouth,  and  the 
curve  of  the  proud  nostril,  he  i^ew  that  he  had  nothing  to  hope 
from  her  concession  or  complaisance.  He  could  win  her,  but 
by  force  or  fraud  only :  and  by  one  or  other  he  was  resolved 
she  should  be  won.  Sne  was  his  prisoner,  and  he  would  take 
time  to  consider  the  matter  well 

"  You  are  very  haughty  and  coy.  Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  giv- 
ing her  one  of  nis  darkest  Ranees,  while  he  took  his  flat  green 
foraging  cap  and  jerked  his  sabre  under  his  ann ;  "  but  if  I  find 
that  your  friend— your  cousin,  or  whatever  he  is — ^this  Captain 
Bamhomoff,  stands  in  my  way,  or  will  not  use  his  persuasive 
powers  for  me,  I  may  dispose  of  him  as  I  did  that  fellow  Ches- 
ters,  who  robbed  me  in  Paris  1" 

And  with  these  threatening  words,  which  he  closed  by  some 
tremendous  Bussian  oath,  he  left  her.  She  remembered  Bebecca 
and  the  Templar  in  the  castle  of  Torquilstone,  and  aver  so  many 
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more  heroines  and  melodramatic  situations  with  which  the  con- 
tents of  the  box  that  came  quarterly  from  Mudie's  to  Willowdean 
had  stored  her  mind  ;  but  she  ^thered  no  comfort  therefrom, 
or  from  the  conviction  that  there  are  *'  greater  novels  in  real 
life  than  in  stories.'' 

They  were  all  perilous  scrapes—unpleasant,  desperate,  and  so 
forth;  and  in  this  age  of  gas,  steam,  and  electricity,  absurd  and 
unsuited  to  the  case :  yet  a  spice  of  her  Indian  breeding  came 
at  times  to  her  mind^  and  she  felt,  that  if  sorely  pushed  and  she 
had  a  weapon,  Major-General  the  Prince  Galitzin,  Colonel  of 
the  Tambrov  Infantry,  <S^c.,  mi^ht  stand  a  very  lair  chance  of 
having  a  hole  punched  in  his  skin. 


CHAPTER  LXIX. 

hobaob's  pleasant  task. 

Soon  after  the  last  interview  we  have  narrated,  Galitzin  went 
in  search  of  Horace  Bamomie.  He  had  not  to  seek  for  him 
long,  as  the  nearest  sentinel  nointed  to  where  he  lay  on  ^e 
grassy  slope  of  the  glacis  outsiae  the  fortress,  listlessly,  to  all 
appearance,  though  sunk  in  sad  and  exciting  thoughts.  How- 
ever, he  started  up  and,  as  policy  required,  saluted  courteously 
the  person  who  now  approached  nim,  but  whom  he  loathed  with 
an  intensity  that  words  cannot  pourtray. 

'*  Still  contemplating  the  road  towards  Sebastopol,  and  the 
sea  %"  said  Galitzin,  with  a  smiling  countenance,  and  in  French. 
*'  Ma  foi !  youll  not  require  to  make  a  sketch  of  it,  as  it  must 
be  graven  pretty  well  in  your  mind  by  this  time.  Will  you 
have  a  ciffarT  he  added,  proffering  a  handsome  silver  case, 
which  had  been  found  in  the  pocket  of  one  of  our  Guards' 
ofRcers  on  the  field  of  Inkerman. 

Cigars  were  luxuries  of  which  Horace  had  long  been  denrived, 
and  as  declining  might  have  savoured  of  insult  or  open  aislike, 
he  accepted  one  and  lit  it  at  that  of  the  Prince,  the  two  looking 
into  each  other's  eyes  pretty  much  as  we  have  all  seen  John 
Mildmay  and  Captain  Hawkesly  do  in  the  latter's  "  Office  in 
the  City." 

"  So  you  are  anxious  to  be  free,  ehl"  said  the  Prince. 

"Why  taunt  me  by  a  question  so  tantalizing T 

"I  do  not  taunt  you ;  far  from  it.  Well,  I  don't  care  if  I 
afford  you  an  opportunity  for  being  so.* 

"  How?"  asked  Horace,  whose  heart,  while  longing  for  liberty, 
revolted  at  the  idea  of  having  it  without  that  of  Gwenny  Wett- 
derbum  also  being  secured.  "I  have  given  my  parole,  and 
your  Government " 

^  Know  nothing  about  you  as  yet  I  have  troubled  Mentschi- 
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coff  with  no  reports  for  some  time  back.  I  can  make  you  a 
close  prisoner  and  yet  afford  you  a  chance  of  escaping.  A  horse 
— yes ;  even  a  Tartar  pony,  would  soon  take  you  to  Balaclava." 

"  But  what  means  this  sudden  chang^e  in  your  views,  and 
where  are  your  fears  that  I  might  detail  the  strength,  the  de- 
fences, and  so  forth,  of  Yaila  ]  What  am  I  expected  to  do  in 
return  for  this  favour?"  asked  Horace,  suspiciously. 

*'•  You  are  right  to  ask,  for,  as  I  always  say,  it  is  a  nothing  for 
nothing  world  ours.    Well,  you  may  do  much  for  me.** 

"  Explain,  Monseigneur  le  Prince— pray  T 

There  was  a  pause  :  the  usual  detestable  glitter  came  into  the 
cold  and  half-closed,  eyes  of  Galitzin,  and  Horace  rightly 
surmised,  that  if  he  were  once  out  of  Yaila  with  the  aforesaid 
Tartar  horse,  he  should  find — whatever  favour  he  granted  or  ser- 
vice he  performed — the  road  beset  a  few  versts  from  the  place, 
and  that  then  he  would  be  shot  down  without  mercy  or  des- 
patched as  a  dose  prisoner  to  Yekaterinoslav ;  for  he  knew  that 
his  present  companion  was  capable  of  any  act  of  treachery, 
however  dark,  or  base,  or  cruel 

"  As  your  friend  Chesters  would  have  said ^ 

"  Excuse  me ;  he  was  no  friend  of  mine,"  said  Horace. 

'*  Your  brother  officer  then  V* 

"  Nor  that  either,"  replied  Ramornie,  haughtily.  "The  un- 
fortunate fellow  had  only  local  rank  in  the  Turkish  Contingent, 
and  had  to  quit  Her  Britannic  Majesty's  service  for  malpractice 
with  cards." 

"  Well,  your  fair  friend  Mademoiselle  Wedderbum  and  I  have 
had  one  or  two  lon^  conversations  together,  and  as  Chesters 
would  have  said,  in  ms  sporting  parlance,  she  is  a  stake  I  mean. 
to  enter  for.    You  understand  me  V* 

"  You  mean  to  make  her  a  proposal  of  marriage  1"  said  Hor- 
ace, with  a  smile  that  in  spite  of  himself  was  somewhat  ghastly. 

"Precisely ;  and  1  wish  you  to  use  your  influence— that  is,  if 
you  possess  any,  with  her,  for  me.  Tell  her  that  if  she  will  marry 
me  without  any  fuss  or  absurd  resistance,  I  shall  open  up  to 
her  a  life  of  wealth  and  brilliance  at  St.  Petersburg  or  Moscow — 
she  can  have  her  choice-  -at  Baden-Baden,  and  elsewhere,  such 
as  she  cannot  conceive  and  could  not  have  in  England— that 
land  of  fog,  of  exclusiveness,  and  insular  prejudices,  where 
everything  foreign  is  deemed  ridiculous  and  judged  by  the 
standard  of  Pail-Mall  or  the  Old  Bailey— your  Tt7nes  and  your 
Punch.  I  know  all  about  it ;  I  have  been  in  London,  and  was 
there  too  long  for  my  own  profit." 

He  certainly  had  not  been  there  for  the  profit  of  others,  aa 
"  this  interesting  foreigner  "  had  been  required  mote  than  once 
at  Bow  Street,  and  was  not  forthcoming. 
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'•  "Have  you  not  already  proposed T  asked  Horace,  quietly 
tipping  the  ashes  off  his  cigar. 

"Yes ;  but  she  can*t  make  up  her  mind.  It  will  after  all  be, 
at  best,  a  poor  style  of  ingrafting,  as  the  gardeners  say ;  yet  the 
blood  of  tne  Tegoborskis  may  be  perpetuated  through  my  pretty 
one  for  all  thav* 

Eamomie  made  a  violent  effort  to  control  his  rising  rage,  an 
exhibition  of  which  would  have  been  useless,  and  only  serving 
to  spoil  all,  so  he  said,  simply— "You  are  unfortunately  older 
than  the  lady,  Monseigneur  le  Prince.*' 

"  Yes — ^perhaps — somewhat" 

"  Old  enough  indeed  to  be ** 

"Don't  say,  her  father -that  would  sound  unpleasant.  I 
know  that  with  a  disparity  of  some  twenty  years  between  us,  I 
shall  have  all  the  ordmary  commonplaces  of  well-bred  life  said 
of  me  on  that  score*  and  perhaps  to  me,  for  the  girl  seems  won-* 
derf ullv  cool  and  self-possessed.  She  will  tjdk  to  you,  no  doubt, 
of  the  brevity  of  our  acquaintance,  our  partial  ignorance  of  each 
other's  tastes  and  dispositions — ^perhaps  also  ask  whether  I  have 
not  already  a  Princess  elsewhere,"  he  contiuued,  with  his  ugly 
smile.  "  Seek  to  explain  all  this  away,  and  to  assure  her  ti^t, 
save  with  me,  she  nas  no  hope  of  ever  returning  to  England. 
But  though  there  be  a  difference  in  our  years,  as  1  am  aEussian 
Prince,  it  is  not  necessary  that  I  should  sue  for  this  girl  in  a 
tone  or  humility." 

"  I  do  not  qmte  comprehend  all  this,**  said  Horace,  bewildered 
by  stifled  rage. 

"  Well,  I  mean  that  my  renewed  offer  is  not  to  be  blended 
with  an  apology— by  you  at  least" 

"  Have  you  no  humane  or  religious  scruples  in  this  matter  T 
asked  the  other,  scarcely  knowing  what  to  say, 

"  Oh,  as  to  relieiom"  replied  Galitzin,  laughing  heartily,  "  you 
don't  think  surely  tnat  1  am  particular  to  a  shade  about  the 
tenets  of  the  raskolnUci'*  for  so  dissenters  from  the  Eussian 
Greek  Church  are  named. 

"But  she,  I  hope,  has  some  scruples." 

"  She  has  told  you  so  1— perhaps  you  are  more  in  her  confi- 
dence than  I  am  ?'  said  Galitzin^  with  flashing  eyes,  for  his 
suspicions  were  ever  prompt  to  kindle. 

**If  I  am  less,  why  seek  my  aid  or  influence  ?  Besides,  you 
forget.  Prince  Galitzin,  that  we  are  almost  cousins  j"  and  as 
Horace  spoke,  he  remembered  again  how  Lady  Wedderbum 
used  to  resent  the  term  or  idea ;  but  there  it  proved  most  use- 
ful, for  his  hearer  felt  and  knew  from  a  Russian  point  of  view 
that  ties  of  blood  barred  both  love  and  marriage  within  ^e 
fourth  de^ee  ;  and  so  his  suspicion  lulled  again,  and  he  said— 

^  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  let  us  seek  to  understand  each  other.** 
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"  You  are  sure  you  love  her  T  asked  Horace  in  desperation, 
to  gain  time  and  to  think. 

"  I  always  dreaded  a  regular  love  fit  as  I  dread  the  evil-eye 
of  the  devil ;  but  how  comd  any  man  escape  with  her,  she  is  so 
perilously  handsome?  She  has  a  lovely  hand,  and  an  irre- 
proachable foot  and  ankle.  What  a  ravishing  peep  I  had  of 
them  yesterday  as  she  stepped  out  of  the  pony-pnaeton.  Say 
to  her,  that  I  miplore  her  to  come  to  terms  for  her  own  sake, 
as  she  is  perhaps  far  from  safe  where  she  is." 

"  Terms — safe/'  stammered  Horace. 

"  I  have  put  her  in  Norina's  charge — under  Madame  Tego- 
borski's  care,  I  should  say.  Now,  Madame  has  been  absurd 
enough  to  conceive  a  mad  fancy  for  me.  Of  course,  I  am  a 
Prince  and  Major-General,  while  Tegoborski  is  only  a  Pulkov- 
nick,  and  has  been  a  serf  (though  a  relation  of  mine),  who  joined 
the  army  with  one  half  his  head  shaved,  for  so  we  always  mark 
our  recruits  to  prevent  them  from  running  away,  feut  she 
threatens  me ' 

"Who— Madame  f 

"  Yes,*'  said  Galitzin,  lowering  his  voice,  and  dancing  furtively 
about,  as  if  he  feared  being  overheard,  "  she  threatens  me,  and 
might,  for  all  I  know,  poison  the  poor  girl ;  women  are  terribly 
vindictive,  and  that  would  never  do,  with  such  a  fine  fortune 
as  she  has.  WiU  you  expatiate  on  ail  these  dangers  as  an  old 
friend  ?  and  if  your  advice  weighs  well  with  her,  you  shall  have 
a  horse  for  Balaclava  to-morrow." 

"  But  if  it  does  not  weigh  with  her  ?  For  I  may  fail  as  an 
adviser,  if  you  as  a  lover  have  failed  already." 

"  Then  I  shall  try  other  means,  I  shall  take  her  away  with 
me  alone  to  Bagtche  Serai  or  elsewhere  for  a  few  days,  and  that 
will  compromise  her  honour  in  her  own  eyes  and  those  of  l^e 
world,  if  the  world  cares  about  the  matter.  She  will  then  see 
the  absolute  necessity  of  a  marriage  with  me.  Beautiful  as  she 
is,  I  may  frankly  tell  you  that  it  is  not  her  person  I  value  so 
much  as  her  purse.  I  have  rank,  but  I  must  have  roubles  as 
welL  I  want  money,  and  this  war  will  soon  be  over  now ;  yet 
in  my  time  I  have  drunk  and  gambled  away  serfs  enough  to  l*"^ 
the  population  of  a  moderate  city." 

"  But  even  this  last  scheme  may  fail ;  and  what  will  you  do 
thenr 

"  Resort  to  force  P  hissed  the  other  through  his  teeth  ;  and 
thinking  that  to  say  more  might  lessen  the  strength  of  his 
instructions^  which  <ud  not  seem  very  clear  to  Horace  Kamornie, 
he  lifted  his  forage  cap,  bowed,  and  withdrew,  leaving  his 
listener  rooted  to  the  spot  in  a  storm  of  indignation,  rage,  and 
natural  fear,  though  not  for  himself. 

"  Scoundrel !— open  and  confessed  as  such !"  muttered  Horace, 
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as  he  watched  the  figure  of  GaUtzin  disappear  through  the 
arched  gate  of  the  fort ;  "you  little  know  your  man,  or  the  task 
you  have  set  him  I  Anyway,  I  will  have  an  interview  with  my 
beloved  Gwenny,  and  may  concert  something  with  her.  But 
what  can  that  something  be  %  Have  I  not  tnonght  of  all,  in 
vain,  before  1  Oh,  God  aid  tis !"  he  added,  looking  upward 
with  clasped  hands. 

It  was  dreadful  to  contemplate  the  idea,  or  rather  the  fact  of 
his  idolized  and  highly-bred  Gwenny  being  in  the  hands  of  a 
man  who  could  conceive  such  schemes,  and  canvass  them 
openly !  In  the  course  of  a  few  minutes,  what  had  he  not 
hmted,  suggested,  or  threatened  :  and  now  there  was  a  new 
terror,  in  the  jealousy  of  Madame  xegoborski !  He  threw  him- 
self on  the  cool  grass,  to  think ;  but  how  often  had  he  thought 
in  vain  before  !  And  there  he  lay  scheming— <;onsiderinf  this 
doubt  and  that  probability,  this  plot  and  that  ^an,  till  his 
brain  grew  giddy  with  intense  perplexity.  The  Kussians  he 
knew  to  be  connipt  and  ready  to  take  bribes ;  but  he  was  not 
the  master  of  a  copper  kopec.  And  in  yonder  Tartar  village 
there  was  no  one  whom  he  could  intrust  with  a  message  to 
Balaclava,  or  whose  aid  he  could  seek.  He  looked  wistfufly  at 
its  flat-roofed  cottages,  almost  buried  amongthe  green  leaves 
and  golden  apples  of  luxuriant  fruit-trees.  He  turned  to  the 
fertile  valley  that  led  towards  the  Black  SesL  which  blended 
with  the  skv  in  sunny  haze,  and  then  to  the  dark  pine  forest, 
that  clothed  the  southern  slope  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh,  the  marble 
cliffs  of  which  seemed  to  vibrate  in  the  rays  of  light.  But  no 
shelter  for  her  could  be  found  there.  Did  his  parole  bind  him 
still,  at  a  coDJimcture  so  terrible  1  He  feared  that  it  did.  He 
felt  powerless,  and  weaker  by  having  Gwenny's  fate  linked 
there  with  his  own ;  and  he  envied  now  the  stupid  and  mono- 
tonous existence  he  had  enjoyed  before  her  penl,  and  anxiety 
for  her  safety  came  to  torture  and  agitate  his  mind.  Great  was  the 
horror  of  sitting  there  helplessly  unarmed,  penniless,  and  power- 
less ;  and  not  Knowing  what  an  hour — ^yea,  a  minute,  might 
bring  forth  !  Anyway  he  would  see  Gwenny  at  once ;  and, 
with  a  prayer  for  inspiration  and  guidance  in  his  heart  and  on 
his  lips,  he  passed  the  tete  du  pont  and  entered  the  fortress. 


CHAPTER   LXX. 

gwenny's  plan. 

If,  even  to  save  Gwenny  Wedderbum,  he  broke  his  parole  of 
honour  and  escaped,  he  knew  that  he  should  inevitably  forfeit, 
ftt  home,  his  position  as  an  officer  and  gentleman  for  ever.    If 
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be  withdrew  it,  that  would  be  simply  a  waminff  to  Qalitzin 
that  he  meant  flight,  if  he  could  aclueve  it ;  and  to  preclude 
that,  he  should  be  made  a  close  prisoner,  helpless  to  assist  her, 
and  probably  sent  away  to  the  rear,  like  poor  Newnham,  who, 
exasperated  by  the  brutality  of  his  capture,  tad  declined  to 
give  nis  parole  at  all  in  any  way.  It  was,  every  way,  a  horrible 
dilenuna !  Could  he  by  any  means  communicate  with  the  officer 
commanding  the  nearest  allied  forces  or  outpost  1  He  had  by 
this  time,  however,  ascertained  that  the  Russian  toroops  in 
Tchorgoun — ^that  place  which  had  proved  so  fatal  to  his  destiny 
— ^the  nearest  point  to  Yaila,  were  very  insignificant  in  number, 
though  their  position  was  strong,  and  connected  with  that  held 
by  tneir  army  along  the  whole  line  of  heights  between  the 
Tchernaya  and  the  Belbek.  He  inquired  for  the  Hospoza  (i.e., 
Macb^me)  Tegoborski,  of  the  pretty  Karaite  Jewess,  who  had, 
doubtless,  received  her  full  instructions  beforehand,  as  she  at 
once  ushered  him  into  the  bare  and  chilly  chamber  which  we  have 
already  described  aa  the  "  drawing-room "  of  the  Pulkovnick's 
lady,  to  which  some  additional  ornaments  had  been  add^  in 
the  shape  of  gildings  washed  up  by  the  sea  from  the  Emes- 
cleugh  yacht ;  and  there  Gwenny  was  seated  alone,  busy  with 
some  needlework,  which  she  tossed  aside,  and  hastened  to 
receive  him  with  a  bright  and  tender  smile.  They  were  alone, 
and  were  instantly  hand  in  hand  !  Ramornie  could  perceive 
with  concern,  that  since  he  had  last  seen  her,  there  was  a  change 
in  her  face,  the  result,  doubtless,  of  the  "  worry "  occasioned 
her  by  the  absurd  and  obtrusive  attentions  of  Galitzin  and  her 
separation  from  himself,  when  they  had  so  much  to  say,  so 
much  to  ask  and  to  tell  each  other.  She  had  become  thinner : 
her  large,  dark,  and  finely-lidded  eyes  —  usually  so  full  of 
brilliant  expression  and  emotional  changes— looked  dull  and 
weary,  till  tney  caught  some  vivacity  from  his. 

"  On,  Horace  darling,  how  have  you  been  enabled  to  visit 
me  ^  I  feared  they  were  about  to  keep  us  for  ever  apart,  those 
horrid  people !  Do  they  fear  our  conspiring,  or  what  1  Four 
whole  days,  Horace,  and  I  have  not  even  seen  youl"  she 
exclaimed. 

"  I  have  come  at  the  suit  of  a  lover  of  yours,"  said  Ramornie, 
with  a  smile  on  his  hp,  but  a  stem  expression  in  his  eyes. 

"  Who  ?  that  odious  Galitzin  T  asked  Gwenny,  laughing. 

"  The  same,  darling.  But  this  is  no  laughing  matter  for  us 
— for  you  especially.  I  dare  not  tell  you  all  that  man  has  ven- 
tured to  hint,  and  commissioned  me  to  say." 

"  Well,  I  don't  want  to  hear  it.  Pet  Horace,  sit  beside  me 
here,  and  talk  to  me ;  we  shall  speak  of  each  other  and  not  of 
him— the  Russian  toad  1"  and  drawing  closer  to  her  lover,  she 
nestled  her  sweet  face  in  his  neck ;  and  yielding  to  the  charm 
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of  the  situation,  they  forgot  all  about  Galitzin,  and  sat  dreaming 
in  silence,  or  talking  of  Willowdean  and  the  Lammermuirs,  of 
St.  Abb's  Head,  and  the  wild  sea  shore,  of  scenes  and  places  far 
away,  of  past  times,  their  earlier  emotions  as  they  stole  into 
their  hearts,  and  of  much  more  on  which  their  listener— for  they 
had  one— could  not  enter. 

'*  And  Galitzin  has  been  making  you  proposals  V  said  Horace, 
suddenly  coming  back  to  their  present  predicament 

"  Yes.  frequently  ;  ridiculous,  is  it  not  V^ 

"  Ana  how  do  you  receive  them]" 

"  I  laugh ;  but  there  are  times  when  I  become  angry.  He  is 
an  absurd  old  creature;  I  loathe  the  sight  of  him,  with  his 
strange  cruel  smile,  and  sincerely  hope  that  he  won't  come  here  to 
pester  me  with  any  more  of  his  solemn,  hard  and  deliberate  love 
making,  that  has  not  one  atom  of  softness  or  tenderness  in  it.** 

"  Could  I  get  pistols  and  an  opportunity,  T  should  blow  the 
brains  out  of  this  middle-aged  Russian  cupid !"  said  Bamomie, 
in  a  low  voice  of  concentrated  passion. 

"  Oh  fie,  Horace  •  he  cannot  mean  anything  serious,"  said 
Gwenny,  her  eyes  dilating  with  surprise  at  his  quiet  vehemence. 

"  x\hj  my  love,  you  know  not  the  man  or  all  he  is  capable  of; 
unfortunately,  I  do.  My  letters  informed  you  how  infamously 
poor  Cyril  suffered  at  the  hands  of  a  Russian  officer  whom  he 
was  succouring,  when  we  stormed  the  heights  of  the  Alma." 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  that  Russian  officer,  so  wantonly  ready  with  his  pistol- 
the  notorious  spy  so  often  found  in  our  camp  at  Varna,  ana 
even  in  the  trenches  at  Sebastopol — he  who  could  so  well  act 
the  part  of  a  Frenchman,  is  Ivan  Tegoborski,the  Prince  Galitzin; 
but — but — did  you  not  near  a  noise  V 

"  Oh  what  is  all  this  you  tell  me  1  A  noise !  no,  I  heard  only 
the  beating  of  my  heart,  dear,  dear  Horace." 

*'  Poor  uttle  heart !  It  may  have  much  to  make  it  pal- 
pitate yet.  If  I  had  only  some  money  for  bribery.  Oh,  if 
Heaven  would  only  give  me  the  means " 

"  Money,  Horace,  is  the  root  of  all  evil,  says  the  proverb  • 
and  but  for  the  reputation  of  wealth,  I  should  not  be  troubled 
by  this  Galitzin." 

"  True ;  but  money  is  also  the  root  of  all  good ;  for  none  can 
be  done  without  it." 

"  How  well  he  speaks  English." 

"  Ah,  and  French  too— the  mouchard  /" 

To  a  certain  extent  he  explained  to  her,  the  views,  the  wishes, 
but  not  the  ulterior  threats  of  Galitzin  in  case  of  her  non- 
compliance ;  his  tender  love  and  her  natural  delicacv,  made 
him  shrink  nervously  from  a  hint  so  odious;  but  she  fully 
understood  and  recognised  all  the  danger   of  the  position 
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occupied  by  Horace  and  hersell  thou^  she  could  not  onite 
understand  the  difficulties.  On  Horace  Itamomie  rested  all  her 
hopes  for  weeks  past ;  they  must  meet  some  time  alone,  she  had 
thought,  when  they  should  have  a  careful  conference  and  sudden 
flight  together :  thoueh  the  chief  obstacle  seemed  the  want  of 
money,  a  vehicle  and  horses.  But  when  he  set  the  latter  wants 
before  her,  with  the  moral  and  military  obligations  enforced  by 
his  parole,  the  penalties  of  breaking  it,  the  Cossacks'  eyes  that 
seemed  constantly  to  watch  him,  and  the  chance  of  his  trans- 
mission to  Yekaterinoslav,  her  heart,  so  full  of  hope  and  fond 
anticipations,  seemed  to  die  within  her.  And  little  thinking 
that  they  were  watched  by  jealous  eyes,  they  would  frequently 
clasp  each  other's  hands  by  the  instinct  of  sudden  affection, 
and  sit  thus  for  precious  minutes  in  silence,  gazing  into  each 
other's  eyes  that  were  full  of  tenderness  and  light.  When  they 
did  speak  it  was  fortunately  in  a  tone  that  was  low,  and  heard 
by  themselves  only. 

"  Good  HeavenSj  darling  !'*  said  Gwenny,  suddenly,  "it  can- 
not be  that  in  this  time  of  civilization  and  progress,  as  the 
newspapers  call  it,  we  have  got  into  a  scrape  of  the  Middle 
Ages—an  adventiu:e  worthy  of  some  old  castle  on  the  Rhine  I" 

"  I  am  afraid  it  looks  deuced  like  it,  Gwenny,"  replied  Ra- 
mornie  :  "  but  ok  if  the  A.llies  would  only  take  an  airing  this 
way,  and  knock  the  whole  place  to  pieces  !  One  Lancaster  gun 
should  do  it  in  two  hours !  but  thev  devote  all  their  energies 
to  Sebastopol,  and  never  think  of  the  petty  outposts." 

"  And  oh,  Horace,  if  this  man  should  take  me  away  from 
you  V  suggested  Gwenny,  in  a  really  piteous  tone. 

"  I  would  kill  him  in  front  of  his  men  !'*  was  the  husky  reply. 

"  And  be  bayonetted  or  shot  instantly  V* 

"  I  ran  those  risks  daily  with  the  Fusileers,  for  no  reason  that 
I  could  see,  Gwenny ;  but  Heaven  alone  knows  what  you  and 
I  shall  do !" 

"  And  I  had  formed  such  a  nice  plan  for  our  escape !"  said 
she,  mournfully. 

"  You,  my  pet,  loveT 

"Yes  "she  sobbed. 

"  And  your  plan,  darling,  what  was  it  V^ 

"  Simply  this— it  involved  a  little  horse  stealing,  however.* 

"  Go  on,  Gwenny,  go  on." 

"You  know  that  Madame  Tegoborski  often  drives  me  out, 
without  any  attendants,  in  her  little  phaeton,  which  is  drawn  by 
two  Tartar  ponies  ;  and  I  thought  that  if  you  could  contrive  to 
meet  us,  unexpectedly  as  it  were,  a  mile  or  so  from  this  place 
you  mkht  simply  assume  her  seat  and  whip,  and  we  should 
drive  off  together !  She  would  soon  give  an  alarm,  of  course " 

"  Nay,  I  should  tie  the  old  hag  hand  and  foot  to  a  tree ^ 

"But  oh,  Horace,  wolves  might  come  T  Dgtzedbvv^M^j^i^ 
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"  Let  them,"  said  Eamomie,  savacely.  "  Yours  i$  an  admir- 
able plan,  and  I  am  astonished  that  it  never  occurred  to  me 
before  ;  but  it  is  woman's  wit,  and  you  have  such  a  clever  little 
bead-  darling.  Then,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh,  "there  is  my — 
parole  !'* 

"  Oh  that  weary  parole !"  exclaimed  the  girl,  and  her  head 
and  spirit  drooped  acain  ;  "  it  destroys  our  only  plan,  our  sole 
remaining  hope  !  This  very  evening  we  are  to  drive  so  far  as 
the  pine  wooo,  on  Uie  road  between  those  two  great  mountains 
with  the  fantastic  names." 

**  The  Tchatr  Dagh  and  the  Demirdji." 

*•  Yes ;  you  know  it,  then  T' 

"  I  have  seen  the  wood  from  the  gate ;  it  lies  some  versts 
beyond  the  distance  I  am  permitted  to  go  from  the  glacis  of 
Yaila." 

"  Can  you  not  break  this  promise  T  she  whispered,  implor- 
ingly, with  her  hands  on  his  shoulders  and  her  bright  eyes 
looking  imploringly  into  his. 

"  No,  it  IS  impossible ;  an  officer's  word  once  given  thus  is 
irrevocable !" 

"  Then  I  am  in  despair  1  Oh,  Horace,  Horace,  what  is  to 
become  of  us  %  What  is  to  become  of  me  1"  exclaimed  the  girl, 
in  a  passion  of  grief,  as  she  flung  herself  upon  his  breast  and 
clung  to  him,  so  fuU  of  her  own  and  their  mutual  sorrow  that 
she  was  quite  unconscious  of  the  door  having  opened  and  shut, 
and  that  Galitzin  stood  behind  her  with  lowering,  inquiring, 
and  malevolent  eye. 

"  You  here,  Monseigneur  le  Prince  T  exclaimed  Ramornie 
indignantly,  and  not  without  alarm,  as  he  tenderly  deposited 
the  half -fainting  girl  upon  a  sofa. 

"  Oui,  ma  foi !'  rephed  the  pale,  unhealthy-looking  Russian, 
with  his  detestable  grin  ;  "  and  what  then  ?  I  was  simply 
adopting  the  privilege  of  Le  Diable  Boiteux,  and  peeping  in 
here.** 

"And,  doubtless,  you  have  overheard  all  ]" 

"I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  have  not." 

"  How  so  ]"  asked  Ramornie,  greatly  relieved. 

"  You  spoke  rather  too  low  for  that ;  but  I  can  guess  its 
interesting  nature,  as  I  have  overseen  all." 

"  Silence,  for  Heaven's  sake.  Prince  Galitzin  ;  do  you  not  see 
that  this  young  lady  is  almost  fainting,  and  cannot  even  speak  V 

"  Ah,  indeed  !"  replied  Galitzin,  scornfully.  "  *  Silence  adorns 
the  sex,'  says  Sophocles;  perhaps  silence,  seclusion,  and  sal- 
volatile,  together  with  a  glass  of  kimmel  will  be  advantageous 
here.  Have  the  goodness  to  see  to  this,  Madame,"  he  added,  as 
the  wife  of  Tegoborski  entered,  and  with  an  exhibition  of  con- 
siderable agitation,  the  exact  source  of  which  it  might  be 
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difficult  to  discover,  seated  herself  by  the  side  of  Gwenny, 
while  Galitzin,  saying  to  Horace,  "Follow  me,  Monsieur  le 
Capitaine,'^  led  him  into  an  adjoining  room, 

"Now,  Monsieur,  I  must  sp^k  plainly,"  said  Galitzin  ;  "we 
understand  each  other  perfectly,  I  believa  How  often  have  I 
made  love,  as  people  say,  St.  Ivan  Veliki  alone  knows;  but  this 
time  I  am  in  earnest — ^I  have  an  additional  incentive,  and  shall 
not  be  crossed  by  you.  A  turn  of  the  wheel  of  fortune  has 
thrown  a  golden  opportunity  in  my  way,  and  I  shall  not  be  such 
a  fool,  sucn  an  utter  Asiatic,  as  to  neglect  it !" 

Galitzin  paused  and  breathed  hard;  for  opposition  to  his 
wishes  had  begun  to  pique  and  inflame  him ;  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  young  Ramomie^  proud  and  fiery  by  nature,  inspired  by 
all  the  genuine  emotions  of  a  gentleman  and  a  free-born 
Briton,  felt  as  if  on  the  verge  of  madness,  and  yet  had  to  be 
most  guarded  in  all  he  said  and  did. 

"Beware,  Prince  Galitzin,"  said  he,  as  the  drowning  will 
cling  to  straws ;  "  in  proposing  to  marry  this  orphan  girl,  you, 

a  foreigner,  a  stranger,  one  of  a  different  religion ^* 

"  Bah  !  you  said  all  this  before.  What  care  I,  though  she 
were  a  Hindoo  V* 

"  You  promise  yourself  a  month's  amusement  during  the 
mnui  of  i  aila,  forgetting  that  to  her  it  may  be  the  destruction 
of  a  life."  ^ 

"  You  mistake  me,  my  would-be  Mentor.  I  promise  myself 
the  enjoyment  of  a  fine  fortune  when  the  cannon  of  Cronstadt 
and  the  Kremlin  announce  peace  to  Europe.  But  by  Heaven  I 
don't  understand  you,  or  this  tone  of  insolent  advice  that  you 
have  ventured  to  adopt  1" 

"  She  has  trustees — ^if  you  understand  what  I  say — and  you 
may  not  be  able  to  get  at  her  fortune  without  tlteir  consent,  even 
if  you  married  her  to-morrow,"  said  Eamomie,  quietly. 

Galitzin  seemed  to  be  transported  with  ra^e  by  this  new 
suggestion,  for  he  felt  the  too  probable  truth  of  it 

"Vassili  blajennoi !"  he  exclaimed;  "this  to  mel  Say  as 
much  more,  and  I  will  not  give  a  copper  kopec  for  your  life !" 

A  bitter  smile  escaped  Rainornie  on  hearing  lie  pious 
invocation  of  a  saint  blended  with  a  threat  of  violence  against 
himself.  For  this  man  had  no  religion  or  real  veneration  for 
holy  things ;  yet  in  his  superstition  or  adherence  to  outward 
forms  and  to  traditions  of  the  Russian  Greek  Church,  he  would 
as  soon  have  thought  of  pistolling  himself  as  of  sitting  down  to 
his  dinner  of  ^een  borsch  and  stuffed  carrots  without  first 
bowing  to  the  eikon  ;  or  of  killing  and  eating  one  of  the  count- 
less pigeons,  which  at  Yaila,  as  in  every  other  Russian  edifice,  are 
to  be  seen  clustering  in  clouds  over  the  roofs,  belfries,  and 
cupolas,  and  sitting  in  long  rows  like  cornices  along  the  eaves ; 
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for  it  is  pre-eminently  the  holy  bird  of  the  Muscovites.  On  fast 
days  he  would  not  even  look  on  butter  or  cream  ;  but  in  place 
thereof,  used  plenty  of  oil  for  his  oi^^a,  or  flsh-soup  of  sterlet  or 
salmon  cutlets,  pleasantly  boiled  in  vinegar  and  flour  d  la  Busse. 

"  Do  you  actually  threaten  me,  a  prisoner,  an  unarmed  man  f 
asked  Ramomie,  after  a  pausa 

"I  do ;  so  beware.  Monsieur  le  Capitaiue,  of  what  you  are 
about.  It  is  not  known,  I  am  almost  sure,  to  the  AUies  that 
you  are  in  our  hands,  as  you  stumbled  among  us  amid  the  snow 
on  that  dark  night  march  to  Tchorgoun ;  and  as  yet  I  have 
never  sent  in  your  name  to  Prince  Mentschicoff.  Hence  I 
might,  without  the  slightest  risk  of  being  questioned,  make  as 
short  work  with  you  as  I  did  with  that  fellow  Chesters  when 
on  the  march  to  this  place.  If  inclined  to  be  more  merciful  I 
could  send  you  inland  with  a  note— a  mere  note  of  a  few  words 
would  do — which  would  ensure  your  safe  transmission  to 
Tobolsk  or  Irkutsk.  The  mines  there,  if  not  favourable  for  the 
lungs,  are  admirable  for  the  development  of  the  muscles,  and 
you  Imve  been  getting  fleshy  in  idleness,  though  havinff  a  thirty- 
two  pound  shot  at  one's  heels  is  apt  to  cure  one  of  all  taste  for 
dancmg.    Now  we  understand  each  other,  I  think  V* 

"And this  is  said  to  me  within  fifty  miles  of  the  British 
camp  before  Sebastopol  V*  said  Horace,  with  crimsoned  brow 
and  sparkling  eyes. 

"  Well,  perhaps  a  few  versts  more  or  less." 

"  Such  threats  are  alike  ungenerous  and  outrageous  !" 

"  I  could  hang  you  by  the  wrists  from  a  tree  with  a  cannon 
ball  for  one  toe  to  rest  on  •  and  how  should  you  like  forty-eight 
hours  of  that  without  food  or  water  V 

Even  that  threat  was  more  than  sufficient  for  Horace 
Ramomie. 

" Enough,"  thought  he  ;  "I  shall  be  at  the  pine  wood  this 
evening,  and  trust  to  Heaven  and  my  own  wit  for  the  rest !" 

"  Take  care  how  you  trifle  with  me,'*  said  Galitzin,  almost  as 
if  he  understood  or  read  what  was  passing  in  the  mind  of 
Ramomie.  "You  will  wish  yourself  among  the  graves  of 
Inkerman,  rather  than  here,  if  you  bring  my  jealous  vengeance 
onyou." 

Horace  could  scarcely  understand  to  what  all  these  threats 
tended,  but  drawing  himself  up  and  eyeing  the  Russian  sternly 
he  said^  proudly  and  haughtily — "  I  demand.  Prince  Galitzin, 
that  you  ^all  remember  that  I  am  a  British  officer  on  parole  of 
honour,  and  in  no  way  subject  to  you." 

"  A  British  officer— bah !  I  do  not  forget  it.  In  three  days 
we  shall  have  a  convoy  proceeding  to  Yekaterinoslav.  Prepare, 
Monsieur,  to  accompany  it  with  your  hands  tied  again  to  tho 
mane  of  a  Tartar  pony  if  you  are  not  marched  there  on  foot  T 
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And,  as  Gkilitzin  said  this,  he  bowed  and  left  the  room. 

"  This  again  more  than  ever  renders  my  parole  null  and 
void,*'  said  Horace,  in  a  low  and  concentrated  voice,  in  which 
passion  and  satisfaction  were  curiously  mingled  ;  "  three  days  1 
now  for  Gwenny's  plan  of  escape,  and  this  very  night  too ! 
Blessed  be  Heaven,  that  Muscovite  rascal  did  not  overhear  her  T 


CHAPTER    LXXI. 

A  NEW  FEIEND. 

There  was  something  of  fierce  elation  in  the  mind  of  Horace 
Kamornie  when  he  found  himself  alone  !  On  giving  his  parole 
of  honour  that  he  should  not  go  beyond  a  mile  from  the  glacis 
of  Yaila,  it  had  been,  of  course,  distinctly  understood  that  his 
life  must  be  respected,  and  his  personal  liberty  too.  Now  the 
former  had  been  threatened  and  the  latter  also !  The  compact 
had  thus  been  vitiated  by  the  Russian  Major-General,  so 
Kamornie  was  free— free  to  escape  when  or  how  he  could.  He 
knew  the  contingencies ;  that  he  was  certain  of  a  degrading 
captivity  if  three  days  hence  found  him  in  Yaila,  and  certain 
of  death  if  he  fled  from  it  and  was  retaken.  Anyway,  to  free 
Gwendoleyne  Wedderburn  was  worth  risking  all  for,  and  that 
evening  he  resolved  the  attempt  should  be  made,  minus  though 
he  was  of  arms,  money,  or  a  guide.  He  would  simply  adopt 
the  plan  she  had  conceived  ;  he  should  meet  her  and  Madame 
Tegoborski  at  the  pine  wood ;  assume  that  lady's  place  in  her 
vemcle  and  drive  oflf,  testing  the  speed  and  muscle  of  the  Tartar 
ponies  to  the  utmost,  and  the  whole  matter  seemed  very 
easy,  provided  no  interruption  occurred  by  the  way.  The  plan 
was  only  a  little  horse-stealing  from  the  enemy,  and  under  the 
high  pressure  of  the  circumstances  quite  justifiable. 

About  an  hour  before  the  projected  design,  he  left  Yaila  by 
the  barrier-gate,  as  if  for  one  of  his  usual  solitary  strolls,  but 
not  without  an  increased  beating  of  the  heart,  as  he  fancied 
that  every  stolid-looking  Russian  sentinel  in  his  flat  cap  and 
hideous  long  clay-coloured  coat,  eyed  him  more  keenly  than 
was  their  wont;  but  this  was  the  mere  result  of  feverish 
anxiety  ;  and  he  proceeded  slowly  along  the  ancient  road  that 
led  towards  the  Black  Sea,  whose  waters  he  could  see  in  the 
distance,  rippling  in  golden  light  at  the  end  of  a  valley.  He 
frequently  paused  and  seated  himself  on  the  grass,  again  to 
wai  slowly  on,  thanking  his  stars  that  the  two  Cossacks, 
Alexis  and  Ivan — ^their  surnames  he  never  knew — who  had 
be«n  wont  to  hover,  singly  or  together,  so  mjrsteriously  on  his 
steps,  or  witlun  his  range  of  vision,  were  now  absent,  having 
been  sent  with  poor  Bob  Newnham  to  Yekaterinoslav^ 
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Sometimes  he  clasped  his  hands  and  looked  upward.  Wm 
it  possible  that  this  night  might  see  him  a  free  man  *  free,  wit^ 
Qwenny  by  his  side,  and  within  a  few  miles  of  the  British  out- 
posts? There  are  few  places  where  one  has  been  resident  even 
tor  months  only  that  they  do  not  quit  with  regret ;  but  Ramomie 
simply  loathed  Yaila  in  all  its  features ;  the  green  painted 
cannon,  each  with  a  red  cross  on  its  breech,  the  brick-faced 
curtains  and  embrasures,  constructed  by  Baron  Todlebeu,  who 
had  also  patched  up  the  old  towers  of  the  days  of  Justinian  and 
of  the  Genoese  •  the  angular  visages  and  tattered  uniforms  of 
the  garrison ;  the  green  slopes  around  and  the  flat  outline  of 
that  "  table  mountain,''  the  Tchatr  Dagh  towerinff  over  all ! 

Heaven  be  thanked,  he  was  about  to  see  the  last  of  them — 
and  with  Gwenny^  too !  He  had  read  of,  and  fancied  many  a 
melodramatic  incident ;  but  scarcely  conceived  that  in  sober, 
civilized  life  such  things  could  come  to  pass  as  had  happened 
to  him  ;  yet  our  Afghan  war,  a  few  years  before,  and  the  sub- 
sequent Indian  Mutiny,  were  alike  full  of  terrible  situations, 
painful  and  harrowing  escapes  and  perils,  undergone  by  lovers 
and  friends,  by  husbands,  wives  and  their  children  !  But  who 
can.  foresee  the  sudden  and  startling  contingencies  that  are 
consequent  to  a  state  of  warfare,  especially  in  wild  and  lawless 
lands  1 

And  now,  beyond  all  their  present  peril,  as  he  threw  himself 
on  the  green  sward  to  think  and  ponder,  Horace  Bamomie 
looked  forward  fondly  to  spending  his  future  life — ^a  happy  home 
life — with  Gwenny,  as  to  a  promised  land,  where  they  should 
talk  over  the  present  with  wonder,  and  even  with  pleasure ! 
He  was  now  on  the  skirts  of  the  pine  wood,  and  being 
quite  concealed  by  some  little  caper  bushes,  could  watch  the 
road  that  led  to  the  quaint  old  fort  on  the  green  hiU  slope. 
The  crimson  light  of  the  setting  sun  was  glowing  redly  on 
the  gnarled  stems  and  twisted  branches  of  the  old  forest.  All 
were  shining  as  if  with  flame,  and  the  birds  were  singing  their 
last  notes  loudly  amid  the  wiry  foliage.  The  dry  cones  were 
dropping,  and  the  field  mice  were  scampering  homeward  to  their 
holes  under  the  long  rank  grass. 

Beyond  the  green  Babugan  mountains,  he  cotdd  see  that  the 
road  wound  through  a  shady  dell,  where  the  tall  white  poplar, 
the  dwarf  almond  and  the  pretty  linden  tree  grew  togeuier  in 
luxuriance  :  and  by  that  valley  he  knew  they  should  have  to  pass 
in  their  flight,  after  he  had  possessedhimself  of  Madam's  ei^uipage. 
But  how  was  he  to  dispose  of  her,  and  prevent  her  giving  an 
alarm  that  in  ten  or  twenty  minutes  would  ensure  pursuit ! 
His  eyes  seldom  turned  from  the  gate  of  Yaila,  as  every  instant 
he  expected  to  see  the  shaggy  ponies  appear:  and  how,  if 
Galitzm  took  it  into  his  head  to  accompany  tnem,  as  he  fr»> 
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guently  did  1  He  always  rode  with  a  pair  of  revolver  pistols 
in  his  holsters.  As  this  idea  occun^ed  to  him,  Eamornie  looked 
round  for  a  suitable  stone— but  hark  !  There  was  a  sound  of 
hoofs  and  accoutrements  in  the  valley,  and  very  soon  a  detach- 
ment of  Russian  cavalry,  some  fifty  files  or  so,  came  along  at 
an  easy  trot,  evidently  from  Tchorgoun. 

They  were  all  Don  Cossacks,  with  grey  fur  caps  and  huge  red 
moustaches,  the  twisted  points  of  which  were  quite  visible  from 
behind  ;  their  blue  tunics  worn  halfway  to  the  knee  were  girt 
by  scarlet  sashes,  and  their  wide  loose  trowsers  were  thrust  into 
their  coarse  jack-boots ;  and  so  defiling  past,  and  chanting  a 
rude  hoarse  ditty,  they  passed  through  the  archway  and  entered 
Yaila,  greatly  to  the  mortification  of  Horace  ;  for  thus  Galitzin 
had  at  hand  swift,  ready  and  instant  means  of  an  effectual 
purstiit  and  recapture  in  every  direction  !  Another  hour,  to 
the  anxious  lurker  a  seeming  eternity,  passed  away,  and  the 
sun,  which  had  been  above  the  marble  summit  of  the  Tchatr 
Dagh  when  he  first  came  forth,  had  sunk  behind  it  now,  and 
his  ruddy  golden  rays  spread  skyward  among  the  Mght  floating 
clouds,  like  the  spokes  of  a  fiery  wheel,  while  the  singular  out- 
lines of  the  Dimirdji  and  Babugan  mountains  rose  in  purple  and 
black  against  the  red  evening  clouds.  The  odour  of  the  wild 
thyme  came  pleasantly  on  the  passing  wind.  The  monotonous 
plash  of  the  water  sounded  ceaselessly  from  an  ancient  stone 
fountain  near— a  relic  of  the  Genoese  ;  but  though  athirst  with 
feverish  anxiety  Ramomie  never  drew  near  it.  Close  by  too 
were  purple  grapes,  ripe  figs,  soft  peaches  and  blooming 
nectarines  all  growing  wild  ;  but  he  heeded  nothing.  He  ever 
turned  his  eyes  to  Yaila ;  but  the  archway  appeared  only  as  a 
black  spot  in  the  walls,  from  whence  nothing  seemed  to  issue. 

A  knowledge  that  the  place  where  he  lay  was  beyond  his 
paroled  distance,  added  to  his  anxiety,  so  his  suspense,  dread, 
and  doubt,  amounted  ere  long  to  actual  pangs  of  bodily  pain. 
Was  she  ill? 

**  Oh  what  ca7i  have  happened — ^why  do  not  they  come  V  he 
continued  to  exclaim  from  time  to  time,  long  after  there  could 
be  any  chance  of  the  Hospoza  Tegoborski  taking  her  evening 
drive. 

Suddenly  the  boom  of  a  cannon  gave  him  a  species  of  electric 
shock.  A  thin  white  puff  was  curling  upwards  from  the 
northern  bastion  of  the  fort,  and  he  saw  the  Russian  Cross 
streaming  out  upon  the  wind,  which  brought  the  sound  of 
drums  towards  hrni.  Had  the  garrison  received  information  of 
an  attack)  What  had  happened?  He  had  not  a  moment  to 
lose  now,  for  even  if  he  saw  the  columns  in  red  pouring  through 
yonder  valley,  he  must  return  and  report  himself  tf  Ahe  officer 
of  the  main  guard— more  than  all  he  must  return  to  where  d^ 
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was,  and  on  entering,  he  found  the  whole  garrison  under  arms, 
in  two  quarter-distance  columns,  with  bayonets  fixed,  and  a 
fresh  supply  of  ammunition  being  rapidly  distributed  from 
casks  which  were  strewed  in  front  of  each  regiment. 

His  heart  beat  high  and  happily.  An  attack,  he  thought, 
miut  be  expected;  and  those  Don  Cossacks  were  the  fore- 
wamers  of  it ! 

"  Do  you  expect  an  attack.  Monsieur  le  Colonel  V*  he  inquired 
in  French,  of  old  Tegoborski,  as  that  personage  limped  past 
*'  I  Resume  those  Cossacks  brought  the  intelligence  1 " 

"Thejr  have  brought  non^  Monsieur,*'  said  Galitzin,  ere  the 
Pulkovnick  could  reply,  "  They  are  simply  the  convojr  I  spoke 
of,  en  route  to  Yekaterinoslav,  whether  you  shall  go  with  tnem 
in  two  days  now "  he  added,  with  his  old  smile.  He  had  a 
peculiarly  malevolent  pleasure  in  hurting  the  feelings  of  others 
— of  the  young  especially ;  for  as  his  own  youth  was  long  past, 
he  hated  that  joyous  penod  of  life  in  any  one  else. 

There  was  no  attack,  and  the  night  passed  away  in  peace  ; 
but  the  whole  of  this  sudden  alarm  and  preparation,  which 
thus  baffled  the  plans  and  hopes  of  the  prisoner,  were  the  mere 
result  of  Russian  superstition. 

The  hell  of  the  chapel  had  fallen  from  its  rusty  hook,  decayed 
by  time  and  exposure.  This  was  deemed  by  the  garrison  in 
general,  and  by  Galitzin  in  particular,  as  significant  of  some 
dire  and  impending  calamity,  because  the  Muscovites  deem  all 
bells  as  something  sacred,  and  when  in  the  preceding  February, 
a  great  bell  fell  m  the  tower  of  St  Ivan  Veliki  at  Moscow, 
crashing  through  four  floors  in  succession  and  killing  all  the 
inmates,  it  was  regarded  as  the  omen  of  some  much  greater 
calamity  to  Russia ;  thus,  on  the  day  after,  news  reached  the 
Holy  City  of  the  death  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas ! 

Ramornie  cursed,  in  his  heart,  the  wretched  superstition  by 
which  his  only  plan  had  been  marred.  But  one  evening  now  re- 
mained to  the  fugitives,  and  if  it  proved  one  of  rain  ;  if  Madame 
Tegoborski  had  the  vapours,  or  was  indisposed  to  drive,  the 
noon  of  the  third  day  would  see  him  once  more  under  escort, 
and  accompanying  those  red-whiskered  Don  Cossacks,  towards 
the  Isthmus  of  Perecop. 

Though  Ramornie  knew  it  not,  and  feared  the  worst  from  the 
plump  fair  Muscovite  with  the  sleepy  eyes,  large  hands,  and 
snowy  arms,  she  was  neither  an  enemy  to  him  or  Gwenny. 

With  all  a  woman's  quickness,  she  had  seen  and  discovered 
their  secret — that  they  were  lovers.  From  a  quiet  point, 
through  an  eyelet-hole,  she  had  overlooked  their  recent  mter- 
view  which  Galitzin  had  so  unceremoniously  interrupted,  and 
she  became  earnestly  desirous  of  succouring  them  for  their 
sakes,  and  somewhat  for  her  own,  that  she  might  remove  from 
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Yaila  and  the  Prince's  vicinity,  a  rival  so  wealthy,  beautiful, 
and  young,  though  she  had  a  wholesome  terror  of  him  on  one 
hand,  and  a  little,  perhaps,  of  her  spouse,  the  Pulkovnick,  on 
the  other. 

Lack  of  language— for  she  knew  only  her  native  Russ  and  a 
few  stray  words  of  German— rendered  the  difficulty  of  arrange- 
ments and  explanations  very  great ;  but,  most  luckilv  for  tne 
conspiring  trio,  it  chanced  that  at  this  very  time  there  had 
arrived  with  ike  detachment  of  Don  Cossacks,  an  officer  of 
rank,  deputed  by  the  Princes  Mentschicoff  and  Gortchakoff  to 
inspect  the  garrison  with  its  stores  and  report  thereon,  as  both 
Kertch  and  Yenekale  had  been  capturea  by  the  Allies,  and 
several  discrepancies  had  been  detected  in  the  nominal  returns 
of  Prince  Gahtzin  ;  in  short,  the  "  men  of  straw  "  in  his  muster- 
rolls  had  been  suspected,  and  the  pressure  of  affairs  in  Sebas- 
topol  rendered  further  tnfling  impossible.  So  His  Excellency 
had  his  hands  full. 

One  interview  with  Gwenny  and  Eamomie  sufficed  to  com- 
plete their  new  plan.  Madame's  arrangements  were  simply 
and  speedily  made  for  their  flight,  and,  in  a  burst  of  gratitude, 
he  threw  his  arms  around  her  ample  waist  and  kissed  her  on 
both  cheeks—a  process  to  which,  as  he  was  a  more  than  usually 
^ood-looking  young  fellow,  she  submitted  with  the  best  grace 
in  the  world. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  confusion— almost  consternation — 
and  occupation  of  Galitzin  and  the  Pulkovnick,  Madame 
arranged  that  she  should  ride  her  saddle  horse,  a  fine  and  active 
Tartar  one,  next  evening  to  the  pine  wood,  accompanied  by 
Gwenny  on  foot.  There  Ramorme  was  to  precede  them,  and 
lie  perdue  as  before.  She  would  mount  the  lady,  and  he  must 
lead  her  bridle  ;  their  way  should  lie  through  the  Baider  Pass, 
some  fifty  miles  to  Balaclava.  They  must  travel  in  the  night, 
conceal  themselves  by  day,  and  trust  for  the  rest  to  God,  she 
added,  bowing  to  the  etkon  in  the  comer. 

She  did  more  :  knowing  the  great  risk  run  by  Ramornie  if 
he  travelled  in  a  red  coat  (or  the  remains  of  that  which  once 
had  been  a  red  coat)  she  supplied  him  with  a  Russian  caftan  of 
canvas,  girt  in  the  approved  fashion  with  a  rope.  Still  he  was 
without  arms,  and  he  donned  this  ungraceful  attire,  never  re- 
flecting the  while,  that  if  he  appeared  thus  within  range  of  a 
sentinel  of  the  Allies,  he  might  be  shot  ere  he  could  answer  a 
single  inquirv. 

All  succeeded  beyond  even  their  fondest  anticipations :  and 
when,  next  evening,  the  ^adow  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh  fell  on  the 
pine  wood  and  the  valley  of  the  wild  almond  and  linden  trees, 
Madame  Tegoborski  was  lingering  on  the  Yaila  road,  looking 
back,  and  kissing  her  hand  to  the  retiring  figures  of  Ramornie 
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wid  Gwenny,  whose  newly  acquired  horse  he  led  by  the  brfdle, 
as  they  descended  into  a  steep  dark  glen  that  they  believed  wai 
ultimately  to  lead  them  to  the  Pass  of  Baider. 


CHAPTER  LXXIL 

THE  LOST  PATH. 

**  Fifty  miles,  and  for  you  afoot !  Oh,  Horace,  Horace,  I  can 
never  be  so  selfish  as  to  ride  P  said  Gwenny,  in  sorrow  and 
commiseration. 

"  It  is  onlv  two  very  long  days'  marches,  Gwenny,"  he  replied, 
cheerfully,  for  his  heart  was  beating  happily,  and  he  paused  a 
moment  to  look  back,  to  caress,  and  kiss  the  gloveless  hand 
that  held  the  reins.  "  The  last  portion  we  may  take  leisurely," 
he  added,  "  for  then  we  shall  oe  near  old  Colin  Campbell's 
headquarters.  What  a  trump  Madame  Tegoborski  has  proved 
after  all !  and  yesterday  I  actually  thought  of  tjdng  her  neck 
and  heels  with  a  vine  trailer.  Thank  Heaven,  the  darkness 
comes  on  fast !" 

But  unfortunately,  with  the  darkness  there  set  in  a  dense 
white  mist  from  the  Euxine.  It  came  rolling  in  masses  along 
the  grassy  valleys  and  up  the  rocky  mountain  slopes,  and  ere 
long  amid  it  and  the  obscurity  of  the  night,  all  trace  of  the 
narrow  roadway  became  as  completely  lost  as  if  it  lay  under 
the  snow  drifts  of  that  night  of  the  fatal  march  to  Tchorgoun  ! 

Muffled  in  a  warm  cloak  of  the  Hospoza's,  Gwenny  did  not 
feel  cold  •  but  her  heart,  like  that  of  ner  companion,  became 
filled  with  natural  anxiety.  They  had  completely  lost  the  path 
now,  and  the  horse,  though  led  carefully  by  the  bridle,  stumbled 
and  lost  its  footing  every  moment  amid  loose  stones,  caper- 
bushes,  and  stunted  turpentine  trees,  on  what  seemed  to  be  the 
slope  of  a  mountain  side.  At  last  Horace  paused  in  utter  irre- 
solution, and  the  bead  drops  rolled  from  his  temples.  For  aught 
he  knew  to  the  contrary,  he  and  his  companion  might  be  pro- 
ceeding straight  to,  and  not  from,  Yaila,  and  daybreak  might 
find  them  in  sight  of  it !  Lost  together  on  a  dark  mountain 
side  in  Crim  Tartary,  how  strange  it  seemed  to  Horace,  the 
knowledge  that  the  girl  whose  soft  and  plaintive  accents  came 
to  his  ear  from  time  to  time,  was  the  same  bright  and  light- 
hearted  Gwenny  from  whom  he  had  parted  in  the  drawing-room 
at  Willowdean  when  he  left  home  to  rejoin  the  Fusileers,  and 
dared  only  press  her  hand— she  whom  he  had  clasped  to  his 
breast  so  tenderly  before.  Yet  so  it  was,  and  truth  is  stranger 
than  fiction ! 

The  livelong  night  they  wandered  slowly  and  irresolutely 
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there,  and  Qwenny  was  sinking  with  fatigue,  while  Horace^ 
preternaturally  wakeful  and  nervous,  listened  for  every  passing 
sound ;  but  none  came  on  the  soft  breeze  that  sighed  through 
the  waste  so  lightly  as  scarcely  to  roll  the  mist  before  it.  No 
Russian  drum  or  bugle,  no  sound  of  alarm-bell,  and  no  Cossack 
halloo  were  then  "piercing  the  night's  dull  ear."  All  was  still, 
and  when  grey  dawn  began  to  break  and  the  mists  to  exhale 
upward,  the  wanderers  found  themselves  yet  somewhere  about 
the  base  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh,  and  near  a  Tartar  farm  or  large 
cottage.  Horace  swept  the  landscape  with  a  keen  and  haggard 
eye ;  no  vestige  of  Yaila,  with  its  four  green  domes,  and  no  sign 
of  scouting  horseman  could  be  seen.  All  the  land  seemed 
woody  and  fertile,  but  desolate  of  people.  That  was  well  and  his 
mind  was  relieved ;  but  his  delicate  companion  required  instant 
rest  and  succour,  so  he  approached  the  dwelling  of  the  Tartar 
with  mingled  hope  and  anxiety. 

Early  abroad,  the  Tartar  farmer  met  them  at  his  door,  and 
surveyed  them  with  doubt  and  distrust.  He  was  a  keen-eyed 
and  sharp-featured  man,  of  middle  age;  his  shaggy  black 
brows  seeming  to  mingle  with  the  fur  of  his  sable  can.  His 
features  were  not  of  the  flat  Mongolian  typi,  hut  were  pleasing, 
re^ar,  and  fair.  He  saw  that  the  lady  was  weary,  and  re- 
quired alike  food  and  rest ;  and  when  she  had  dismounted,  he 
led  tJiem  into  a  room,  softly  carjjeted  and  cushioned,  with  a 
fireplace  in  it — a  mark  of  civilization — and  a  little  table,  some 
twelve  inches  high,  in  the  centre,  whereon  he  placed  milk,  curds, 
and  cake  ;  but  Kamornie  made  Gwenny  imbibe  some  Crimskoi 
wine  from  a  crystal  cup  ;  and  being  without  money,  she  pressed 
upon  the  Tartar's  acceptance  one  of  the  rings  she  wore,  and  he 
took  it,  glancing  with  undisguised  covetousness  at  those  which 
still  remained  upon  her  slender  fingers. 

To  his  alarm,  Horace  discovered  that  they  were  not  far  from 
the  hated  Yaila.  In  fact,  amid  the  mist,  they  had  been  de- 
scribing a  kind  of  circle  in  their  peregrinations  overnight,  at 
the  base  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh,  and  even  the  southern  end  of  the 
pine  wood  was  still  visible  !  Gwenny  seemed  already  so  worn 
and  weary,  after  all  she  had  undergone  of  late,  that  Eamomie 
had  great  fear  of  her  ability  to  keep  in  her  saddle  till  she  could 
reach  Balaclava:  and  he  conceived  the  idea  of  getting  succour 
from  thence  hali-way.  In  a  strange  Polyglot  kind  of  language, 
partly  Turkish,  English,  and  Italian,  eked  out  by  signs,  he  con- 
trived to  make  the  Tartar  understand  that  he  wished  a  message 
taken  to  Balaclava,  and  his  host  averring  that  he  had  a  swift 
horse,  offered  to  bear  it,  if  paid  therefor;  so  aU  Gwenny's 
rings  were  to  be  his  on  the  answer  coming  back,  and  she  freely 
proffered  them. 

''May  Allah  increase  the  glory  and  the  substance  of  my 
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lord  !"  whined  the  Tartar ;  **  and  mayest  thou  never  know  hun- 
ger," he  added  to  Gwenny,  giving  her  the  kindest  wish  of  his 
peoi)le.  "  Drink,"  he  continued,  giving  her  more  of  the  effer- 
vescing and  refreshing  Crimskoi ;  "it  is  pure  as  the  holy  well 
of  Mecca  :*'  but  she  closed  her  eyes  wearily,  as  if  to  sleep,  and 
Kamornie  surveyed  her  with  apprehension  and  solicitude,  as 
she  lay  back  on  the  cushioned  divan,  listless  and  pale. 

Oh,  if  she  should  become  seriously  ill  on  his  hands  in  that 
wild  and  out-of-the-way  place— so  near  Yaila,  too  1  He  asked 
for  writing  materials.  None  were  to  be  had;  but  a  quill 
plucked  from  a  hen's  wing,  a  little  gunpowder  mixed  with 
water,  and  a  fly-leaf,  torn  from  an  old  Koran,  thus  making  the 
message  more  sacred,  supplied  the  three  requisites :  and  Ba- 
momie  wrote  a  note  to  be  delivered  to  the  officer  commanding 
the  nearest  out-post,  imploring  that  succour  should  be  sent 
along  the  road  that  led  by  the  seashore  from  Balaclava  towards 
Alusnta ;  and  adding,  that  if  an  attack  on  Yaila  were  projected, 
there  were  only  in  the  place  two  Kussian  battalions,  of  four 
companies  each,  and  twenty  pieces  of  cannon,  the  heaviest 
being  32-pounders.  He  added  his  name,  rank,  and  rcMient : 
and  requested  the  Tartar  to  depart  at  once,  showing  Mm  all 
the  rings  that  glittered  on  the  white  hands  of  the  now  sleeping 
girl,  as  the  reward  of  his  speed  and  fidelity. 

"  May  Allah  increase  the  glory "  began  the  Tartar  again. 

"There,  now,"  interrupted  Horace,  "that  will  do.     Be  off; 

Xre  not  spur  nor  whip,  and  the  reader  of  my  message  may 
)  reward  you  for  our  sake." 

"  Speech  is  silver ;  silence  is  gold,"  replied  the  Tartar,  sen- 
tentiously,  and  a  few  minutes  after  saw  Imn  mounted  and  away 
at  a  gallop  southward,  by  the  road  towards  the  headquarters  of 
Sir  Colin  Campbell ;  and  again  hope  began  to  dawn  in  the 
breast  of  Kamornie. 

In  front  of  the  flat-roofed  farmhouse  there  rose  a  steep  rid^ 
of  rocks.  Up  these  he  clambered  to  watch  the  progress  of  his 
messenger ;  and  how  great  was  his  disgust,  his  disappointment^ 
and  anger,  when  he  saw  the  feUow,  after  conceivmg  himself 
quite  out  of  sight,  ride  directly  north,  and  disappear  nast  the 
edge  of  the  old  pine  wood,  along  the  road  direct  for  Yaua.  He 
had  gone  to  betray  them  to  Galitzin—  to  that  Galitzin,  whose 
scouting  Cossacks  might  even  now  be  within  a  few  versts  of 
them ! 

Inspired  anew  by  anxiety  and  alarm,  he  hastened  to  rouse 
poor  weary  Gwendolejme,  and  replacing  her  in  the  saddle,  after 
appropriating  a  sabre  that  hung  on  the  wall,  they  set  forth  in 
search  of  another  place  of  rest  or  refuge.  A  narrow,  winding, 
and  sombre  path,  overhung  by  oaks  and  beeches,  taoon  hid  th« 
house  of  the  traitor  from  the  fugitives.    The  morning  was  dear 
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now,  and  the  sun  shone  cheerily  along  the  mighty  green  slopes 
and  impending  cliffs  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh.  After  a  time  the 
trees  were  left  behind,  and  rocks  alone  bordered,  the  way. 
Bamomie  looked  for  a  place  of  shelter,  and  if  possible^  of  repose, 
for  his  ddicate  compamon,  for  Gwenny  was  sinking  fast.  At 
length,  his  keen  and  haggaxd  eyes  detected  a  dark  fissure  in  the 
red  marble  clififs.  He  nobbled  the  horse  in  a  little  thicket  of 
turpentine  trees,  and  half  leading,  half  carrying  his  tender 
charge,  he  conveyed  her  into  what  ultimately  proved  to  be  a 
cave,  strewed  apparently  with  dry  chips  and  white  branches  of 
trees ;  but  these,  in  fact,  were  human  bones— the  relics  of  a 
Tartar  daughter— for  they  were  in  the  famous  grotto  of  Foul 
Kouba. 

He  placed  her  on  a  ledge  of  rock,  and  wrapping  her  cloak 
about  ner,  kissed  her  on  both  eyelids,  and  bade  her  sleep  if  she 
could,  while  he  would  wait  and  watch.  Looking  forth  from  the 
moutn  of  this  uncouth  hiding-place,  he  could  discem  about  six 
miles  distant  the  four  white  towers  of  Yaila  shining  in  the  sun ; 
but  no  figures  were  stirring  in  the  open  ground  between.  Again 
he  turned  to  watch  his  sleeping  charge,  and  then  what  were  his 
horror  and  dismay  to  see  the  figure  of  an  armed  Cossack,  who 
had  evidently  issued  from  the  inner  part  of  their  retreat,  bend- 
ing over  her  with  curiosity,  pistol  in  hand. 


CHAPTER   LXXni. 

PEBA. 

Bobbed  and  stripped  by  plunderers,  in  short  by  the  Cossacks 
of  the  escort,  of  their  money,  jewels,  and  even  their  outer 
^ments,  Lady  Wedderbum  and  Laay  Emescleugh  reached 
Balaclava,  the  neat  white  houses  of  which  were  now  almost 
hidden  by  more  recent  erections  of  huts,  stores,  and  so  forth, 
even  as  its  slender  population  of  Amaouts  had  become  lost  amid 
the  overwhelming  numbers  of  its  new  occupants,  the  Highland 
Brigade,  Rifles,  and  other  British  soldiers  of  all  arms  and  uni- 
forms ;  and  in  the  distance  their  anxious  eyes  could  see  the 
three-nered  batteries,  the  green  domed  churches,  and  the  lofty 
houses  of  that  Sebastopol,  whose  name  was  then  in  tiie  mouths 
of  half  the  world. 

They  reached  the  headquarters  of  Sir  Colin  Campbell  in  such 
a  plight,  and  in  such  a  state  of  excitement,  that  the  testy  but 
-warm-hearted  old  Scottish  General,  after  telling  them  that  it 
was  alike  impossible  for  them  to  go  to  the  front,  or  to  remain 
in  Balaclava,  as  deaths  were  occurrmg  every  hour  by  cholera, 
and  that  the  Sardinians  at  Tchorgoun  had  lost  a  thousand  men 
in  three  weeks  by  disease,  transuutted  them  without  much  cer^ 
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mony  on  board  a  steamer,  then  just  starting  for  Scutari :  and 
before  the  poor  ladies  quite  knew  wbere  they  were,  they  found 
her  steaming  out  of  the  harbour  of  Balaclava,  amid  all  the  debris 
of  wreck  and  drift-wood,  and  the  festering  and  floating  carcases 
of  cavalry  horses  which  encumbered  it.  There,  at  Scutari,  they 
had  been  told  by  some  one,  they  knew  not  who — ^a  staff  officer 
apparently,  in  tattered  uniform,  with  a  haversack  under  his 
arm,  and  wearing  a  prodigious  beard—they  "  should  get  intelli- 
gence of  their  sons." 

The  boat  left  the  vessel's  side  and  he  was  gone. 

"  Has  Cyril  been  wounded  again  1"  thought  Lady  Wedder- 
bum ;  but  ere  long,  on  board  the  steamer,  she  learned  all ! 

Poor  Cyril  had  fallen  at  the  head  of  his  companv,  on  the  8th 
of  the  preceding  June,  in  the  memorable  attack,  when  the 
great  Mamelon,  the  Quarries,  and  the  White  Works  were 
stormed  and  taken  by  the  Allies.  On  that  occasion,  among  a 
host  of  others,  the  Master  of  Emescleugh  had  been  woundet 
and  sent  to  Scutari,  so  it  was  to  him  that  Sir  Colin  Campbell's 
aide-de-camp  had  referred. 

Who  can  open  the  Book  of  Destiny,  or  see  the  slender  thread, 
the  link  or  chedn  of  events,  that  leacis  to  fortune  or  to  fame — to 
misery  or  calamity  1  Happy  it  is  for  us  that  we  can  never  see 
the  future  !  Cyril  had  fallen  by  a  ball  through  the  chest,  at 
the  base  of  the  Piquet  House  Hill,  and  there  he  lay,  while  the 
tide  of  his  comrades  swept  on — lay  dyinff  and  alone,  under  the 
sultry  sun,  while  the  duU  mist  of  intense  heat  mingled  with  the 
smoke  of  the  conflict,  and  settled  down  in  the  breathless  valley, 
where  there  was  no  air  to  rend  it  aside ;  and  as  his  blood  and 
his  life  ebbed  together,  there  seemed  to  come  to  his  drowsy  ear 
the  voice  of  Mary  Lennox,  singing,  and  he  thought  himself 
again  listening  to  her  in  the  garden  at  Lonewoodlee.  It  was 
the  voice  of  a  French  sister  of  charity,  at  a  little  distance.  She 
was  chanting  the  De  Profundu  amid  some  dying  Zouaves,  and 
when  her  song  ceased  the  soul  of  Cyril  Wedderburn  had 
passed  away. 

Upon  the  taole  in  his  hut  the  poor  fellow  had  left  a  will, 
humedly  written.  Therein^  after  piously  giving  his  soul  to 
Cod,  and  his  body  to  be  buned  by  tne  finders,  if  he  fell,  he  be- 
queathed certain  sums  to  wounded  soldiers  of  the  Fusileers  and 
to  the  widows  and  orphans  of  others  who  had  fallen  in  the  war. 
His  love  he  left  to  his  parents,  brother,  and  all  friends,  adding 
that  he  would  die  at  peace  and  with  goodwill  to  all  men.  And 
so  he  was  found  lying  on  his  face  stone  dead  when  the  burial 
parties  came.  Nightfall  saw  the  handsome  and  gallant  soldier 
shovelled  away,  with  hundreds  of  others,  into  the  trench-grave 
— "  the  vast  lumber-house  of  death  "—and  the  secrets  of  Mary's 
love,  and  of  all  her  sorrows,  were  buried  with  him. 
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Cyril  dead !  Oh,  could  it  be,  thought  Lady  Wedderburn, 
that  all  the  objects  and  wishes  of  her  Me  had  changed  within 
80  short  a  space  of  time? 

"  Oh !  my  Cyril,  my  son,  my  pride  !  and  has  it  ended  here, 
and  ended  thus  ]"  she  wailed  out  on  the  breast  of  Lady  Ernes- 
cleugh,  when  she  read  the  last  letter  sealed  for  her,  and  left  in 
his  hut.  "  Oh,  where  now  are  all  my  fond  aspirations  !  oh,  my 
hope  !  my  joy  !  they  have  ended  now  in  death !  Oh,  Cyril ! 
why  did  I  erer  bear  or  nurse  you?  Yet,  I  am  enduring  only 
what  many  a  poor  mother  has  endured  since  this  fatal  war  began. 

And  she  wept  long  the  tears  of  unavailing  sorrow,  while  her 
maternal  heart  went  sadly  home,  and  back  to  the  sweet  days 
of  his  tender  and  loving  childhood,  when  he,  who  had  fallen  a 
handsome  and  stately  soldier,  had  clung  to  her  skirts,  clambered 
at  her  knees,  and  nestled  in  her  bosom,  a  beautiful,  a  happy 
and  smiling  child  with  dark  eyes  and  golden  hair ;  and  so  the 
loss  of  her  son,  combined  with  keen  and  sharp  anxiety  for 
Gwendolejnie,  brought  on  a  species  of  low  and  nervous  fever, 
under  which  she  lingered  on  for  many  weary  weeks  in  Misseri's 
Frankish  Hotel  at  Pera.  She  was  not  confined  to  bed.  but  lay 
propped  on  a  sofa  at  the  open  window,  from  whence  sne  could 
see  the  vast  and  glittering  panorama  of  Stamboul  and  all  the 
Golden  Horn,  with  the  three-deckers  of  Abdul  Medjid  lying  at 
anchor,  with  the  star  and  crescent  flying ;  but  nothing  could 
rouse  her.  She  thought  ever  of  the  dead  Cyril,  the  lo^t  Gwenny, 
and  her  now  futile  nrish, 

"  Oh,  wherefore  should  we  heap  up  riches,*'  she  would  say, 
"  when,  as  the  Scripture  teUs  us,  we  know  not  who  shall  gather 
them !  Oh,  Juliana  dear,"  she  added  to  Lady  EmescTeugh, 
whose  son  was  now  convalescent,  and  was  able  to  lounge  about 
Pera  with  glazed  boots  and  carefully  parted  hair,  "  I  did  not 
think  it  possible  that  I  could  have  heard  of  my  Cyril's  death, 
though  daily  I  knew  he  risked  life,  and  yet  live  on  as  I  am 
living.  But  I  don't  think  I  shall  survive  it  lon^.  See,  my  poor 
hair  has  become  cjuite  grey,  and  is  coming  out  last." 

"  Use  cantharides,  dear,'*  hsped  Lady  Ernescleugh,  as  she 
lounged  on  a  satin  divan  and  fanned  herself  with  a  bunch  of 
feathers  in  a  pearl  handle ;  "  it  is  an  excellent  specific,"  she 
added,  as  she  saw  that  her  friend's  '*  division"  was  becoming 
wider  than  its  wont. 

So  the  quiet,  unsentimental  and  unenthusiastic  Robert  Wed- 
derburn, who  had  in  his  time  "spoiled  more  foolscap  than 
cartridge  paper  "  plodding  over  his  books  in  the  Temple,  became 
the  heir  of  Willowdean  and  the  old  baronetcy,  the  stately 
mansion,  and  the  Burgh  of  Barony,  with  all  tneir  political 
interests,  while  a  grass-covered  mound  at  the  base  of  the  Piquet 
House  Hill,  was  all  that  remained  to  his  el^er  J)^rqtiier.^ 


404  LADY  WBDDBBBXTBN'S  WISH. 

CHAPTER    LXXIV. 

THE  CAVE  OF  FOUL  KOUBA. 

*'  A  CossAOS,  a  dog  of  a  Cossack,  by  Heaven  \^  exclaimed 
Horace  Bamornie,  in  a  low  voice  of  intense  emotion,  as  lie  un- 
sheathed the  sabre  with  which  he  had  provided  himself  at  the 
house  of  the  Tartar,  and  saw  his  apparent  foe,  a  wild-looking 
fellow,  with  matted  hair  and  cap  to  match,  and  clad  in  a  rough 
shoubak  come  hastily  towards  him.  ^ 

"  English,  now  th^uik  God !"  exclaimed  the  seeming  Cossack, 
in  whom  Horace  instantly  recognised  Newnham,  the  commander 
of  the  yacht  "May  I  never !"  he  added,  turning  to  the  sleeping 
girl,  of  whose  face  only  the  handsome  mouth  and  set  of  small 
white  teeth  were  visible.  "By  Jove  !  if  this  isn't  Miss  Wedder- 
burn,  and  you — ^you  in  the  caftan  like  a  Ruski  1" 
"  Captain  Ramomie,  of  the  Royal  Fusileers." 
"  And  don't  you  recognise  me— -JBob  Newnham  V* 
**  Of  course  I  do,"  was  the  response ;  and  they  shook  hands 
heartily,  each  being  intensely  relieved  by  discovering  who  the 
other  was ;  and  the  sound  of  their  voices  awoke  the  sleeper. 
Alarm  was  her  first  emotion,  and  then  her  natural  sense  of  fun 
caused  her  to  laugh  at  the  odd  figure  cut  by  her  old  friend 
Newnham;  for  they  had  been  great  friends  on  board  the  yacht, 
the  poor  and  soured  Lieutenant  R.N.,  having  sunned  himself 
for  a  time  in  the  charm  of  her  society,  though  he  knew  that  the 
pleasure  would  end  some  day,  but  not  so  disastrously  as  it  had 
come  to  pass. 

"  By  Jove,  Ramomie,  I  feel  almost  comfortable  now  and 
quite  happy,  for  the  idea  that  Miss  Wedderbum  was  in  the 
hands  of  uiose  beastly  Ruskies  was  maddening  to  me,''  said 
Newnham,  when  he  had  heard  their  story.  "  I  wish  I  had  a 
pipeful  of  tobacco  or  a  cigar,  however.  I  have  often  made  both 
one  and  t'other  do  duty  in  place  of  fire  or  a  tot  of  hot  grog  on 
a  cold  night-watch." 
"  But  how  did  you  escape  and  obtain  these  arms  f 
"  And  this  elegant  costume  ]  Well,  if  you  guessed  till  your 
hair  was  grey  and  as  long  as  the  Atlantic  cable,  you  never  would 
hit  on  the  right  thing.  It  happened  in  this  way.  The  two  fellows 
who  escorted  me  proceeded  for,  I  don't  know  how  many  miles, 
towards  Perecop,  passing  between  Karasu  Bazar  and  the  Putrid 
Sea,  till  one  fine  day,  about  a  week  ago,  they  made  a  halt  on 
the  banks  of  the  Karasu,  in  a  fertile  and  beautiful  valley, 
covered  with  yellow  and  green  tobacco  fields ;  and  though  we 
had  gone  so  far,  still  the  flat  scalp  of  this  mountain,  the  Tchatr 
Dagh,  was  visible  at  the  southern  horizon.    That  I  might  share 
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their  black  bread  and  quass  they  took  the  devilish  handcuffs 
off  me^  but  each  had  by  him  a  sabre  and  loaded  pistols,  as  a 
Mnt  of  what  I  might  expect  if  I  attempted  anjrthingmrpleasant. 
"  The  scenery  was  lovely,  the  air  delightful,  and  the  halt  most 
welcome ;  for  1  was  weary  and  thirsty;  but  tne  dohefar  niente 
character  of  our  little  picnic  underwent  a  rapid  change.  It 
chanced  that  the  Cossack  named  Ivan  had  planted  his  butt-end 
fairly  upon  a  hollow  place,  containing  a  large  wasps*  nest.  On 
finding  himself  stung  by  one,  he  funously  discharged  a  pistol 
into  the  hole,  and  in  a  moment  the  air  was  black  with  them. 
They  came  not  alone  from  that  hole,  but  from  a  score  of  others. 
I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  bolted  a  little  way,  for  in  a  trice  the 
two  Cossacks  were  covered  with  them,  wasps  and  bees  too,  were 
on  their  faces,  necks,  ears,  and  hands.  They  buried  their  heads 
in  the  long  grass ;  they  roared,  and  raved^  and  rolled  about  in 
Titter  agony,  so  I  resolved  to  lose  no  time  m  making  tiie  best  of 
the  opportunity.  I  seized  the  cap  of  one,  the  shoubah  of  another, 
then  provided  myself  with  the  arms  of  Ivan  and  the  horse  of 
Alexis,  and  leaving  them  to  their  sorrows  rode  as  if  the  devil 
was  after,  me,  by  the  very  way  we  had  come.  In  fact,  I  rode 
till  my  horse  dropped  imder  me,  and  I  was  compelled  to  leave 
it,  poor  animal,  to  the  vultures.  Then  I  lost  my  way,  and  for 
days  have  been  wandering,  feeding  myself  on  whatever  I  could 

fick  up,  tiU  chance  last  night  brought  me  this  way,  and  here 
am." 

Newnham  related  his  adventures  so  brieflv  and  jauntily  that 
even  Gwenny  could  not  help  smiling  through  her  tears. 

"  Come,  Miss  Wedderbum,''  said  he,  "  don't  have  a  faint 
heart  in  harbour,  after  having  shown  a  brave  one  at  sea." 

**  But  we're  not  in  harbour  yet.  Captain  Newnham." 

"  We  soon  shall  be,  and  laugh  over  all  these  things.  You  have 
had  a  lucky  escape  from  that  rascally  Eussian,  and  in  my  heart  I 
thank  God  for  it,"  said  he,  kindly  patting  her  fingers  with  his 
strong  brown  hand.  **  It  is  a  queer  bunk  this,"  he  added,  sur- 
veying the  cave,  and  looking  at  the  sunny  landscape  tiiat 
stretcned  far  away  below  its  mouth  or  arch  of  rock,  which 
seemed  to  form  a  frame  for  it  like  that  of  a  picture ;  "  but  what 
are  all  these  that  strew  the  floor  1" 

"  Bones,"  said  Horace,  in  a  low  voice. 

"Bones!" 

"  Yes,  human  ones.    Hush  1" 

In  this  cavern  a  party  of  Genoese  had  been  smoked  to  death 
by  the  Tartars  (just  as  the  French  used  to  make  a  razzia  among 
the  Arabs  in  Algeria),  and  their  bones  are  still  lying  there.  So 
at  this  hour  the  tourist  in  the  Scottish  Hebrides  may  see  in  the 
cavern  at  Eigg  the  bones  of  the  Macleans,  who  were  there 
smoked  to  death  in  a  similar  fashion  by  the  Macdonalds.   This 
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Crimean  den  is  of  vast  extent ;  for  Monsieur  Oudinet,  a  French- 
man, is  said  to  have  "  penetrated  half  a  day's  journey  into  it, 
without  reaching  the  end.*'  Be  that  as  it  may,  our  fugitives 
contented  themselves  with  lingering  at  the  mouth  thereof. 

Though  they  had  no  food,  the  day  passed  rapidly ;  they  had 
all  so  much  to  say  and  to  tell  each  otner,  and  it  was  proposed 
that  at  nightfall  Gwenny  should  mount  again,  and  some  pro- 
gress be  made  towards  the  valley  of  Baidar.  Balaclava  coiild 
only  be  some  thirty-seven  miles  distant.  So,  when  evening 
came  and  the  shadows  of  the  Tchatr  Dagh  fell  far  across  the  sun- 
lit valley,  and  melted  away  in  general  darkness,  Newnham  crept 
forth  to  scout  and  listen  ;  for  mist  was  stealing  in  from  the  sea 
again.  t 

Secure  for  the  time,  as  they  deemed  themselves  in  that 
uncouth  place  of  shelter  and  secrecy,  Gwendoleyne  laid  her 
throbbing  temples  on  the  breast  of  Ramornie,  nestling  herself 
there,  as  if  sure  of  peace  and  security,  while  he  pressed  his  lips 
to  her  brow  from  time  to  time  :  and  so  they  remained  silent, 
hand  in  hand,  heart  speaking  to  heart  only,  till  a  sound  aroused 
them. 

"It  was  Newnham  creeping  in  to  announce  that  "some 
infernal  Huskies  were  in  motion  in  the  valley  below,  as  he 
could  hear  by  their  horses'  hoofs  ;"  doubtless  a  scouting  party 
brought  by  the  treacherous  Tartar. 

A  low  cry  of  alarm  escaped  Gwenny, 

"  Now  do  take  heart.  Miss  Wedderbum,*'  urged  Newnham  ; 
"  remember  that,  as  some  writer  has  it, '  no  pleasure  is  lasting 
that  is  not  dashed  with  a  sense  of  danger.' " 

At  that  moment  the  Tartar  horse  hobbled  in  the  thicket 
below  neighed  ;  after  a  few  seconds  there  was  a  response  from 
another  amid  the  mist  below".  Then  came  the  sound  of  voices, 
and  of  feet,  as  if  many  men  were  scrambling  up  to  the  mouth 
of  the  cavern,  and  Horace  felt  his  heart  beating  painfully  and 
wildly,  as  he  clutched  his  sabre,  resolved  to  die  nard.  To  do 
that  was  easy,  but  what  of  Gwenn3r  then  1 

Through  the  gloom  and  obscurity  of  the  misty  night  they 
could  see  the  figures  of  the  dismounted  Cossacks  making  their 
way  up  the  slope  ;  but  just  as  the  foremost  had  come  within 
twenty  yards  of  tne  hidmg-place  there  was  the  report  of  mus- 
ketry on  the  road  below,  and  by  the  flashes  it  became  evident 
that  an  exchange  of  shots  was  taking  pla<je  between  the  Rus- 
sians and  some  hostile  force. 

The  leading  Cossack  paused,  and  next  moment  a  huge  stone, 
hurled  from  the  hand  of  Ramornie.  dashed  him  into  the  mist 
below.  His  comrades  lingered  douotfully  in  the  ascent,  as  if 
they  knew  not  whether  to  fall  back  or  advance,  for  the  firing 
continued  to  increase  in  the  dark  below,  and  by  the  distance 
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between  the  flashes  it  seemed  to  have  been  opened  by  troot)s 
extended  in  skirmishing  order,  feeling  their  way  as  they  slowly 
advanced. 

Suddenly  a  lond  and  authoritative  voice  rang  out,  and  once 
more  the  ascent  t^  the  cave  of  Foul  Kouba  was  resumed,  while 
a  large  and  brilliant  fireball,  thrown  almost  into  its  mouth, 
reveSed  all  within.  Steadily  it  burned  in  the  still  atmosphere 
of  the  breathless  night,  casting  a  green  and  ghastly  glare  on  the 
red  marble  walls  and  arched  roof  of  the  vast  natural  grotto, 
lighting  up  many  a  point  and  feature  hitherto  unseen  in  its 
gloomy  recesses,  on  the  wild  weeds  that  grew  in  luxuriance 
about  its  entrance,  on  the  whitened  bones  that  strewed  its  floor, 
on  the  shrinking  figure  of  the  pale  and  terrified  girl,  and  on  her 
two  guardians  crouching,  each  with  sabre  and  pistol  in  hand, 
behind  a  mass  of  rock,  intent  onlv  on  defending  ner  to  the  last 
gasp  and  dying  as  hard  as  possible. 

Steadily,  we  say,  burned  the  weird  and  ghastly  light,  and  the 
first  face  it  feU  upon  was  that  of  Galitzin.  He  had  lost  his  cap 
in  the  ascent,  and  was  clad  in  his  light  green  uniform  lapelled 
with  white.    He  was  armed  with  a  sabre  and  revolver  pistoL 

He  fired  the  latter  thrice  at  Ramomie,  but  the  balls  only 
starred  the  rocks  behind  him,  and  the  echoes  tound  a  hundred 
reverberations  in  the  black  profundity  beyond.  The  sneering 
courtesy,  the  sleek  aspect,  the  cold  and  glittering  smile  of 
Galitzin,  all  were  gone  now,  and  the  eyes,  the  bearing,  and  the 
expression  of  the  human  tiger  had  replaced  them.  The  man 
looked  all  instinct  with  ferocity  and  recklessness.  He  was 
haggard,  ghastly,  and  savage,  as  he  cast  one  furious  and  inquir- 
ing glance  to  where  the  rifles  were  flashing  through  the  gloom 
below,  and  then  sprang  into  the  mouth  of  the  rocky  den  with 
uplifted  sword,  to  be  instantly  cut  down  by  Hoj-ace ;  for  the 
sharp  and  trenchant  Damascus  blade,  of  which  he  had  so 
opportunely  possessed  himself,  clove  the  truculent  Muscovite  to 
the  left  eye,  and  he  fell  prone  at  his  feet  without  a  groan ! 

Another  who  followed  him  was  shot  byNewnham,  who 
speedily  despatched  two  more  with  his  sword ;  and  now,  scared 
by  the  fall  of  their  leader  and  by  the  increasing  fire  of  musketry 
in  the  mist  below,  all  who  were  ascending  fled  down  the  slope 
and  disappeared,  leaving  the  fugitives  free ;  but  one,  ere  he 
went,  discharged  his  carbine  back  at  random,  and  by  this  Par- 
thian shot  Ramornie  had  his  right  arm  broken  above  the  elbow. 

"  Vive  la  France  !"  cried  a  voice  out  of  the  obscurity.  "  Mes 
Zouaves,  suivez-moi !" 

Then,  after  a  time,  came  the  sound  of  the  Scottish  bagpipes, 
and  of  the  shrill  Zouave  trumpets,  sounding  the  advance. 

*'  By  Jove !  an  attacking  force  at  last,  and  not  a  moment  toe 
Boon !"  exclaimed  Bob  Newnham. 
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The  tread  of  feet,  passing  double-quick  along  the  valley 
below,  re-echoed  for  a  time,  and  occasional  shots  were  heard 
and  flashes  seen,  dying  away  in  distance  and  obscurity.  Newn- 
ham,  to  prevent  Q«venny  being  shocked,  trundled  the  fallen 
Russians  down  the  slope ;  and  the  remainder  of  the  night  was 
passed  in  hope  mingled  with  suspense  and  anxiety. 

When  day  dawned,  the  white  flag  had  disappeared  from 
Yaila,  and  two  of  darker  tints  were  floating  over  its  leaden 
domes,  doubtless  the  union  and  the  tricolour ;  and  two  columns 
of  infantry,  one  in  red  and  one  in  blue,  were  encamped  on  the 
plain  witmn  a  mile  of  Yaila. 

Still  the  fugitives  did  not  venture  forth,  though  Ramomie 
was  enduring  the  greatest  pain  in  his  woundS  arm,  and 
Gwenny  was  overwhelmed  with  grief  about  him,  as  she  sat  by 
his  side  watching  his  pale  face,  while  he  clenched  his  teeth  to 
conceal  his  agony.  Aoout  noon  two  mounted  officers  in  French 
uniform  came  galloping  back  to  the  lurking-place  to  discover 
who  had  been  firing  from  thence  over-night ;  and  one  of  these 
proved  to  be  Colonel  De  La  Fosse,  who  informed  them  that 
Sir  Colin  Campbell,  on  ascertaining  the  exact  whereabouts  of 
Yaila,  had  dispatched  a  regiment  of  nis  Highland  Brigade  with 
a  few  guns  towards  it,  in  conjunction  with  the  34th  Infanterie 
de  la  Ligne  and  a  battalion  of  Zouaves  sent  by  General  Bosquet. 
To  this  combined  force  the  Pulkovnick  Tegoborski  had  sur- 
rendered without  firing  a  shot,  and  all  his  garrison  were 
prisoners  of  war. 

**Sacre  tonnerre!"  added  the  Frenchman,  "and  yonder 
fellow  lying  dead  on  the  slope  is  the  spy,— after  all— aha^  le 
scelerat  /" 

"  He  is  the  Prince  GaUtzin  "  said  Horace. 

"Cut  down  by  Captain  Ramomie,  and  serve  him  right," 
added  Newnham. 

"  And  you.  Mademoiselle,  ma  douce  amie,"  said  the  Colonel, 
approaching  Gwenny,  cap  in  hand  ;  "  this  is  no  place  for  you,  so 
we  shall  forward  you  to  Balaclava  in  a  Tartar  kabitka ;  and 
meantime  I  shall  send  the  surgeon  of  the  Scottish  regiment  to 
dress  your  wounded  arm,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine.  Aha,  mon 
brave  !  we  have  just  come  in  time  ;  but  by  the  horns  of  the 
devil,  I  would  rather  have  cut  off  my  moustachios  than  have 
had  that  pitiful  Russian  mouchard  to  escape.  And  now,  adieu ! 
for  I  must  ride  back  to  Yaila." 

"We  shall  meet  again,  I  hope,  Monsieur  le  Colonel T  said 
Ramomie,  cheerfully. 

"  Allons !  I  hope  so ;  all  the  roads  in  the  world  lead  to  Rome 
—or  to  Heaven.  Adieu,  Mademoiselle  I"  he  added,  and  lifting 
his  kepi,  bowed  low  and  hurried  to  where  his  horse  awaited 
him.    But  they  were  fated  never  to  see  the  gallant  Louis  De  la 
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Fofise  again,  as  on  the  8th  of  the  following  September,  he  fell  at 
the  head  of  the  34th  Infanteiie,  at  the  storming  of  the  MalakofiF 
Tower. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

CONCLUSION. 

Thby  joined  Lady  Wedderbum  at  Misseri's  in  Pera,  and  her 
reunion  with  Gwenny  was  the  first  gleam  of  joy  that  had 
visited  the  poor  woman's  heart  since  that  morning  on  which  the 
stranded  jracht  was  so  foully  cannonaded  by  the  Bussians. 

After  ms  wound  was  dressed,  Horace  had  paid  a  farewell 
visit  to  his  comrades  at  the  trenches,  and  brought  away  his 
cousin  Cyril's  baggage ;  but  the  packing  thereof-— slight  and 
slender  though  his  fighting  wardrobe  was — proved  a  sorrowful 
task ;  for  few  mementos  bring  the  presence  of  the  dead  so 
powerfully  before  us  as  garments  they  have  worn,  or  the  objects 
of  their  solicitude.  Among  other  things  Horace  found  Maltese 
crosses,  Gozza  buttons  from  Valetta,  roseleaf  bracelets  full  of 
sweet  perfume  from  Stamboul  for  his  mother,  Gwenny,  and 
even  little  Miss  M*Caw ;  a  Turkish  pipe  for  Bob,  swords  from 
the  Alma,  bayonets  from  Inkerman,  a  fragment  of  an  iron  shell 
from  the  Valley  of  Death  for  Sir  John— suitable  present  for 
everybody. 

His  tattered  Fusileer  uniform,  his  bruised  epaulettes,  his 
Indian  medals  and  rusted  sword  were  brought  away  by  Horace. 
Then  too  his  photos,  little  mementos  of  the  happy  home  circle, 
each  and  all  treasured  as  sacred  lares  by  Cyril  m  that  Crimean 
hut,  and  often  looked  at  fondly  and  lingeringly  in  the  long 
hours  of  the  weary  night,  while  the  great  guns  were  heard 
pounding  away,  and  men  were  dying  fast  amid  the  frozen  mud 
and  gore  of  the  fatal  trenches. 

A  few  letters  there  were,  at  which  Horace  glanced ;  they 
were  in  a  lady's  hand,  and  tied  up  with  a  white  riband.  Ramomie 
dared  not  read  more  than  a  line,  for  the  secrets  of  the  dead  are 
sacred ;  but  they  were  ftiU  of  earnest,  passionate,  and  girlish 
love,  frank,  tender,  and  adoring ;  for  they  were  the  few — a 
dozen  or  so — ^that  Cyril  had  received  in  happier  days  from 
Mary  Lennox. 

Now  both  hearts  were  still— still  for  ever ;  and  the  spirit 
that  had  invoked  spirit  were  perhaps  together  now,  in  the 
Shadowy  Land  that  lies  beyond  human  ken. 

Horace  placed  the  packet  in  the  camp  fire  that  burned  out- 
side the  hut,  and  after  watching  the  embers  smoulder,  resumed 
his  sorrowful  packing  with  one  hand.  These  letters  seemed 
now  but  as  *Hhe  vague  shadows  of  a  vague  existence." 
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"  Life  is  made  up  of  bitterness,  Gwenny,"  said  Lady  Wedder- 
bum,  as  she  caressed  the  girl's  head  in  her  bosom,  "and  I  have 
brought  a  few  upon  myself  and  you  •  but  ere  long  we  shaJl  be 
safe  at  home.  Yet  Cyril,  my  darling  Cyril,  can  never  be 
restored  to  me,  and  it  seems  so  cruel  and  strange  that  I  shall 
never  see  him  more  !  **  And  as  she  spoke  all  her  mother's  heart 
— and  God  knoweth  how  great  a  heart  that  is— went  forth  for 
the  dead  son.  "  My  poor  Cyril ! "  she  resumed,  as  she  resigned 
her  to  Horace.  "  I  cannot  conceal  from  you,  Gwenny,  that  I 
had  other  views  and  another  wish  concerning  you ;  but  Qod 
hath  willed  it  otherwise,  and  may  you  and  Horace  be  happy  1 " 

A  few  days  after  this  saw  them  all  "  off  for  Old  England,  as 
fast  as  black  diamonds  and  boiling  water  could  turn  the  screw- 
propeller  "  to  quote  Bob  Newnham,  who  was  left  behind  in 
command  of  a  large  transport,  a  post  procured  for  "^m  by  Lady 
Emescleugh. 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  thankful ! "  exclaimed  Gwenny,  looking  at  the 
canvas  as  it  was  sheeted  home  to  accelerate  the  vessel's  speed. 

"  Thankful  for  what,  darling  %  "  asked  Horace ;  "  to  be  free  r' 

"Not  that  alone,  but  to  be  once  more  upon  the  sea — the 
great  ocean  ;  it  is  like  the  beginning  of  home. ' 

"Home,  Gwenny,  darling?  we  are  not  yet  past  Seraglio 
Point.    Yet  I  understand  your  feeling." 

"  So  do  I,  Miss  Wedderbum,"  said  Newnham,  whose  boat 
was  alongside,  and  who  was  gazing  on  her  admiringly.  "  You 
feel  like  myself  :  that  when  on  blue  water  you  are  on  the  high 
road  to  Old  England.    Ah,  you  should  be  a  sailor's  wife !' 

"  Ah !  but  she  is  to  be  a  soldier's,"  said  Horace,  "  and  the 
water  is  green  here." 

"  And  green  water  always  shoals,"  replied  Newnham ;  and 
bidding  tnem  a  laughing  farewell  he  descended  the  side  ladder 
and  shoved  off  to  his  transport 

Though  clouded  by  natural  regret  for  Cyril,  the  heart  of 
Gwenny  was  full  of  happiness,  and  her  dark  eyes  shone  with 
liquid  fight,  while  all  her  face  seemed  to  beam  with  sweetness 
and  bright  intellect  as  she  surveyed  Horace  Bamomie,  her 
future  husband,  and  admired  his  perfect  features,  his  erect  air, 
broad  chest,  and  lithe  figure  so  full  of  strength  and  svmmetry, 
aU  save  the  poor  wounded  arm  in  its  scarf  of  black  silk. 

She  was  with  him  she  loved  and  who  loved  her.  She  forgot 
the  past  and  all  her  tears,  and  absolutely  blushed  at  her  own  joy 
as  the  great  steamer  sped  on  its  homeward  path,  their  eyes  ever 
seeking  each  other,  and  never,  never  wearying  of  the  search. 

Her  glossy  black  hair  was  simply  braided  and  cirt  by  tiny 
diamond  stars  upon  a  narrow  velvet  band  round  her  heacL 
displaying  tiie  pretty  ears  and  fine  contour  of  her  neck  ana 
^oat.    Her  dress  was  black  silk,  trimmed  with  narrow  white 
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lace,  and  she  liad  silver  bracelets^  necklet,  and  cross,  all 
enameUed  with  black,  as  mourning  for  her  cousin. 

"  Ah,"  thought  Horace,  as  he  surveyed  her,  while  she  sat  on 
the  poop  twirling  her  parasol  under  the  awning,  "who  in  the 
world,  with  any  idea  of  joy  or  happiness,  would  be  a  bachelor ! " 

But  neither  could  say  all  they  telt  then— 

"  Tor  words  are  weak  and  hard  to  seek, 
When  wanted  fifty-fold ; 
And  then  if  silence  will  not  speak, 
Kor  trembline  lip,  nor  changing  cheek, 
There's  nothing  to  be  told  1" 

If  it  is  difficult  to  describe  our  own  happiness  it  becomes 
next  to  impossible  to  pourtray  that  of  others.  So  we  shall  not 
attempt  to  expatiate  upon  the  emotions  of  Gwenny  and  Ra- 
mornie ;  yet,  like  all  happiness,  it  had  its  alloy,  for  they  could 
not  but  revert  to  the  memory  of  him  who  lay  in  his  lone  grave 
by  the  Picquet  House  Hill. 

"  I  couldn't  send  in  my  papers,  Gwenny,  even  as  your  rich 
husband,  while  the  war  lasted,  but  this  broken  arm  luckily 
settles  all  for  me,''  said  Horace.  "  It  is  England  and  sick  leave 
in  the  first  place." 

"  With  me  for  your  nurse—and  your  dear  little  wife,  Horace." 

They  looked  back  from  the  poop,  for  now  they  were  in  the 
Sea  of  Marmora.  The  tall  cypresses  of  Scutari,  the  mosques, 
the  domes  and  minarets,  and  all  the  flags  of  Stamboul,  the  city 
of  the  Sultan,  had  lessened  in  the  distance,  and  were  blending 
with  the  golden  evening  haze  as  they  sped  on  the  world  of 
waters :  and  when  the  night  came  down,  and  the  stars  came  out 
in  the  deep  calm  blue  of  the  sky,  Gwenny  still  sat  there,  with 
her  hands  clasped  in  those  of  her  future  husband— the  realization 
of  a  young  girl's  dream. 
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PREFACE. 


In  the  following  volume  I  have  endeavoured  to  delineate  the 
career  of  a  soldier — and  of  a  character  that  has  not  as  yet,  I 
think,  figured  in  the  pages  of  our  military  novelists — a  Gentle- 
man Volunteer,  serving  with  a  line  regiment  in  time  of  war, 
according  to  a  custom  which  survived  even  the  memorable  battles 
of  the  Peninsula. 

As  the  scene  of  his  adventures  (some  of  which  are  not  qaite 
fictitious),  I  have  chosen  the  expedition  under  the  gallant  and 
ill-fated  Sir  John  Moore,  as  it  has  scarcely,  if  ever,  been  made 
the  theme  of  a  military  romance. 

No  history  of  the  25th  Foot  is  in  existence ;  hence,  as  the 
brief  outline  of  its  early  career  is  substantially  correct,  it  may 
prove  of  interest  to  some  readers. 

I  may  add  that  the  94th  regiment  mentioned  occasionally,  is^ 
the  old  94;th  or  "  Scots  Brigade,"  which  came  from  the  service 
of  the  States  General,  and  was  disbanded  after  Waterloo. 

The  corps  at  present  bearing  the  same  number  in  the  Army 
List  was  also,  however,  raised  in  Scotland,  but  in  December, 
1823;  and  on  that  occasion  the  green  standard  of  the  old 
brigade  of  gallant  memory  was  borne  through  the  streets,  from 
the  castle  of  Edinburgh,  by  a  soldier  of  the  Black  Watch. 

26,  Danube  Street, 
Edinbubgh. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

LADY     WINIFEEB. 


•Thick,  thick—  no  sight  remains  the  while, 
From  the  farthest  Orkney  Isle, 
No  sight  to  seahorse  or  to  seer. 

But  of  a  little  pallid  sail. 
That  seems  as  if  'twould  struggle  near. 

And  then  as  if  its  pinion  pale 

G«ye  up  the  battle  to  the  gale." — Lkiqh  Httitt. 

On  the  afternoon  of  a  lowering  day  in  the  November  of  1798,  a 
square-rigged  vessel — ^a  brig  of  some  three  hundred  and  fifty 
tons — was  seen  in  the  offing,  about  twelve  miles  distant  from  the 
bluff,  rocky  headland  of  Rohallion,  on  the  western  coast  of  Carrick, 
beating  hard  against  a  headwind  and  sea,  that  were  set  dead  in 
shore ;  and,  as  a  long  and  treacherous  reef,  locally  known  as  the 
Partan  Craig  {Anglice  Crab-rock),  lies  off  the  headland,  many 
fears  were  loudly  expressed  by  on-lookers,  that  if  she  failed  to 
gain  even  better  sea  room  ere  nightfall,  the  gale,  the  waves,  and 
the  current  might  prove  too  much  for  her  in  the  end,  and  the 
half-sunken  reef  would  finish  the  catastrophe. 

Over  the  craig  the  angry  breakers  of  the  Firth  of  Clyde  were 
seen  to  boil  ana  whiten,  and  the  ridgy  reef  seemed  to  rise,  at 
times,  like  a  hungry  row  of  shark's  teeth,  black,  sharp,  and 
shining. 

Witn  royal  yards  on  deck,  with  topsails  lowered  upon  the  caps, 
her  fore  and  main  courses  close-hauled,  with  a  double  reef  in 
each,  the  stranger  was  seen  to  lie  alternately  on  the  port  and 
starboard  tack,  and  braced  so  close  to  the  wind's  eye  as  a  square- 
rigged  craft  dared  be;  but  still  she  made  but  little  way  to  sea* 
ward. 
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From  Rohallion  there  were  two  persons  who  watched  her 
struggles  with  deep  interest. 

"The  turn  of  the  tide  will  strengthen  the  current,  my  lady, 
and  bring  her  close  to  the  craig,  after  all,"  said  one. 

"  Under  God's  favour,  Jolm  Girvan,  I  hope  not !"  was  the 
fervent  response. 

"  This  is  an  eddy  between  the  craig  and  the  coves  of  Rohallion 
as  string  as  the  whirlpool  of  Gorryvreckan  itself." 

''Yes,  John;  I  have  seen  more  than  one  poor  boai,  witk  its 
<jrew,  perish  there,  in  the  herring  season." 

"Look,  look,  my  lady!  There  is  another  vessel — a  brig,  I 
take  her  to  be — running  right  into  the  firth  before  the  wind." 

Tbe  speakers  were  Winifred  Lady  Rohallion  and  her  husband's 
bailie  or  factor,  who  stood  together  at  a  window  of  the  castle  of 
Rohallion,  which  crowns  the  summit  of  the  headland .  before 
mentioned,  and  from  whence,  as  it  is  a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  in 
height,  and  rises  almost  sheer  from  the  water,  a  spacious  view  can 
be  obtained  of  the  noble  firth  of  Glvde,  there  expanding  into  a 
vast  ocean,  though  apparently  almost  landlocked  by  the  grassy  hills 
and  dales  of  Cunninghame,  the  princely  Isle  of  Bute  (the  cradle 
of  the  House  of  Stuart),  the  blue  and  rocky  peaks  of  Arran, 
the  grey  ridges  of  Kintyre;  and  far  away,  like  a  blue  stripe 
that  bounds  the  Scottish  sea,  the  dim  and  distant  shores  of 
Ireland. 

A  few  heavy  rain-drops,  precursors  of  a  torrent,  i)lashcd  oa 
the  window-panes,  and  with  a  swiftness  almost  tropical,  great 
tnasses  of  cloud  came  rolling  across  the  darkening  sty.  under 
their  lower  edges,  lurid  streaks  between  the  hill-tops  marked  the 
approach  of  sunset,  and  thunder  began  to  grumble  overhead,  as 
it  came  from  the  splintered  neaks  of  Arran,  to  die  away  among 
"the  woody  highlands  of  CarricK. 

Aware  that  when  the  tide  turned  there  would  be  a  tremendous 
€well,  with  a  sea  that  would  roll  far  inshore,  the  fishermen  in  the 
little  bay  near  the  castled  rock  were  all  busily  at  work,  drawing 
their  brown-tarred  and  sharp-prowed  boats  far  up  on  the  beach, 
for  there  was  a  moaning  in  the  sea  and  rising  wind  that  foretold 
a  tempestuous  night :  thus,  they  as  well  as  the  inhabitants  of 
Rohallion  Castle  were  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  the  strange 
brig,  instead  of  running  ri^ht  up  the  firth  in  search  of  safe  anchor- 
age under  some  of  the  high  land,  strove  to  beat  to  windward. 

The  conclusion  therefore  come  to  was,  that  she  was  French,  or 
that  her  crew  were  ignorant  of  the  river  navigation ;  there  were 
no  pilots  then  so  far  down  the  firth,  and  when  the  fishermen  spoke 
among  themselves  of  running  down  to  her  assistance  or  guidance, 
they  muttered  of  French  gun-brigs,  of  letters  of  marque,  and 
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priTateers— sbrugged  their  shoulders,  and  stood  pipe  in  mouth 
under  the  lee  of  the  little  rocky  pier  to  watch  the  event. 

At  the  drawing-room  windows  of  the  more  modern  portion  of 
th6  old  stronghold  of  Rohallion,  the  lady  of  that  name,  and  her 
bailie,  stood  watching  the  ship,  by  the  dim  light  of  the  darkening 
afternoon. 

Lady  Winifred  was  a  woman  of  a  style,  or  rather  of  a  school, 
that  has  passed  away  for  ever  out  of  Scotland. 

Tali  and  stately,  but  gentle,  homely,  and  motherly  withal,  her 
quaint  formality  was  tempered  by  an  old-fashioned  politeness, 
that  put  all  at  their  ease. 

Now  though  verging  on  her  fiftieth  year,  she  was  still  Very 
handsome,  albeit  where  dimples  once  laughed,  the  wrinkles  were 
appearing  now.  She  had  been  an  Edinburgh  belle  in  those  days 
when  the  tone  of  society  there  was  very  stately  and  aristocractic ; 
when  the  city  was  the  winter  resort  of  the  solid  rank  and  real 
talent  of  the  land ;  when  it  was  a  small  and  spirited  capital 
instead  of  a  huge  "deserted  village,"  abandoned  to  the  soothing  in- 
fluences of  the  church,  the  law,  Sabbatarianism,  and  the  east  wind. 

Her  lofty  carriage  and  old-fashioned  courtesy  reminded  one  of 
what  is  described  of  the  ladies  of  Queen  Anne  s  time :  she  pos- 
sessed a  singular  sweetness  in  her  smile,  and  every  motion,  even 
of  her  smooth,  white  hands,  though  perfectly  natural,  seemed 
studies  of  artistic  grace.  Her  eyes  where  dark  and  keen ;  her 
features  straight  and  noble;  her  complexion  brilliantly  fair. 
Though  powder  had  been  wisely  discarded  by  her  Majesty,  the 
Queen  Consort,  and  the  six  Princesses,  their  doing  so  was  no 
rule  for  Lady  Rohallion,  who  was  somewhat  of  a  potentate  in 
Carrick,  and  still  wore  her  hair  in  that  singular  half-dishevelled 
fashion,  full  and  flowing,  as  we  may  see  it  depicted  in  Sir  Joshua's 
famous  portrait  of  her,  which  is  to  be  hung  on  the  walls  of  the 
Scottish  National  Gallery,  when  cleared  of  some  of  their  local 
rubbish. 

Thus,  the  white  powder  which  she  retained  in  profusion, 
formed  a  singidar  but  not  unpleasing  contrast  to  her  black  eye- 
brows, black  eyes,  and  long  dark  lashes — silky  fringes,  from 
which,  some  five-and-twenty  years  before,  she  had  shot  more  than 
one  perriwigged  sub,  who  had  come  unscathed  from  the  dangers 
of  Bunker's-nill  and  Brandywine. 

On  the  present  occasion,  her  visitor,  who  bore  the  somewhat 
unaristocraticname  of  Mr.  John  Girvan,  or,  at  times,  Girvanmains, 
was  a  short,  thickset,  weatherbeaten  man  about  sixty  years  of 
age,  and  in  whom  any  one  could  have  discerned  at  a  glance  the 
old  soldier,  by  the  erect  way  in  which  he  carried  his  head.  He 
wore  an  old  military  wig  that  had  once  been  white,  but  wa» 
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cfuite  unpowdered  now  and  was  bleached  yellow ;  and  he  had  a 
jolly,  good-humoured  face,  rendered  so  red  by  exposure  to  the 
weather  and  by  imbibing  whisky-toddy,  that,  as  he  once  said 
himself,  "  it  might  blow  up  a  gunpowder  magazine,  if  he  came 
within  a  mile  of  it." 

He  had  been  the  Quartermaster  of  Lord  Rohallion's  regiment, 
the  25th  Foot,  and  after  long  service  with  it  in  America  and 
elsewhere,  had  settled  down  on  his  colonel's  estates  in  the  capacity 
of  land-steward,  ground-bailie,  and  general  factotum,  and  in  this 
capacity  had  snug  apartments  assigned  to  him  in  a  part  of  the 
ola  castle. 

"  Wliile  looking  at  yonder  ship,  my  lady,  you  forget  the  letters 
I  have  brought  you  from  Maybole,"  said  he,  producing  a  leathern 
pouch  having  the  Hohallion  arms  stamped  in  brass  on  the  out- 
side ;  *' the  riding-postman,  with  the  mail- bags,  arrived  just  as  I 
was  leaving  the  liirkwynd  Tavern.  Waes  me !  what  a  changed 
place  that  is  now.  Many  a  crown  bowl  of  punch  have  poor 
Robbie  Burns  and  I  birled  there  I" 

"True,  John,  the  letters ;  unlock  the  bag,  and  let  me  see  what 
the  news  is  from  Maybole." 

This  ancient  burgh-of-barony  was  the  little  capital  of  old 
bailiewick  of  Carrick. 

Opening  the  pouch,  Girvan  tumbled  on  the  table  a  number  of 
letters  and  newspapers,  such  as  the  Edinburgh  "Courant"  and 
**  Chronicle,"  which  then  were  about  a  quarter  of  the  size  of  the 
journals  of  the  present  day,  and  were  printed  on  very  grey  paper, 
in  such  very  brown  ink,  that  lliey  had  quite  a  mediaeval  aspect. 

The  first  letter  Lady  Winifred  opened  was  from  her  cliief 
friend  and  gossip,  the  Countess  of  Eglinton,  with  whom  she  had 
been  at  school,  when  she  was  simply  Winifred  Maxwell,  and 
when  the  Countess  was  Eleanora  Hamilton,  of  Bourtreehill.  Her 
letter  was  somewhat  sorrowful  in  its  tenor : — 

*•  I  wish  you  would  visit  me,  my  dear  friend,"  it  ran ;  "  Eglin- 
ton Castle  is  so  dull  now,  so  very  triste !  My  good  lord  the 
earl  (whom  God  preserve !)  has  been  appointed  Colonel  of  the 
Ai'gyle  Fencibles,  one  of  the  many  kilted  regiments  now  bein^ 
raised,  lest  we  are  invaded  by  the  French  and  their  vile  Corsican 
usurper ;  so  he  hath  left  me.  My  second  boy,  Roger,  too,  hatii 
sailed  lieutenant  of  a  man- o'- war,  and  sorely  do  I  opine  that  never 
mair  shall  my  old  hand  stroke  his  golden  curls  a^ain — my  own 
brave  bairn !  (Her  forebodings  were  sadly  verified  when,  soon 
after,  this  favourite  son  died  of  fever  at  Jamaica.)  I  send  you 
Mrs.  Anne  Radclifi'e's  novel,  *The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho,'  in  five 
volumes,  which  I  am  sure  will  enchant  you.  I  send  you  also  the 
last  book  of  the  fashions,  which  I  received  hs  the  London  mail 
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three  weeks  ago.  Carriage  robes  are  to  have  long  sleeves,  and 
tlie  jockey  bonnets  are  trimmed  with  green  feathers ;  white  satin 
mantles  trimmed  with  swansdown,  of  the  exile  style,  are  con- 
sidered the  most  elegant  wraps  for  the  opera.  You  will  see  by 
the  papers  that  our  brave  Lord  Nelson  hath  been  created  Duke 
of  Bronte,  but  returns  from  Naples  with  the  odious  womau 
Lady  Bamil ton.  Tell  Bailie  Girvan  ('Quartermaster,'  I  think 
he  prefers)  that  I  thank  him  for  the  hawslock-wool*  he  sent  to 
Eglinton ;  my  girls  and  I  are  spinning  it  with  our  own  hands. 
Also  I  thank  your  sweet  self  for  the  lace  mittens  you  knitted 
for  me  on  Hallow-e*en.  Your  little  friend — it  may  soon  be  ward 
— Miss  Flora  Warrender,  is  now  with  us,  and  seems  to  grow 
lovelier  and  livelier  every  day.  I  have  Madame  Rossignal,  an 
emigre,  the  fashionable  mistress  of  dancmg,  from  Fyfe's  Close, 
Edinburgh,  with  me  just  now,  teaching  my  girls;  but  for  a 
child  of  eight  years,  the  little  Warrender  excels  them  both. 
Her  father  goes  abroad  in  command  of  his  regiment,  and  her 
poor  mother  is  almost  brokenhearted." 

"If  she  is  lonely  at  Eglinton,  with  her  daughters  the  Ladies  Jane 
and  Lilias,  how  much  more  must  I  be,  whose  husband  is  absent, 
and  whose  onlv  son  is  in  the  army !"  exclaimed  Lady  Winifred. 

**A  letter  from  Rx)hallion  himself!"  said  the  old  Quarter- 
master in  an  excited  tone,  handing  to  the  lady  a  missive  which 
bore  her  husband's  seal  and  coronet. 

"  From  him,  and  I  read  it  last !"  said  she  reproachfully,  as  she 
opened  it. 

It  was  dated  from  White's  Coffee-house,  in  London,  whither 
he  had  gone  as  a  representative  peer,  and  it  contained  only  some 
news  of  the  period,  such  as  comments  on  Lord  Castlereagh's  or 
Mr.  Pitt's  speeches  about  the  Irish  Union ;  ("  which  is  to  be 
carried  by  English  gold  and  guile,  like  our  owtiy'  said  the 
Quartermaster,  parenthetically;)  the  hopes  he  had  of  getting 
command  of  a  brigade  in  Sir  Ralph  Abercrombie's  proposed 
Egyptian  expedition ;  he  related  that  their  son  Cosmo,  the  master 
of  koliallion,  then  serving  with  the  Guards,  was  well,  and  stood 
high  in  favour  with  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

"A  doubtful  compliment,  if  all  tales  be  true,"  comniented 
Lady  Winifred. 

"  If  Rohallion  goes  on  service,  I'll  never  stay  at  home  behind 
him,"  exclaimed  old  Girvan;  "  it  would  ill  become  me." 

^' All  the  Highland  regiments  in  Great  Britain,  second  bat- 
talions as  well  as  first,  are  under  orders  for  immediate  foreign 
service,"  continued  his  lordship's  letter ;  **  this  looks  like  work, 
Winny  dear,  does  it  not  ?" 

*  The  finest  wool,  being  the  locks  that  grow  on  the  throat. 
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He  added  that  parliament  was  to  be  prorogued  ia  a  daj  or 
two,  and  that  he  would  return  by  sea  in  one  of  tne  Leith  smacks, 
which  were  then  large  and  heavy  passenffer  cutters,  of  some  two 
hundred  tons  or  so ;  they  were  all  armed  with  carronades,  and  as 
their  crews  were  secured  from  the  pressjg^angs,  they  manfully 
fought  their  own  way,  without  conroy,  with  the  ola  Scots  flag 
at  tneir  mast-head. 

"  He  comes  home  by  sea,"  said  Lady  Eohallion  aloud,  glanc- 
ing nervously  at  the  omnff,  where  the  coast  of  Ireland  had  dis- 
appeared, and  where  the  clouds  were  gathering  black  and  nq^idly. 

"  By  sea !"  repeated  Girvan. 

"  mw,  the  Lord  forfend,  at  this  season  of  the  year !" 

^  And  when  so  many  French  and  Spanish  privateers  infest  the 
seas,  led  by  fellows  who,  in  daring,  surpass  even  Commodore 
Tall  or  Paul  Jones,"  exclaimed  Girvan. 

As  if  to  echo  or  confirm  their  fears,  a  booming  sound  pealed 
from  a  distance  over  the  sea. 

"What  noise  is  that?"  asked  Lady  Eohallion,  starting  up, 
while  her  pale  cheek  grew  paler  still. 

"A  gun — a  cannon  shot  to  seaward!"  exclaimed  the  old 
soldier,  pricking  up  his  ears,  while  his  eyes  sparkled  on  recog* 
nising  the  once  too  familiar  sound. 

"  'Tis  that  vessel  in  distress,"  said  Lady  Uohallion,  as  they 
hurried  once  more  to  the  windows  which  overlooked  the  sea. 
"Away  to  the  clachan,  John;  get  all  our  people  together,  and 
have  tne  boats  launched." 

"  That  will  be  impossible  with  such  a  heavy  sea  coming  rolling 
in,  my  lady—clean  mipossible  I"  replied  the  other,  as  he  threw 
u]^  a  window  and  levelled  a  telescope  at  the  vessel,  while  the 
wild  blast  against  which  she  was  struggling  made  the  damask 
curtains  stream  like  banners,  and  frizzed  up,  like  a  mop,  the 
Quartermaster's  old  yellow  wig. 

"  What  do  you  see,  John  P    Speak,  Girvanmains !" 

"There  go  her  colours ;  but  I  can't  make  them  out." 

"  Twenty  guineas  a  man  to  all  who  will  aid  her !"  exclaimed 
Lady  Eohdlion,  taking  a  key  from  her  gold  chatelaine,  and  hurry- 
ing to  a  buhl  escritoire,  wmle  gun  after  gun  pealed  from  a  dis- 
tance over  the  stormy  sea ;  but  they  came  from  two  vessels,  one 
of  which  was  hidden  in  a  bank  of  dusky  vapour. 

The  lady  grasped  the  old  Quartermasters  arm,  and  her  white 
hands  trembled  nervously  as  she  exclaimed  in  a  whisper — 

"  Oh,  my  God,  John  Girvan  !  what  if  Bohallion  snould  be  on 
board  of  her,  with  a  foe  on  one  hand  and  a  lee  shore  on  the 
other?" 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

THE  PAILTAN   CBAIG. 

''Prone  on  the  midnight  surge  with  panting  breath. 
They  cry  for  aid,  and  long  contend  with  death ; 
High  o'er  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  sweep. 
And  down  they  sink  in  everlasting  sleep. 
Bereft  of  power  to  help,  their  comrades  see 
The  wretched  victims  die  beneath  the  lee !" 

Falcoiteb's  Shipwrsek. 

Insfieed  by  fears,  perhaps,  similar  to  those  of  his  lady,  the 
Quartermaster  made  no  immediate  reply,  but  continued  to  watch 
with  deep  interest,  and  somewhat  of  a  professional  eye,  the  red 
flashes  which  broke  from  the  bosom  of  that  gloomy  bank  of 
cloud,  which  seemed  to  rest  upon  the  surface  of  the  water,  about 
six  miles  dbtant. 

The  wind  was  still  blowing  a  gale  from  the  seaward.  Through 
the  fast-flying  masses  of  black  and  torn  vapour,  the  setting  sun» 
for  a  few  minutes  shed  a  lurid  glare — ^it  almost  seemed  a  baleful 
glow  along  the  crested  waves,  reddening  their  frothy  tops,  and 
fighting  up,  as  if  with  crimson  flames,  the  wet  canvas  of  the  brig ; 
but  lo !  at  the  same  instant,  there  shot  out  of  the  vapour,  and 
into  the  ruddy  sheen  of  the  stormy  sunset,  another  square- 
rigged  craft,  a  Drig  of  larger  size,  whose  guns  were  fired  with 
man-o'-war-like  precision  and  rapidity. 

The  first  vessel,  the  same  whidi  for  so  many  hours  had  been 
working  close-hauled  in  long  tacks  to  beat  off  the  lee  shore» 
now  relinquished  the  attempt,  and,  squaring  her  yards,  hoisting 
her  topsails  from  the  cap,  stood  straight  towards  Kohallion,  her 
crew  evidently  expecting  some  nmitary  protection  from  the 
castle  on  the  rock,  or  deeming  it  better  to  run  bump  ashore> 
with  all  its  risks,  than  be  taken  by  the  enemy. 

The  fugitive  was  snow-rigged,  a  merchant  brig  apparently  by 
her  deep  bends,  bluff  bows,  and  somewhat  clumsy  top  and 
liamper;  the  British  colours  were  displayed  at  her  gaff  peak. 
The  other  was  a  smart  gun-brig  or  pnvateer  with  the  tricolour 
of  France  floating  at  her  gafit^  and  a  long  whiplike  pennant 
streaming  ahead  of  her,  as  she  fired  her  bow  chasers.  Twice 
luffing  round,  she  let  fly  some  of  her  broadside  ^uns,  and  once 
she  discharged  a  lai^  pivot  cannon  &om  amidships,  in  her 
efforts  to  cripple  the  fugitive.  But  as  both  vessels  were 
plunging  heavily  in  a  tempestuous  sea,  the  shot  only  passed 
through  the  fore  and  main  courses  of  the  merchantman,  and 
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were  seen  to  ricochet  along  the  waves'  tops  ahead,  ere  they  sank 
amid  tiny  waterspouts  to  the  bottom.  Thus  the  violence  of  the 
gale  rendered  the  cannonading  of  the  Frenchman  nearly  futile. 

Neglected,  or  ill-protected  at  times  by  war-ship  and  batteries, 
as  the  whole  Scottisn  coast  was  doiring  the  war  against  France, 
such  episodes  as  this  were  of  freq^uent  occurrence.  There  was 
no  cruiser  in  the  vicinity,  so  the  flight  and  pursuit  in  the  offing 
went  on  interrupted,  notwithstanding  the  fury  of  the  gale, 
which  was  increasing  every  moment. 

Although  our  fleets  successfully  blockaded  the  great  military 
ports  of  France,  in  the  beginning  of  the  war,  her  privateers 
infested  all  the  broad  and  narrow  seas,  and  frequently  made 
dashes  inshore.  Only  seventeen  years  before  the  period  of  our 
story,  the  Fearnought^  of  Dunkirk,  cannonaded  Arbroath  with 
red-hot  shot;  and  much  about  the  same  time,  the  notorious 
renegade  Paul  Jones  kept  all  the  Scottish  seaboard  in  alarm 
with  his  fleet. 

Now  the  wild  blast  that  tore  round  the  sea-beaten  cliff  on 
which  the  castle  stood,  increased  in  fury ;  the  waves  grew  whiter 
as  the  lurid  sun  went  down,  enveloped  in  clouds  ;  the  sky  grew 
darker  and  the  guns  flashed  redder,  as  they  broke  through  the 
murky  atmosphere,  while  their  reports  were  brought  by  the 
wind,  sharply  and  distinctly,  to  the  ears  of  those  who  so 
anxiously  looked  on. 

"Oh,  if  Rohallion  should  be  there!"  exclaimed  Lady 
Winifred,  wringing  her  hands  a^ain  and  again. 

•*This  will  never  do!"  exclaimed  the  old  Quartermaster, 
wrathfuUy;  "  a  Frenchman  in  the  very  mouth  o'  the  Clyde  and 
dinging  a  Scottish  ship  in  that  fashion  I  I  must  Are  a  gun,  and 
get  the  volunteers  to  man  the  battery." 

Suddenly  the  sails  of  the  merchantman  were  seen  to  shiver, 
and  she  seemed  in  danger  of  losing  her  masts,  for  a  shot  had 
carried  away  her  rudder,  and  consequently  she  became  un- 
manageable ! 

Both  vessels  were  now  so  near  the  land,  that  the  Frenchman 
probably  became  alarmed  for  his  own  safety ;  so  changing  his 
course,  he  braced  his  yards  sharp  up,  and  beating  to  windward, 
speedily  disappeared  into  the  gloom  from  which  he  had  so 
suddenly  emerged,  and  was  seen  no  more ;  but  the  unfortunate 
victim  of  his  hostility  drifted  fast  away  before  the  wind,  partly 
broadside  on,  towards  that  lee  and  rocky  shore. 

**  She  will  be  foul  o*  the  Partan  Craig,  so  sure  as  my  name  is 
John  Girvan !"  exclaimed  the  Quartermaster. 

"There  is  death  in  the  air,  Girvanmains,"  added  Lady 
Eohallion,  in  a  low  voice  that  was  full  of  deep  emotion ;  "  I 
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heard  the  moan  of  the  sea  and  wind — the  deep  sough  of  coming 
trouble — in  the  coves  below  the  house  this  morning,  and  I  never 
knew  the  omen  fail — oh,  look  there — all  is  over  !  "  she  exclaimed 
with  a  shudder,  as  the  drifting  vessel  struck  with  a  crash,  they 
seemed  to  hear,  on  the  long  white  ridge  of  the  Partan  Craig. 

For  a  moment  her  masts  were  seen  to  sway  from  port  to  star- 
board, then  away  they  went  to  leeward,  a  mass  of  entangled 
ruin,  rigging,  yards,  and  sails,  as  she  became  a  complete  wreck 
bulged  upon  the  reef,  with  the  roaring  sea  making  tremendous 
breaches  over  her,  washing  boats,  booms,  bulwarks,  and  every- 
thing from  her  deck ;  and  thus  she  \bj,  helpless  and  abandoned 
to  the  elemental  war,  within  a  mile  of  the  shore. 

By  the  naked  eye,  but  more  particularly  by  means  of  a  tele- 
scope, the  crew  could  be  seen  making  frantic  signals  to  those  on 
shore,  or  lashing  themselves  to  the  timber  heads  and  the  stumps 
of  the  masts ;  and  near  her  bows  there  was  a  man  bearing  in  his 
arms  a  child,  whom  he  sought  to  shield  from  the  waves  that  every 
moment  swept  over  the  whole  ship. 

"  A  father  and  his  child,"  exclaimed  Lad^r  Eohallion,  in  deep 
commiseration ;  "  oh,  my  God,  the  poor  things  will  perish  !  I 
will  give  a  hundred  guineas  to  have  them  saved." 

"The  national  debt  wouldn't  do  it,"  replied  the  old  Quarter- 
master, grimly,  with  something  in  his  throat  between  a  sob  and 
a  sigh. 

In  those  days  there  were  no  lifeboats,  no  rocket  apparatus  to 
succour  the  shipwrecked,  and  in  such  a  wild  night  of  storm  and 
tempest — for  now  the  chill  November  eve  had  deepened  into 
night — the  hardy  fishermen,  who  alone  could  have  ventured 
forth  to  aid  the  drowning  crew,  thought  and  spoke  of  their 
wives  and  little  ones,  whose  bread  depended  on  tneir  exertions 
and  on  the  safety  of  their  clinker-built  boats,  now  drawn  high 
and  drjr  upon  the  beach ;  and  thus  compelled  by  prudence  to 
remain  inactive,  they  remained  with  their  weather-beaten  faces 
turned  stolidly  seaward  to  watch  the  helpless  wreck. 

That  those  who  were  thereon  did  not  despair  of  succour  from 
the  shore  was  evident,  for  on  the  stump  of  their  mainmast  the 
red  glaring  light  of  a  tar-barrel  was  soon  seen  burning  to 
indicate  where  they  were,  for  as  the  darkness  increased,  even  the 
snow-white  foam  that  boiled  over  the  Partan  Craig  became 
invisible. 

Then  the  fishermen's  wives  wrung  their  hands,  and  exclaimed 
in  chorus — 

**  The  puir  man  wi'  his  bairn— oh,  the  puir  man  wi'  his  bairn ! 
God  save  and  sain  them !" 

Elaring  steadily  like  a  great  torch,  the  light  of  the  blazing 
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barrel  shed  a  weird  gloom  upon  the  wreck,  and  defied  for  a  time 
even  the  seas  that  swept  her  to  extinguish  it,  while  the  heart- 
rending cries  of  the  poor  fellows  who  were  lasted  to  the  timber- 
heads  and  belaying  pins,  were  brought  to  the  listeners'  ears, 
from  time  to  time,  on  the  stormj  gusts  <^  wind. 

To  add  to  the  wildness  of  the  scene,  the  sea-birds,  disturbed 
in  their  eyries  among  the  rocks  by  the  cries,  the  recent  firing, 
and  the  blazing  barrel  now  came  forth,  and  the  spotted  guillemot 
(or  sea-turtle),  the  red-throated  northern  douker,  the  ravenous 
guU,  and  the  wild  screaming  mews  went  swooping  about  in  flocks 
on  the  blast. 

A  loud  and  despairing  cry  that  was  echoed  by  all  on  shore 
arose  from  the  wreck,  as  the  fire-barrel  was  extinguished  by  one 
tremendous  breaker;  and  now  local  knowledge  alone  could 
indicate  the  place  where  the  bul^  ship  was  perishing  amid  the 
gloom.  Soon  after  this,  the  cries  for  succour  ceased,  and  as 
large  pieces  of  timber,  planking,  bulwarks,  spars,  and  masts  were 
daslied  upon  the  pier  and  rocl^  by  the  furious  sea»  it  was  rightly 
conjectured  that  she  had  gone  to  pieces,  and  that  all  was  at  an 
end  now,  with  her  and  her  crew. 

Accompanied  by  the  village  dominie,  Symon  Skaill,  a  party  of 
fishermen,  farm  labourers  and  servants  from  the  castle,  Mr.  John 
GirvaD,  with  a  shawl  tied  over  his  hat  and  yellow  wig,  searched 
the  whole  beach  around  the  little  bay  that  was  overshadowed  and 
sheltered  by  the  castle-rock,  and  the  coves  or  caverns  that 
yawned  in  it,  hoping  that  some  poor  wretch  might  be  cast  ashore 
with  life  enough  remaining  to  tell  the  story  of  his  ship ;  but 
they  searched  long  and  vainly.  Pieces  of  wreck,  cordage,  torn 
sails,  broken  spars  and  blocks  alone  were  left  by  the  reflux  of 
the  waves,  and  the  flaring  of  the  searchers'  torches  on  the  gusty 
wind,  as  seen  from  the  Castle  of  Eohallion,  made  them  seem 
like  wandering  spirits,  or  something  certainly  uncanny  and  weird 
to  the  eyes  of  Lady  Winifred. 

So  the  night  wore  on,  the  storm  continued  unabated ;  heavily 
the  rain  began  to  lash  the  sea-beat  rocks  and  castle  walls ;  louder 
than  ever  roared  the  wind  in  the  caves  below,  and  more  fiercely 
boiled  the  breakers  over  the  Partan  Craig,  as  if  the  warring 
elements  were  rejoicing  in  their  strength,  and  in  the  destruction 
they  had  achieved. 

Wet,  wearied,  breathless,  and  longing  particularly  for  a  glass 
of  that  steaming  wliisky-toddy,  which  they  knew  awaited  tnem 
in  the  castle,  the  dommie  and  the  quartermaster,  whose  flam 
beaux  were  both  nearly  burned  out,  just  as  they  were  about  to 
ascend  a  narrow  path  that  wound  upward  from  the  beach,  heard 
simultaneously  a  sound  like  a  wildt  gasping  sob — a  half-stiflec 
cry  of  despair  and  exhaustion— from  tlie  seaward.    Shouting 
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lostily  for  assistanee,  they  eathered  some  of  the  stragglers, 
and  by  the  united  glare  of  their  torches,  upheld  at  arm's^ 
length,  they  beheld  a  sight  that  roused  their  tenderest  sym- 
pathies. 

Struggling  with  that  wild  sea,  whose  wares  were  stiU  rolling 
inshore,  about  twenty  feet  from  where  the  spectators  stood,  a 
man's  head  could  be  seen  amid  the  white  surf,  bobbing  like  a 
fisher's  float,  as  he  swam,  combating  nobly  with  the  waves,  but 
with  one  hand  and  arm  only;  the  other  hand  and  arm  sustained 
a  child,  who  seemed  already  dead  or  partially  drowned. 

^'Oh,  weelawa,  it  was  na  for  uocht  that  the  sealghs  were^ 
yowling  on  the  Partan  Craig  yestreen ! "  cried  Elsie  Irvine,  a 
stout  and  comely  matron ;  but  from  that  haunt  the  seals  have 
long  since  been  scared  by  the  river  steamers. 

**  Oh,  the  bairn — save  the  bairn — ^the  puir  wee  lammie — the 
puir  wee  doo !"  chorussed  the  women,  whose  maternal  instincts 
were  keenly  excited,  and  led  by  Elsie's  husband,  several  men 
rushed  into  the  water,  grasping  each  other  hand-in-hand  to  stem 
alike  the  flow  and  backwash  of  the  waves;  but  paralysed  now 
by  past  exhaustion  and  by  the  extreme  cold  ot  the  sea  and 
atmosphere,  the  poor  man,  who  was  clad  in  a  light  green  frock, 
laced  with  gold,  could  do  no  more  to  save  either  himself  or  his 
burden ;  and  thus  lay  floating  passively  on  the  surface,  drawn 
deep  into  the  black  trough  one  moment,  and  tossed  upon  the 
white  froth  of  a  wave-summit  the  next,  but  always  far  beyond 
the  reach  of  those  who  sought  to  rescue  him  and  his  boy,  and 
wild  and  ghastly  seemed  his  face,  when,  at  times,  it  could  b& 
seen  by  the  light  of  the  upheld  torches. 

Uttering  a  short,  sharp  cry  of  exhaustion  and  despair,  he 
suddenly  seemed  to  stand,  or  rise  erect  in  the  water ;  then  he 
cast  the  child  towards  the  beach,  threw  up  his  hands  as  if  human 
nature  could  endure  no  more,  and  sank-Hsank  within  twenty  feet 
of  where  the  spectators  stood. 

Irvine,  the  nsherman,  cleverly  caught  hold  of  the  child,  which 
a  wave  fortunately  threw  towards  nim,  and  the  little  fellow, 
senseless,  cold  and  breathless,  was  borne  away  in  the  plump^ 
sturdy  arms  of  his  wife,  to  be  stri{)ped,  put  in  a  warm  bed,  and 
restored,  if  possible,  to  heat  and  animation. 

Great  exertions  were  meanwhile  made,  but  made  in  vain,  to 
rescue  the  body  of  his  father,  for  it  was  never  doubted  that  such 
was  his  relationship  bjr  those  who  witnessed  his  severe  struggles^ 
his  love,  and  his  despair. 

The  storm  was  passing  away;  wet,  weary,  and  very  much 
*'  out  of  sorts  "  .by  their  unwonted  exertions,  the  quartermaster 
and  the  village  dominie,  a  thickset,  sturdy  old  fellow,  clad  in 
rusty  black,  with  a  tie  perriwig  and  square  buckled  shoes,  a^ 
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very  wrinkled  and  somewhat  careworn  face,  anived  at  the  Castle 
to  make  iheir  report  to  Lady  Rohallion,  who  had-  anxiously 
awaited  the  events  of  the  night. 

With  that  love  of  the  marvellous  and  the  morbid  peculiar  to 
their  class,  her  servants  had  every  few  minutes  brought  intelli- 
gence of  the  number  of  corpses,  gashed  and  mangled,  which 
strewed  the  beach;  of  treasures  and  rich  stufifs  which  came 
ashore  from  the  wreck,  and  so  forth;  but,  by  reading  her 
letters  and  other  occupations,  she  had  striven  to  wean  herself 
from  thinking  too  much  of  the  t/Crrors  that  reigned  without, 
tliough  every  gust  of  wind  that  howled  round  the  old  tower 
brought  to  mind  the  bulged  ship,  and  made  her  sigh  for  the 
absence  of  her  husband  and  son,  both  far  away  from  her ;  and 
now  starting  up,  she  listened  to  the  narrative  of  Dominie  Skaiil 
and  his  gossip,  Mr.  Girvan. 

"  Ugh !"  concluded  the  latter ;  "  I've  never  had  such  a  soak- 
ing since  I  tumbled  into  the  Weser,  in  heavy  marching  order, 
the  night  before  Minden ;  and  drowned  I  should  have  been,  but 
lor  the  ready  hand  of  Rohallion." 

"But  this  child  you  speak  of — where  is  it?**  twkcd  Lady 
Winifred. 

"  Wi*  auld  Elsie  Irvine,  down  by  the  coves,  my  lady,"  replied 
the  dominie,  with  one  of  his  most  respectful  bows. 

**  The  poor  little  think  is  alive,  then  ?'* 

"  Yes — alive,  warm,  and  sleeping  cosily  in  Elsie's  breast  by 
this  time — cosily  as  ever  bairn  o*  her  ain  did." 

"  Bring  thiar  child  to  me  in  the  morning,  dominie — you  will 
■see  to  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lady.*' 

**  A  bov,  you  say  it  is  P" 

"Yes.** 

"  And  what  is  he  like,  John  Girvan  ?" 

"  Just  like  other  bairns,  my  lady.*' 

"How?" 

"With  yellow  hair  and  a  nose  above  his  chin,"  replied  the 
•quartermaster,  wiping  the  water  out  of  his  neck  and  wig. 

"A  bonnie  golden-haired  baimie  as  ever  you  saw.  Lady 
Rohallion,"  replied  the  dominie,  with  a  glistening  eye,  for  he  had 
rh  kinder  heart  for  children  than  the  old  bachelor  Girvan ;  "  and 
he  minded  me  much  of  your  ladyship's  son,  the  master,  when 
about  the  same  size  or  ajpe." 

"  And  this  poor  child  is  the  sole  survivor  of  the  wreck  ?" 

"  So  far  as  we  can  learn,  the  sole — the  only  one !" 

"  Heaven  help  us !  this  is  very  sad ! "  exclaimed  the  lady, 
while  her  eyes  nlled  with  tears.     "Many  a  mother  will  have  a 
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sore  heart  after  this  storm,  and  more  than  one  widow  may  weep 
for  a  husband  drowned." 

"  Ay,  madam,  in  warrine  wi'  the  elements,  we  feel  ourselves 
what  the  Epicureans  of  old  dreamed  they  were — scarcely  the 
creation  of  a  benevolent  Being,  so  helpless  and  infirm  is  man 
when  opposed  to  them.'* 

"  Bother  the  Epicureans,  whoever  they  were ;  wring  the  water 
out  of  your  wig,  dominie,"  said  the  quartermaster. 

**  Any  bodies  that  come  ashore  must  be  noted,  examined,  and 
buried  with  due  reverence." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  replied  the  dominie ;  "  we'll  have  to  see  the 
minister  and  the  sheriff  anent  this  matter." 

*•  Dominie,  the  butler  will  attend  to  you  and  Mr.  Girvan. 
You  are  quite  wet,  so  lose  no  time  in  getting  your  clothes 
changed ;  and  bring  me  in  the  morning  this  little  waif  of  the 
ocean,  whom  I  quite  long  to  see.  Until  we  discover  his  parent- 
age, he  shall  be  my  peculiar  care." 

"That  shall  I  do,  my  lady,  joyfully,"  replied  the  dominie, 
bowing  very  low ;  "  and  that  you  will  be  unto  him  all  that  the 
daughter  of  Pharaoh  was  to  the  little  waif  she  found  in  the  ark 
of  bulrushes,  I  doubt  not." 

"  Now,  dominie,"  said  the  quartermaster,  testily,  "grog  first- 
Exodus  after." 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  your  ladyship  a  very  good  night ; 
and  we  shall  drink  to  your  health  a  glass  for  every  letter  of  your 
name,  like  the  Komans  of  old,  as  we  find  in  Tibullus  and  Mar- 
tial," said  the  solemn  dominie,  retiring  and  making  three  pro- 
found bows  in  reply  to  Lady  Rohallion's  stately  courtesy. 

**  Good  night,  dominie.  You,  Girvanmains,  will  tell  me  the 
last  news  in  the  morning." 

The  old  quartermaster  made  his  most  respectful  military 
obeisance  as  he  withdrew,  on  receiving  this  patronymic;  for 
though  he  had  begun  life  in  the  ranks  of  the  25th,  or  old  Edin- 
burgh regiment,  hke  every  Scot  he  had  a  pedigree,  and  claimed 
a  descent  from  the  Girvans  of  Girvanmains  and  Dalraorton,  an 
old  Ayrshire  stock,  who  were  always  adherents  of  the  Crawfords 
of  Rohallion,  either  for  good  or  for  evil,  especially  in  their  feuds 
with  the  Kennedies  of  Colzean ;  and  thus  he  was  disposed  to  be 
more  than  usually  suave,  when  the  lady  addressed  him  as  "  Gir- 
vanmains," or  more  kindly  and  simple  as  "John  Girvan,"  a 
familiarity  which  won  entirely  the  heart  of  the  worthy  old 
soldier,  for  he  had  followed  her  husband  to  many  a  battle  and  siege, 
and,  under  his  eye  and  orders,  had  expendeH  many  a  thousand 
round  of  John  Bull's  ball  ammunition  in  the  Seven  Years*  War 
and  in-  the  fruitless  strife  with  our  colonists  in  America. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

THB  CASTLE  OF  BOHALLION. 

**  Hast  thou  seen  that  lordly  castle, 

That  castle  by  the  sea  ? 
Golden  and  red  aHre  it 

The  clouds  float  j;orgeously. 
And  fain  it  would  swoop  downward 

To  the  mirrored  wave  below ; 
And  fain  it  would  soar  upwftrd 

In  the  eyeningfs  crimson  glow." — JjOvavvLtow, 

Th]B  baronial  fortalice  in  which  onr  story  has  opened  stands,  as 
we  have  stated,  upon  a  cliff,  at  least  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet 
in  height  above  tne  ocean,  or  where  the  estuary  of  the  Clyde 
widens  thereunto,  on  the  Carrick  shore ;  but  since  1798  it  has 
undergone  many  alterations,  not  perhaps  for  the  better. 

In  that  year  it  consisted  of  the  old  Scottish  Keep,  built  in  the 
reign  of  James  I.  by  Sir  Banulph  Crawford,  of  £Lohallion,  his 
ambassador,  first  to  Henry  VT,  of  England,  and  afterwards  to 
Charles  VII.  of  France,  for  which  services  he  was  created  Keeper 
of  the  Eoyal  Palace  of  Carrick.  Adjoining  this  grim  tower,  with 
its  grated  windows,  machicolated  ramjjarts,  and  corner  tourelles, 
was  the  more  modem  mansion  built  in  the  time  of  James  VI., 
bj  Hugh,  third  Lord  Rohallion,  who  slew  the  gipsy  king  in 
smgle  combat  at  the  Cairns  of  Blackhinney.  It  had  crowstepped 
gables,  dormer  windows,  gableted  and  carved  with  dates,  crests, 
^ind  quaint  monograms,  and  many  a  huge  chimnej,  conical 
turret,  and  creaking  vane,  added  to  its  picturesque  appearance. 
To  this  was  added  a  wing  in  the  time  of  Queen  Anne,  somewhat 
unsightly  in  its  details,  yet  the  general  aspect  of  the  whole 
edifice  was  bold  and  pleasing,  chastened  or  toned  down  as  it  was 
by  time  and  the  elements. 

On  one  side  it  overlooked  the  firth,  then  opening  to  a  stormy 
sea,  with  the  ruins  of  Turnberry  in  the  distance — ^the  crumbling 
walls  wherein  the  conqueror  of  the  proud  Plantagenet  first  saw 
the  light,  and  learned  "  to  shake  his  Carrick  spear."  On  the 
other,  its  windows  opened  to  the  most  fertile  portion  of  the 
bailiewick — wooded  heights  that  looked  on  the  banks  and  braes 
of  the  Doon,  where  the  scenery  wakened  a  flood  of  historiced  or 
legendary  memories ;  where  every  broomy  knowe  and  grassy  hill, 
every  coppice  and  rushy  glen,  grey  lichened  rock  and  stony 
-eorrie,  were  consecratedf  by  some  old  song  or  stirring  tfde  of 
love  or  local  war — ^the  fierce  old  feudal  wars  of  the  Kennedies, 
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tbe  Crawfords,  and  the  grim  iron  Barons  of  AucLiodrane ;  and, 
more  than  all,  it  was  the  birthplace,  the  ho  rue  of  Robert  Bruce 
and  of  Robert  Bums — the  one  the  warrior,  and  the  other  the 
bard  of  the  people.  Erom  the  windows  of  Rohallion  could  be 
seen  the  very  uplands,  where,  bnt  a  few  years  before,  the  latter 
had  ploughed  and  sown,  and  where,  as  be  tells  us  in  his  filial 
love  of  his  native  soU,  when  he  saw 

"The  rough  burr- thistle  spreading  wide, 
Among  the  bearded  b^; 
I  turned  the  weeding-hook  aside. 
And  spread  the  emblem  dear !" 

The  scenery  from  whence  he  drew  his  inspiration  looked  down 
on  the  old  tower  of  Rohallion,  which  contained  on  its  first  floor 
the  stone-paved  hall,  that  had  witnessed  many  a  bridal  feast  and 
Christmas  festival,  held  in  the  rough  old  joyous  times,  when 
Scotland  was  true  to  herself,  and  ere  sour  Judaical  Sabbatarianism 
came  upon  her,  to  make  religion  a  curse  and  a  cloak  for  the 
deepest  hypocrisy;  and  ere  her  preachers  sought  "to  merit 
heaven,  by  making  earth  a  helL" 

It  presented  the  unusual  feature  (in  a  baronial  edifice)  of  a 
groined  roof,  having  at  least  six  elaborately  carved  Gothic  bosses, 
where  the  ribs  that  sprang  from  beautiful  corbels  placed  between 
the  windows  intersected  each  other.  On  the  frieze  of  the  high- 
arched  fireplace  was  a  shield  crvles,  with  a  fess  ermine,  the  old 
arms  of  the  Crawfords,  Lorcfs  of  Crawford,  in  Clydesdale  (a 
family  ancient  as  the  days  of  William  the  Lyon),  from  whom  the 
peers  of  Rohallion — whose  patent  was  signed  by  Jamen  IV.  on 
the  night  before  Flodden — took  their  bearings  and  motto.  Endure 
Furth  !  Though,  certainly,  it  was  but  little  they  were  ever  dis- 
posed to  endure  with  patience,  if  displeased  with  either  king  or 
commoner. 

Stags'  skulls,  antlers,  a  few  old  barred  helmets,  dinted  corslets, 
rusty  swords  and  pikes,  decorated  this  great  stone  apartment. 
Its  furniture  was  massive  and  ancient,  but  seldom  usea  now,  so 
there  the  busy  spiders  spun  their  webs  all  undisturbed,  across 
the  grated  windows,  and  the  moss  grew  in  winter  on  the  carved 
jambs  of  the  great  fireplace,  within  which,  according  to  tradition, 
for  ages  before  these  days  of  unbelief,  the  little  red  brownie  of 
Rohiulion  was  wont  to  come  o'  nights  when  all  were  abed,  and 
warm  himself  by  the  smouldering  grieshoch. 

Lady  Rohallion  preferred  the  more  modem  rooms  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign,  where  the  buhl  and  marqueterie  furniture  was 
more  to  her  taste. 

There,  the  double  drawing-room  with  its  yellow  damask  cur- 
tains,   high-backed    chairs  and  couches,  its  old  bandy-legged 
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taboorettes,  slender  gu^ridon  work-tables;  its  old-fashioned 
piano,  with  perhaps  **  H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  York's  Grand  March" 
on  the  musio-frame ;  its  Delft-lined  fireplace  and  baaket-grate 
set  on  a  square  block  of  stone,  a  spinning-wheel  on  one  side,  and 
cosy  elbow-chair,  brilliant  with  brass  naus,  on  the  other,  was  the 
beau-ideal  of  comfort,  especially  on  a  tempestuous  night,  such 
as  the  last  ve  have  described ;  nor  was  it  destitute  of  splendour, 
for  its  lofty  panelled  walls  exhibited  some  fine  pictures.  There 
were  some  gems  by  Greuze,  of  golden-haired  boys  and  fair  full- 
bosomed  women  in  brilliant  colours ;  one  or  two  ruddily-tinted 
saints  by  Murillo ;  one  or  two  dark  Titians,  and  darker  Van- 
dykes representing  Italian  nobles  of  cut- throat  aspect,  in  gilt 
armour,  with  trunk  breeches  and  high  ruffs.  Then  there  were 
also  some  of  the  Scottish  school;  the  Lord  Kohallion  (who 
opposed  the  surrender  of  Charles  I.  to  the  English)  by  Jameson ; 
his  son,  a  vehement  opposer  of  the  Union,  attired  in  a  huge  wig 
and  collarless  red  coat,  by  Aikman ;  and  the  father  of  the  present 
lord,  by  Allen  Ramsay,  son  of  the  poet. 

This  lord  in  1708,  left  his  country;  in  disgust,  swearing  that 
*'  she  was  only  fit  for  the  Presbyterian  slaves  who  sold  her  ;" 
and  for  several  years  he  solaced  himself  at  the  head  of  a  Muscovite 
regiment  against  the  Turks  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube — as  the 
Scots  whigs  had  it,  "  learning  to  eat  raw  horse  and  forget  God's 
kirk,  among  barbarians  in  red  breeks." 

Near  the  castle,  and  forming  indeed  a  portion  of  it,  was  a 
platform,  facing  the  little  sandy  bay,  where  the  fishing  boats 
were  beached,  and  thereon  were  mounted  twelve  iron  twenty- 
four  pounders,  part  of  the  spoil  of  La  Bonne  Citoyenne,  a  French 
privateer,  which  was  cast  away  on  the  Partan  Craig;  and  there, 
as  the  old  lord  and  representative  peer  (whose  wife  is  awaiting 
him)  still  retained  his  military  instincts,  being  a  retired  genenS 
officer,  he  had  all  the  able-bodied  men  of  bis  tenantry  druled  to 
the  use  of  sponge  and  rammer  as  artillerymen,  for  rumours  of 
invasion  were  rife ;  gunboats  were  being  built  at  Boulogne,  and 
those  who  then  looked  across  the  Straits  of  Dover,  could  see 
the  white  tents  of  the  Arm6e  d'Auffleterre,  under  the  Irish  soldier 
of  fortune,  Kilmaine,  covering  all  the  hostile  shore  of  France. 
So  all  Britain  was  bristling  with  bayonets ;  from  Cape  Wrath  to 
the  Land's  End  in  Cornwall,  every  man  that  could  handle  a 
musket  was  a  volunteer,  if  not  otherwise  enrolled  in  the  line, 
militia,  or  Fencibles. 

On  this  battery  the  flag  was  hoisted  and  a  salute  loyally  and 
joyously  fired  every  4th  of  June,  iu  honour  of  his  Majesty 
George  III.,  by  the  Rohallion  volunteers ;  and  there  with  loud 
hurrahs  they  drank  confusion  to  France  and  to  his  enemies,  Tom 
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Paine,  the  Pope,  and  the  Devil,  and  very  frequently  in  the  best 
Prench  brandy,  which  somehow  found  its  way  quite  as  often  as 
our  good  Farintosh  or  Campbelton  whisky,  duty  free,  into  the 
sea  coves  beneath  the  castle  rock. 

These  twelve  twenty-four  pounders  protected  the  approach  to 
the  bay  on  one  side,  and  to  the  gate  of  the  castle  on  the  other — 
the  haunted  gate  of  Rohallion,  as  it  was  named,  from  the  cir- 
cumstance that  there  the  old  village  dominie,  Sjrmon  Skaill, 
when  going  home  one  morning  (night  he  aflSrmed  it  to  be)  in 
midsummer,  after  topering  with  Mr.  John  Girvan,  saw  a  very 
startling  sight.  Clearly  defined  in  the  calm,  still  twilight  of  the 
morning,  there  stood  by  the  gate  the  tall  and  handsome  figure  of 
John,  Master  of  Rohallion,  who  was  known  to  be  then  serving 
with  the  Poot  Guards  under  Comwallis,  in  America.  He  wore 
his  scarlet  regimentals,  his  brigadier  wig,  his  long,  straight  sword, 
and  little  three-cocked  hat ;  but  his  face  was  pale,  distorted  by 
agony,  and  blood  was  flowing  from  a  wound  in  his  left  temple. 

Ere  the  affrighted  dominie  could  speak,  the  figure — ^the  wraith 
— melted  into  the  twilight,  and  not  a  trace  of  it  remained  by  the 
arched  gate,  where  the  birds  were  twittering  about  in  the  early 
morning.  A  note  was  made  of  this  singular  vision,  and  it  was 
found  that  at  that  hour,  the  Master  of  Rohallion  had  been  shot 
through  the  head,  when  leading  on  his  company  of  the  Guards 
at  the  attack  on  Long  Island. 

Such,  in  1798,  was  the  old  Scottish  mansion  of  Rohallion,  the 
residence  of  Reynold,  sixth  lord  of  that  ilk,  which,  by  the  events 
of  the  last  night's  storm,  has  become  the  starting-place,  or,  as 
the  quartermaster  might  phrase  it,  the  point  d*appui,  of  our 
story. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   CniLD  OP  THE  SEA. 

"  'Tis  gone — the  storm  has  past, 
'Twas  but  a  bitter  nail  shower,  and  the  sun 
Laughs  out  ^ain  within  the  tranquil  blue. 
Henceforth,  !^rmiliau,  thou  art  sate  with  me." — ^Attouit. 

To  the  eyes  of  those  who  surveyed  the  beach  beneath  the  castle 
walls  next  morning,  a  lamentable  spectacle  was  displayed.  The 
wreck  upon  the  Partan  Craig  had  been  completely  torn  to  pieceb 
by  the  fury  of  the  waves,  and  now  shattered  masts  and  yards, 
blocks  and  rigging,  casks,  bales,  planks  and  other  pieces  of*  worn 
And  frayed  timoer  were  left  high  and  dry  among  the  shells  and 
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shingle  by  the  receding  tide,  or  were  dashed  into  smaller  frag>- 
ments  bj  the  surf  that  beat  against  the  castle  rock. 

Sevend  dead  bodies  were  also  cast  ashore,  sodden  with  the 
brine,  and  partly  covered  with  sand ;  and,  though  all  had  been 
but  a  short  time  in  the  water,  some  were  sadfy  mutilated  by 
having  been  dashed  repeatedly  against  the  sharp  and  abutting 
rocks  of  RohaUion,  by  tne  furious  sea  last  night. 

All  looked  placid  and  calm,  and  by  the  position  of  their  limbs, 
nearly  all  seemed  to  have  been  dromied  in  the  act  of  swimming. 
By  a  portion  of  the  stemboard  that  came  on  shore,  the  vessel's  name 
appeared  to  have  been  the  Lotnse  ;  but  of  what  port,  or  from  where, 
remained  unknown,  for,  save  the  little  child,  there  remained  no 
tongue  or  record  to  tell  the  story  of  that  doomed  ship,  or  the 
dreadful  secrets  of  that  eventful  night. 

The  mutterings  of  the  fishermen  and  the  lamentations  of  the 
women  of  the  nttle  hamlet,  were  loud  and  impressive  as  they 
rambled  along  the  beach,  drawing  the  dead  aside  to  remain  in  a 
boat-shed  tiff  that  great  local  authority,  the  parish  minister, 
arrived.  Everything  that  came  drifting  ashore  from  the  wreck 
was  drawn  far  up  the  sand,  lest  the  returning  tide  should  wash  it 
off  again. 

There  were  no  Lloyds'  agents  or  other  officials  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Rohallion,  so  each  man  made  a  lawful  prize  of 
whatever  he  could  lay  hands  upon  and  convey  to  his  cottage. 
The  people  at  work  close  by  relinquished  plough  and  harrow, 
and  harnessed  their  horses  to  the  masts  and  booms  for  convey- 
ance through  the  fields.  Others  brought  carts  to  carry  off  the 
plunder ;  and  thus,  long  before  mid-day,  not  a  trace  remained  of 
the  shattered  ship,  save  the  pale  dead  men,  who  lay  side  by  side 
under  an  old  sau  in  the  boat-shed ;  but  for  many  a  night  after 
this,  Elsie  Irvine  and  others  averred  that  they  could  see  the  pale 
blue  corpse-Uchts  dancing  on  the  sea  about  the  Partan  Craig,  to 
indicate  where  other  men  lay  drowned,  uncoffined,  and  unprayed 
for. 

Among  other  bodies  discovered  on  the  beach  next  morning- 
was  that  of  a  man  in  whom,  by  his  costumcT-a  light  green  frock, 
laced  with  gold — all  recognised  the  father,  or  supposed  father,  of 
the  little  boy  he  had  striven  so  bravely  to  save,  and  whom  all 
had  seen  pensh  by  the  light  of  their  torches. 

The  poor  man  was  lying  amon^  the  seaweed,  stark  and  stiff> 
and  half  covered  with  sand,  withm  a  few  yards  of  the  cottage 
where  his  little  boy,  all  unconscious  of  his  loss,  of  the  past  and 
of  the  future,  lay  peacefully  asleep  in  Elsie  Irvine's  bed. 

And  now  the  quartermaster  and  Dominie  Skaill,  who  had 
given  his  schoolboys  a  hdiday,  in  honour  of  the  excitement 
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and  the  event,  arriyed  at  the  scene  of  operations,  with  Lad/ 
Eohallion's  orders  that  the  child  should  be  Drought  to  her. 

Old  John  Girvan  looked  at  the  corpse  attentively. 

"  This  poor  fellow  has  been  a  soldier,"  said  he ;  **  I  can  perceive 
that,  by  a  glance.  Lift  him  gently  into  the  shed,  lads,  though 
it's  all  one  to  him  how  he's  handled  now !" 

The  corpse  seemed  to  be  that  of  a  tall,  well-formed,  and  fine- 
looking,  dark-complexioned  man  in  the  prime  of  life ;  his  dark 
brown  hair,  from  which  the  white  powder  had  all  been  washed 
away,  was  idready  becoming  grizzled,  and  was  neatly  tied  in  a 
queue  by  a  blue  silk  ribbon.  In  the  breastpocket  of  his  coat, 
there  were  found  a  purse  containing  a  few  iPrench  coins  of  the 
E«public,  but  of  small  value,  and  a  plated  metal  case,  in  which 
were  some  papers  uninjured  by  the  watw:.  On  the  third  finger 
of  his  left  hand  was  a  signet  ring  on  which  the  name  *' Josephine" 
was  engraved;  so  with  these  relics  (while  the  body  was  placed 
with  the  rest  in  the  boat-shed)  John  Girvan  and  the  dominie, 
accompanied  by  Elsie,  bearing  the  child,  repaired  to  the  presence 
of  Lady  Rohallion,  who  received  them  all  m  her  little  breakfast- 
parlour,  the  deeply  embayed  and  arched  windows  of  which 
showed  that  it  had  been  the  bower*chamber  of  her  predecessors, 
in  the  feudal  days  of  the  old  castle. 

"Come  away,  Elsie,  and  show  me  your  darling  prize!"  she 
exclaimed,  as  she  hurried  forward  and  held  out  her  nand  to  the 
fisherman's  wife,  for  there  was  a  singular  combination  of  friendly 
and  old-fashioned  sra.ce  in  all  she  did. 

"  There  is  no  a  bonnier  bairn,  my  leddy,  nor  a  bett^,  in  a'  the 
three  Bailiwicks  o'  Kyle,  Carrick,  and  Cunninghame,"  said  Elsie, 
curtsying  deeply,  as  she  presented  the  child. 

"Yes,  madam,"  added  the  dominie;  "the  bairn  is  as  perfect 
an  Abssdom  as  even  the  Book  of  Samud  describeth." 

"But  I  dinna  understand  a  word  he  says,"  resumed  Elsie; 
"  hear  ye  ihai,  madam  P" 

*'Ma  mdre,  ma  mere!"  sobbed  the  child,  a  very  beautiful 
dark-eyed,  but  golden-haired  and  red-cheeked  little  Ixoy  of  some 
seven  or  eight  years  of  age,  as  he  looked  from  face  to  face  iv 
wonder  and  alarm. 

"  Faith !  'tis  a  little  Erenchman,"  said  the  dominie. 

"  A  Erenchman !"  exclaimed  EMe,  placing  the  child  somewhat 
precipitately  on  Lady  Biohallion's  knee,  and  retiring  a  pace  or 
two.  "I  thocht  sae,  by  his  que»  iargon  of  broken  Englii^ 
wi'  a  smattering  o'  Scots  words  too ;  but  Erench  folk  speak  nae 
Christian  tongue.  Maybe  the  bairn's  a  spy-^a  son,  wha  kena» 
o'  Robespierre  or  Bons^arte  himsel !" 

"  Elsie,  how  oan  you  run  on  thus  ?** 
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"  Ah,  mon  pke — mon  pke  !"  said  the  cliild,  sobbing. 

'*Hear  till  bim  again,  my  leddy/*  exclaimed  Msie;  "the 
bairn  can  speak  Frencn — that  cowes  a' !" 

"  He  cries  for  his  father — poor  child — poor  child  !'*  said  Lady 
Rohallion,  whose  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"Father — ^yes,  madame;  my  father — where  is  he  P"  said  the  boy, 
opening  his  fine  large  eyes  wider  with  an  expression  of  anxiety 
and  fear,  and  speaking  in  a  lisping  but  strongly  foreign  accent : 
"  take  me  to  him — take  me  to  mm,  madame,  if  you  please." 

"  The  bairn  speaks  English  well  enoug:h,"  said  the  dominie ; 
"  he'll  hae  had  a  French  tutor,  or  some  sic  havereJ,  to  teach  him 
to  play  the  fiddle,  I  warrant,  and  to  quote  Yoltaire,  Rousseau, 
ana  Helvetius,  when  he  grows  older." 

"What  is  your  name,  my  dear  little  boy?"  asked  Lady 
Kohallion,  caressingly;  but  she  had  to  repeat  the  question 
thrice,  and  in  different  modes,  before  the  child,  who  eyed  her 
with  evident  distrust,  replied,  timidly : 

"  Quentin  Kennedy,  madame." 

"Kennedy!"  exclaimed  aU. 

"A  ^ude  Suld  Ayrshire  name,  ever  since  the  days  of  Malcolm 
the  Maiden !"  said  the  quartermaster,  striking  his  staff  on  the 
floor. 

"  Rohallion's  mother  was  a  Kennedy,"  said  the  lady,  a  tender 
smile  spreading  over  her  face  as  she  surveyed  the  orphan,  "  so 
the  bairn  could  not  have  fallen  into  better  hands  than  ours." 

"Lidubitably  not,  my  lady,"  chimed  in  the  dominie;  "nor 
could  he  find  a  sibber  fnend." 

"  And  your  father,  my  dear  child — your  father  ?"  urged  Lady 
Kohallion. 

"  My  father — oh,  my  father  is  drowned !  He  went  down  into 
the  sea  with  the  big  ship.  Oh,  ma  m^re !  ma  mere !"  cried  the 
little  boy,  in  a  sudden  passion  of  grief,  and  seeking  to  escape 
from  them,  as  the  terrors  of  the  past  night,  with  a  conviction  of 
his  present  isolation  and  loneliness,  seemed  to  come  fully  upon  him. 

"And  your  mamma,  my  little  love?"  asked  the  lady, 
endearingly. 

"  She  IS  far  away  in  France." 

"  Where — ^in  what  town  ?" 

«H61as,  madame,  1  do  not  know." 

He  sobbed  bitterly,  and  Lady  Bx)hallion  wept  as  she  kissed 
and  fondled,  and  strove  to  reassure  him  by  those  caresses  which 
none  but  one  who  has  been  a  mother  can  bestow ;  but  sometimes 
he  repelled  her  with  his  plump  little  hands,  wh£[e  his  dark  eyes 
would  sparkle  and  dilate  with  surprise  and  alarm.  Then  he 
would  ask  for  his  father  again  and  again,  for  the  child  knew 
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neither  what  death  or  drowning  meant ;  and  it  was  in  vain  thej 
told  him  that  his  father  had  perished  in  the  sea.  He  could  not 
understand  them,  and  to  have  shown  the  child  the  poor  pale, 
sodden  corpse  that  lay  in  the  boat-shed  on  the  shore  would  nave 
been  a  useless  cruelty  that  must  have  added  to  his  grief  and  terror. 

Lady  Rohallion,  pointing  upward  as  he  sat  on  her  knee,  told 
him  that  his  father  was  in  heaven,  and  that  in  time  he  would 
meet  him  there ;  for,  of  such  as  he  was,  poor  orphan,  was  the 
kingdom  of  heaven  made ;  but  in  heaven  or  in  the  sea  was  all 
one  for  a  time  to  little  Quentin  Kennedy,  who  wept  bitterly,  aifll 
noisily  too,  till  he  grew  weary,  or  became  consoled,  by  the 
winning  ways  of  his  gentle  protectress,  for,  of  course,  the  poor 
child  knew  not  the  nature  of  his  awful  loss  and  bereavement. 

While  the  boy,  although  temporarily  forgetful  of  his  griefs, 
was  stretched  on  the  soft,  warm  hearth-rug  before  the  fire  that 
blazed  in  the  parlour  grate,  and  occupied  himself  with  the 
gambols  of  a  wirj  Skye-terrier,  John  Girvan  handed  to  Lady 
Ilohallion  the  relics  he  had  found  on  the  drowned  man. 

"A  ring!"  said  she;  "this  is  painfully  interesting ;  and  it 
has  an  inscription." 

"  Yes,  madame,  it  is  like  the  annuli  worn  hj  the  legionary 
tribunes  in  the  Punic  war,"  added  Dominie  Skaill,  who  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  "  airing  '*  his  classics. 

"It  bears  a  crest;  that  speaks  of  gentle  birth,"  said  Lady 
Rohallion,  who  had  a  great  veneration  for  that  fortuitous 
circumstance.    "And  there  is  a  name,  Josephine." 

"Mamma — ma  mke!"  exclaimed  the  child,  starting  and 
looking  up  at  the,  no  doubt,  familiar  sound. 

"  His  mother's  name,  I  am  sure ;  poor  little  fellow,  he  has 
heard  his  father  call  her  so,"  said  Lady  Eohallion,  as  she  opened 
the  plated  case  and  drew  forth  the  documents  it  contained.  One 
was  on  {parchment,  the  other  two  were  letters. 

"  A  military  commission — Girvanmains,  look  here ! " 

It  was  the  commission  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  gentilhomme 
Ecossais,  to  be  captain  in  the  Royal  Regiment  of  Scots,  in  the 
service  of  his  Most  Christian  Miijesty,  and  was  signed  by  the 
unfortunate  Louis  XVI.,  as  the  date  showed,  in  the  year  before 
his  execution. 

"  So  this  poor  drowned  man  has  eaten  his  bread  by  tuck  of 
drum!"  exclaimed  the  old  quartermaster,  with  a  kindling  eye, 
as  he  stooped  to  caress  the  orphan's  golden  curls.  "Pjiir 
fellow — ^puir  fellow !  He  has  been  a  commissioned  officer  like 
myself,  so  I'll  e'en  turn  out  the  Rohallion  Volunteers,  and  he 
shall  be  borne  to  his  grave  as  becomes  a  soldier,  with  mujfied 
drums  and  arms  reversed — eh,  dominie  P" 
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*'  Yes,  and  the  spoils  of  war  shall  be  cast  on  the  pile,  as  we 
read  in  the  eleventh  book  of  the  ^neid ;  and  they  shall  march 
lite  the  Thebans,  striking  their  weapons  one  on  another,  to  the 
sound  of  the  trumpet — eh,  quartermaster  P** 

"  rd  batoon  the  first  lout  I  caught  doing  aught  so  onsteady 
or  so  uusoldierlike,"  was  the  indignant  response. 

"But  how  came  this  Scotsman  to  be  serving  the  French 
Son^,"  asked  the  dominie;  "as  such  was  he  not  a  renegade 
soldier,  such  as  the  Romans  were  wont  to  stab  and  leave 
unburied,  as  we  find  in  Tacitus  P" 

"  He  had  been  in  the  foreign  brigades,  the  Scottish  and  Irish," 
replied  the  lady.  "One  of  these  letters  is  from  Monsieur  the 
Comte  d'Artois,  and  it  praises  the  courage  of  the  Scottish 
Captain  Kennedy,  of  the  E^egiment  de  Berwick,  in  the  campaigns 
upon  the  Meuse  and  Rhine.  The  other  letter  is  from  his  poor 
wife,  and  is  subscribed  Josephine.  Ah  me,  how  sad !  the  name 
that  is  on  the  rin^." 

They  spoke  in  low  tones,  as  if  loth  to  disturb  the  child,  who 
was  still  playing  with  the  terrier. 

"What  says  it,  my  ladyP"  asked  the  dominie,  "for  though 
well  versed  in  the  dead  languages,  praised  be  Providence  and 
the  auld  pedagogy  of  Glasgow,  I  know  Kttle  of  the  living — 
IVench  especiafly,  the  language  of  Voltaire,  Biderot,  and  Helveuos 
—of  democrats,  levellers,  revolutionists,  and  the  slaves  of  the 
CSofsiean  tyrant." 

"  The  letter  has  no  date,  dominie,"  replied  the  lady,  smiling  at 
this  outburst;  "the  cover  also  is  wanting,  but  it  runs  thus.'' 

Standing  one  on  each  side  of  her  chair,  each  with  a  hand  at  his 
ear  to  listen,  tiie  two  old  men  heard  her  translate  with  ease  the 
£oUowing  letter  :— 

"My  own  deae,  dear  Quentin,— 

"This  is  the  last  letter  you  will  receive  in  France  from 
your  own  Fifine.  The  next  I  shall  address  to  you,  as  you  may 
direct,  to  Scotland.  Ah,  mon  Dieu !  how  sad — how  terrible  to 
think  that  we  are  to  be  separated,  and  at  such  a  time !  But 
madame  m^  mother's  illness  pleads  for  me  with  aU,  and  more 
than  all  with  you,  Quentin.  You  as  a  Scotchman  and  royalist 
ofl5cer,  and  our  poor  child,  for  the  very  blood  it  inherits  from  his 
mother,  would  be  welcome  victims  to  the  shambles  of  the  great 
BepubHc ;  for  the  first  Consul  B.  and  Citizen  M.,  his  secretary 
of  state,  would  not  spare  even  a  child  at  this  crisis,  lest  it  should 
grow  into  an  aristocrat  and  an  ^emy.*    Every  hour  the  hatred 

*  The  initials  no  doubt  refer  to  Bonaparte  and  the  secretary  Hugues 
Bernard  Maret,  who  assisted  so  vigarouslj  in  the  18th  Bnmudre. 
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of  Britain  grows  stronger  here,  and  the  mode  in  which  we  treat 
the  prisoners  taken  in  Flanders  and  elsewhere,  makes  mj  blood 
alternately  glow  and  freeze,  Frenchwoman  though  I  am !  Bat  I 
have  not  forgotten  the  Place  de  la  Gr^ve,  or  the  horrors  of  that 
daj,  when  my  father's  blood  moistened  the  sawdust  of  a  scaffold, 
just  wetted  by  the  blood  of  Marie  Antoinette. 

"Enough  of  this,  however,  dear  Quentin;  'tis  safer  to  speak 
than  to  write  of  sudi  things,  though  tliis  letter  goes  by  a  safe 
and  sure  hand,  our  dear  friend,  the  Abb6  Lebrun,  for  in  this 
land  of  spies  the  post  is  perilous.  Destroy  it,  however,  the 
moment  you  receive  it,  for  we  know  not  what  mischief  it  might 
do  us  all,  though  the  ship  by  which  you  sail,  goes,  you  say,  under 
cartel,  and  by  the  rules  of  war  can  neither  be  attadked  nor  taken. 

"Eumour  says  that  Monsieur  Charles  Philippe,  the  Gomte 
d'Artois,  is  now  with  Ms  suite  at  Holyrood,  the  old  home  of 
those  Scottish  kings  with  whom  his  fathers  were  allkd ;  and  that 
the  ancient  Garde  du  Corps  Ecossais  is  to  be  re-estabHshed  for 
him  there.  I  pray  God  it  may  be  so,  as  in  that  case,  dearest. 
Monsieur  will  not  forget  you  and  your  services  on  the  Bhine  and 
elsewhere,  and  your  steady  adherence  to  his  family  in  those  days 
of  anarchy,  impiety,  and  sm. 

''Kiss  our  httle cherub  for  me.  I  am  in  despair  when  I  think 
of  him,  though  he  is  safer  with  you  than  with  me,  in  our  dread- 
ful France — ^no  longer  the  land  of  beauty  and  gaiety,  but  g£  the 
bayonet  and  guillotine.  He  must  be  ovs  hoBtage  and  peace- 
oflfering  to  your  family,  and  I  doubt  not  that  his  innocent  smiles 
and  golden  curls  may  soften  their  hearts  towards  us  both.  La 
M^re  de  Dieu  take  you  both  into  her  blessed  keeping  and  hasten 
our  reunion.  Till  then,  and  for  ever  after,  I  am  your  own  affec- 
tionate little  wife,  „  Fifinb  " 

This  letter,  we  have  said,  was  undated,  but  the  postscript  led 
Lady  Bohallion  to  suppose  it  came  from  a  remote  part  of  France. 
It  ran  thus : 

"Your  own  petted  Fifine  sends  you  a  hundred  kisses  for  every 
mile  this  has  to  travel ;  as  many  more  to  little  Quentin,  as  they 
wont  add  a  franc  to  the  weight  in  the  pocket  of  M.  TAbb^." 

So  ended  this  letter,  so  sad  in  its  love  and  its  tenor,  under 
the  circumstances.  With  that  of  the  Comte  d'Artois,  the  com- 
mission, purse,  and  ring.  Lady  Bohallion  carefully  put  it  past  in 
her  antique  buhl  escritoire,  for  her  husband's  inspection  on  his 
return ;  and,  on  leaving  the  castle,  the  old  quartermaster  kept 
his  word^ 

True  to  his  inbred  military  instincts  and  impulses,  he  had  the 
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Rohallion  company  of  Volunteers  duljr  paraded,  in  their  cocked 
hats,  short  swallow  tailed  red  coats,  white  leggings,  and  long  black 
gaiters ;  and,  with  arms  reversed,  they  bore  the  dead  soldier  of 
fortune,  shoulder-high,  from  the  old  castle-gate,  where  the  scarlet 
family  standard,  with  its  fess  ermine,  hong  half-hoisted  on  the 
battery. 

Mournfully  from  the  leafless  copse  that  clothed  the  steep  sides 
of  the  narrow  glen  in  which  the  old  kirk  stood,  did  the  muffled 
drums  re-echo,  while  the  sweet  low  wail  of  the  fifes  sent  np  the 
sad  notes  of  the  dead  march — "  The  Land  o'  the  Leal." 

At  one  of  the  drawing-room  windows  Lady  Rohallion  sat, 
with  the  child  upon  her  knee — little  Quentin  Kennedy,  our  hero, 
for  such  he  is ;  and  her  motherly  heart  was  full,  and  her  kindly 
tears  fell  fast  on  his  golden  hair,  wlien  three  sharp  volleys  that 
rung  in  the  clear  cold  air  above  a  yawning  grave,  and  the  pale 
blue  distant  smoke  that  she  could  see  wreathing  in  the  November 
sunshine,  announced  the  last  scene  of  this  little  tragedy — that 
the  poor  drowned  wanderer,  the  Scottish  soldier  of  fortune,  who 
adhered  to  King  Louis  in  his  downfall,  had  found  a  last  home  in 
his  native  earth ;  and  that,  perhaps,  all  his  secrets,  his  sorrows, 
and  the  story  of  his  life  were  buried  with  him. 

Then  with  a  burst  of  sympathy  and  womanly  tenderness,  she 
pressed  her  lips  to  the  soft  cheek^of  the  child,  whose  eyes  dilated 
with  inquiry  and  wonder,  as  he  heard  those  farewell  volleys  that 
rung  in  the  distant  air;  but  little  knew  that  they  were  fired 
above  his  lather's  closing  grave ! 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE   FAST. 

*'  Still  shall  unthinking  man  substantial  dccin 
The  forms  that  flit  through  life's  deceitful  dream, 
Till  at  some  stroke  of  Fate,  the  vision  flies. 
And  sad  realities  in  prospect  rise ; 
And  fW>m  Elysian  slumbers  rudely  torn, 
The  startled  soul  awakes,  to  think  and  mourn." 

Beattie's  Elet^,  1758. 

Such  is  the  buoyant  thoughtlessness  of  childhood,  that  a  few 
days  sufficed  to  console,  to  soothe,  and  to  reconcile  the  poor  boy 
to  his  new  friends  and  his  new  habitation.  The  kindness, 
tenderness,  and  attention  of  Lady  Kohallion  did  much,  if  not 
all,  to  achieve  this;  and  doubtless  she  would  have  succeeded 
venr  weU  in  the  same  way  with  an  older  personage  than  little 
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Quentin  Kennedy,  for  she  fully  possessed,  together  with  great 
amiability  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  those  requisites  which 
Sir  William  Temple  affirmed  to  be  the  three  great  ingredients 
of  pleasant  conversation, — viz.,  ^ood  sense,  good  humour,  and  wit^ 

Secluded  and  retiring  in  her  nabits,  simple  and  old-fashioned 
in  her  tastes,  she  preferred  residing  quietly  among  her  husband's, 
tenantry  at  Roballion,  to  figuring,  as  had  been  her  wont,  in  the 
great  world  of  fashion,  such  as  it  was  to  be  found  in  the  London 
of  old  King  George's  days,  or  in  the  smaller  circle  of  the  Scot- 
tish metropolis ;  and  even  when  parliamentary  business  compelled 
Lord  Roballion  to  proceed  southward,  he  could  scarcely  prevail 
upon  her  to  accompany  him,  for  travelling  was  not  then  the 
swift  and  easy  process  we  find  it  note,  in.  these  days  of  steam 
and  railways. 

Thus  the  advent  of  her  little  prot^g^  was  quite  a  boon  to  her, 
and  while  rapidly  learning  to  love  the  child,  who  had  a  thousand 
winning  and  endearing  ways,  she  relinquished  all  idea  of  at- 
tempting to  discover  ms  mother  till  the  return  of  her  husband, 
though  the  notion  was  scarcely  conceived,  when  it  was  abandoned 
as  simply  impossible,  from  the  want  of  a  distinct  clue  as  to  her 
residence,  and  the  existence  of  the  bitter  and  revengeful  war 
that  had  been  waged  between  France  and  Britain  for  five  yeara 
now,  ever  since  the  siege  of  Toulon.  Consequently  there  seemed 
nothing  for  it,  as  Quartermaster  Girvan  said,  but  to  make  a  good 
Scotsman  of  the  little  Frenchman  (if  French,  indeed,  he  was) 
— and  the  dominie  failed  not  to  quote  Cicero, "  anent  the  adopiio 
of  the  Romans." 

So  Lady  Roballion  learned  to  love  the  child,  and  the  child  to 
love  her  with  a  regard  that  was  quite  filial;  and  his  pretty 
prattle  in  broken  English  was  her  cnief  solace  and  amusement 
after  the  hours  of  attendance  and  surveillance  she  daily  bestowed, 
like  a  good  housewife  and  chatelaine  of  old,  upon  her  household 
and  her  husband's  tenantry ;  for  there  was  not  "  a  fishwife's 
bairn  "  in  the  hamlet  below  could  be  pilled  or  powdered  for  the 
measles  or  hooping-cough,  without  a  d!ue  consultation  being  first 
held  with  my  lady  in  the  castle. 

Sensation  novels  were  then  unknown,  and  Walter  Scott  was 
still  in  futurity,  save  as  a  translator  of  German  ballads.  Our 
respectable  old  friends,  "Tom  Jones,"  "Roderick  Random," 
ana  "  Peregrine  Pickle,"  were  still  in  the  flush  of  their  fame ; 
but  Lady  Roballion  preferred  the  works  of  Mr.  Richardson,  and 
deemed  the  sorrows  of  Clarissa  Harlowe,  and  of  Fielding's 
"  Amelia,"  to  be  sorrows  indeed. 

Being  Winifred  Maxwell  of  the  gallant  but  attainted  House 
of  Nitnsdale,  her  Jacobite  sympathies  were  keen  and  intense; 
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thus,  ten  years  before  the  date  of  our  story,  she  suffsred  a  real 
grief,  uid  had  worn  a  suit  of  the  deepest  black,  on  tidings 
coming  &om  Majbole  that  Prince  Charles  Edward,  with  whom 
her  mother  had  flirted  in  Holjrood,  and  for  whom  her  ancles 
had  shed  their  blood  on  the  fatal  field  of  Gullodenr— that  the 
Bonnie  Prince  Charlie  of  so  many  stirring  memories,  so  many 
Scottish  songs,  and  so  many  faithful  hearts,  an  old,  soured,  ana 
dissappointed  man,  had  been  gathered  to  his  fathers,  and  was 
lying  cold  and  dead  in  his  tomb,  beneath  the  dome  of  St.  Peter. 

Though  she  had  somewhat  strong  ideas  on  the  subject  of 
keeping  up  "  the  old  spirit  of  the  Crawfords  of  Rohallion,"  a 
good  deal  of  which,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  meant  looking  down  on 
their  neighbours :  and  though  she  had  an  intense  estimaticm  for 
poor  people  of  "  that  ilk,"  and  for  coats,  quarterings,  and  family 
claims,  and  that  kind  of  blood  which  the  Scots  designated  as 
oude,  and  the  Spaniards  as  blue,  she  was  weak  enough,  as  Lady 
ilglinton  phrased  it,  to  treasure  immensely  a  copy  of  very  flat- 
terinjs^  verses,  addressed  to  her  in  her  beauty  and  girlhood,  by  a 
<^rtain  democratic  Ayrshire  ploughman,  named  Mr.  Kobert  Bums, 
for  whose  memoir  she  had  a  very  great  regard. 

She  was  full  of  the  proud  and  fiery  ideas  of  a  past  and  manly 
-i^e,  for  she  was  old  enough  to  remember  when  the  beans  and 
bloods  of  Edinburgh  in  their  periwigs  and  square-skirted  coats  of 
«ilk  or  velvet,  squired  her  and  Eleanora  Eglinton  up  the  old 
Assembly  Close,  with  links  flaring  and  swords  flashmg  round 
their  sedans,  swearing,  Vith  sucn  large  oaths  as  were  then 
fashionable,  to  whip  uirough  the  lungs  any  scurvy  fellow  who 
loitered  an  instant  in  their  way. 

But  the  first  years  of  the  present  century  saw  a  new  w(»rld 
closing  round  her,  and  innovations  coming  fast,  thou^  the  dd 
homage  in  which  our  laws  are  written  yet  lingered  in  the  pulpit 
and  at  the  bar. 

To  her  aristocratic  ideas,  and  to  those  of  her  friends,  it  seemed 
as  if  the  mali^  influence  of  the  French  revolution  tamted  the 
very  air,  especially  in  Scotland,  where,  by  the  tendency  of  their 
education  and  religion,  the  people  are  naturally  democratic  in 
spirit;  and  it  was  pretty  apparent,  that  the  decapitation  of 
liobert  Watt  at  Edinburgh,  and  the  persecution  or  "Citizen 
Muir,"  and  his  compatriots  by  the  Government,  in  no  way 
cooled  the  real  ardour  of  the  Friends  of  the  People. 

To  Lady  Winifred,  it  appeared  also,  that  while,  on  oat  hand, 
the  humbler  classes  were  less  genuinely  affectionate  and  kes 
deferential  to  the  upper,  on  the  other,  th^  were  less  kindly  and 
less  courteous  to  eacn  other.  Everything  seemed  to  be  diiim  in 
a  hurry  too,  though  the  mail-coaches  canrying  four  inside^  usaally 
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iook  a  week  or  more  in  rnmbling  between  Edinburgh  and  London 
with  the  varieties  of  an  occasional  break-down  when  fording  a 
river,  or  receiving  the  contents  of  a  robber's  blunderbuss  in  a 
lonely  part  of  the  way. 

Holidays  were  kept  in  a  hearty  old  fashion,  and  there  was  no 
sour  sabDatariamsm  to  excite  the  wrath  of  the  liberd-minded 
Scots,  and  the  wonder  and  derision  of  their  English  neighbours. 
There  were  democrats  and  demagogues  in  every  village,  it  is 
true ;  but  patriotism,  and  a  genuine  British  spirit  rendered  their 
revilings  innocuous  and  all  but  useless. 

Where  now  the  dun  deer  rove  in  the  desert  glens,  the  High- 
land Clans  existed  in  all  their  hardihood  and  numerical  stren^h, 
to  fill  by  thousands  the  ranks  of  our  kilted  regiments.  The 
flags  of  "Duncan,  Nelson,  Keppel,  Howe,  and  Jervis"  were 
sweeping  the  sea.  Beacons  studded  all  the  hills,  and  every 
village  cross  was  the  muster-place  of  volunteer  corps;  and  there 
are  yet  those  alive  who  remember  the  great  night  of  Wi'b  false 
alarm  when  it  was  supposed  the  French  had  landed,  when  the 
bale-fire  on  Hume  Castle  sent  its  blaze  upon  the  midnight  sky; 
when  the  alarm-drum,  the  long  roll  which  a  soldier  never  forgets, 
was  beat  in  town  and  hamlet,  and  all  Scotland  stood  to  arms : 
and  when  the  brave  liddesdale  yeomanry  swam  the  Liddle,  then 
in  full  and  roaring  flood,  every  trooper  riding  with  his  sword  in 
his  teeth,  as  if  to  show  that  the  old  spirit  yet  lived  upon  the 
Borders,  unchanged  as  in  those  days  wnen  the  Lords  Marchers 
blew  their  trumpets  before  the  gates  of  Berwick  or  Carlisle. 

And  as  it  came  to  pass,  it  was  in  those  stirring  times  of  war 
and  tumult — ^times  not  now  very  remote,  good  reader — that  our 
little  hero  found  a  home  in  the  old  manor  of  Eohallion. 

His  mother  sorrowed  for  him  in  sunny  France  beyoad  the  sea, 
where  she  may  never  see  him  more,  or  know  that  he  survived 
the  wreck  in  which  her  husband  perished ;  and  now  daily  another 
received  his  morning  kiss,  and  watched  his  footsteps  and  gambols ; 
and  nightly  hushed  nim  to  sleep,  smoothed  the  coverlet,  caressed 
his  ruddy  cheeks  and  golden  hair ;  yet  that  poor  bereaved  mother 
was  never  absent  from  the  thoughts  of  good  Lady  Rohallion, 
who  had  now  taken  her  place. 

Of  his  many  kisses  and  caresses,  she  felt  that  she  was  robbing 
that  poor  unknown,  the  affectionate  "  Fifine ''  of  the  dead  man's 
letter ;  but  how  to  find  h«r,  how  to  restore  him,  stultified  and 
rendered  every  way  impossible  as  all  such  attempts  must  be,  by 
the  war  now  waged  by  every  sea  and  shore  between  the  two 
countries  ? 

Though  little  Quentin,  we  grieve  to  say,  was  gradually  for- 
getting his  own  mother  and  leamiog  to  love  his  adopted  one, 
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there  were  times  when,  natheless  all  Lady  Rohallion's  sweetness 
and  txjnderness,  he  felt  that  there  was  something  lacking — ^some- 
thing he  missed ;  he  knew  not  what,  unless  it  were  that  he  longed 

"  For  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  stilL" 

A  fortnight  had  passed  away  since  the  letter  of  Lord  RohaUion 
had  been  brought  by  John  Girvan  from  Maybole,  and  still  there 
were  no  further  tidings  of  his  return ;  so  the  lady  became  sad 
and  anxious,  for  she  trembled  at  the  idea  of  his  returning  by  sea. 

On  one  of  the  first  nights  of  December,  when  the  wind  was 
moaning  about  the  old  walls  of  the  castle,  and  the  angry  hiss  of 
the  sea  was  heard  on  the  rocks  below,  she  sat  alone,  by  Qaentin's 
little  bed.    He  had  just  dropped  asleep). 

He  occupied  the  same  cot  in  which  her  own  son  Cosmo, 
Master  of  Kohallion,  had  been  wont  to  sleep  when  a  child  about 
the  same  age.  It  was  prettily  gilt  and  surmounted  by  a  coronet ; 
the  curtains  were  drawn  apart,  and  by  the  subdued  light  of  a 
night-lamp  she  could  see  the  pure  profile  and  rosy  cheeks  of  the 
boy,  as  he  reposed  on  a  soft  white  pillow,  in  the  calm  sleep  of 
childhood. 

She  could  almost  imagine  that  her  son  Cosmo,  the  tall  captain 
of  the  Guards,  was  again  a  child  and  sleeping  there,  or  that  she 
was  a  young  wife  again  and  not  an  old  woman,  and  so,  as  thoughts 
that  came  unbidden  poured  fast  upon  her,  she  began  to  recal  the 
years  that  had  rolled  away. 

Then  out  of  the  thronging  memories  of  the  past,  there  arose 
a  vision  of  a  fair-haired  and  handsome  young  man — one  who 
loved  her  well  before  Rohallion  came — his  younger  brother ;  and 
with  this  image  came  tbe  memory  of  many  a  happy  ramble  long, 
long  ago,  in  the  green  summer  woods  of  pleasant  Nithsdale, 
when  the  sunshine  was  declining  on  the  heights  of  Queensberry, 
or  casting  shadows  on  the  plains  of  Closeburn  or  the  grassy 
pastoral  uplands  through  which  the  blue  stream  winds  to  meet 
the  Solway — and  where  the  voices  of  the  mavis,  the  merle,  and 
the  cushat-dove  were  heard  in  every  coppice. 

She  thought  of  those  sunset  meetings,  and  of  one  who  was 
wont  to  sit  beside  her  then  for  hours,  lost  in  love  and  happiness. 
Lady  Eohallion  loved  her  husband  well  and  dearly ;  but  there 
were  times  when  conscience  upbraided  her,  and  she  pitied  the 
memory  of  that  younger  brother  whom  she  had  deceived  and 
deluded,  and  whom,  like  a  thoughtless  young  coquette,  she  had 
permitted — it  might  be,  lured — to  love  her. 

In  fancy  she  traced  out  what  her  path— a  less  splendid  one, 
assuredly — ^might  have  been,  had  Eohallion  not  won  )ier  heart. 
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and  most  unwittingly  broken  his  brother's,  for  so  the  people 
said.  And  thus,  while  "speculating  on  a  future  whicn  was 
already  a  past^*  the  handsome,  the  gallant,  and  earnest  .young 
Ranulph  Crawford,  the  lover  of  her  girlhood,  rose  before  her  in 
fancy,  and  her  eyes  grew  moist  as  she  thought  of  his  fatal  end, 
for  he  died,  a  self-made  exile,  an  obscure  soldier  of  fortune,  in 
defence  of  the  Tuileries,  and  the  public  papers  had  recorded  the 
story  of  his  fall — not  in  the  flowery  language  of  the  present,  but 
in  the  cold  brevity  of  that  time — "as  one  Captain  Crawford,  a 
Scot,  whose  zeal  outran  his  discretion,  who  in  charging  the 
populace,  was  wounded,  taken,  and  beheaded  by  them." 

"Clarissa  Harlowe"  had  fallen  from  her  hand,  and  the  mimic 
sorrows  of  the  novel  were  forgotten  in  the  real  griefs  of  Lady 
Winifred's  waking  dream.  From  these,  however,  she  was  roused 
by  the  clatter  of  a  horse's  hoofs  at  the  haunted  gate  beside  the 
gun-battery,  and  almost  immediately  after  a  servant  announced 
the  glad  tidings, 

"My  Lady  JEU)hallion,  his  lordship  has  arrived!" 


CHAPTER  VI. 

LORD      ROHALLION. 

"She  gazed— she  reddened  like  a  rose — 

Syne  pale  as  ony  lily ; 
She  sank  within  my  arms  and  cried, 

*  Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ?' 
*By  Eim  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky, 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man !'  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded." — BuBVS. 

Hastening  to  the  drawing-room,  she  immediately  found  herself 
in  the  arms  of  her  husband,  who  was  throwing  off  his  drab- 
coloured  riding  coat,  with  its  heavy  cape,  his  small  triangular 
Nivemois  hat,  boot-tops,  and  whip,  to  his  favourite  valet  and 
constant  attendant,  old  Jack  Andrews. 

Rohallion  kissed  his  wife's  hand  and  then  her  forehead,  for  he 
had  not  outlived  either  affection  or  respect,  though  verging  on 
his  flfty-fifth  year ;  and  he  had  all  that  gentleness  of  bearing  and 
true  politeness  which  the  Scottish  gentlemen  of  the  old  school, 
prior  to,  and  long  after  the  Union,  acquired  from  our  ancient 
allies,  the  French. 

"And  you  returned  from  London       ■" 

"By  sea,  Winny — ^by  sea,"  said  RohallioiL 

"  After  all  my  entreaties  1" 
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''Zonnds!  Winny,  I  can't  abide  the  mail,  and  am  too  old  to 
post  it  now,  as  my  old  friend  Monboddo  used  to  do  yearly,  to 
kiss  the  king's  hand ;  and  so  preferred  the  'Lord  Nelson '  smick, 
from  London  to  Leith,  armed  with  twelye  carronades,  and  sailing 
without  convoy." 

''And  the  voyage  was  pleasant  ?** 

"A  head-wind,  a  fourteen  days'  run,  and  an  exchange  of 
shots  with  a  French  privateer  off  Elamborough  Head.  At  Edin- 
burgh I  took  the  stage  to  Ayr,  and  from  thence  Andrews  and  I 
jc^ged  quietly  home  on  horseback." 

Still  a  handsome  man,  though  portly  in  person,  as  became  his 
years,  Reynold  Crawford,  Lord  Rohallion,  had  features  that 
were  alike  noble  in  character  and  striking  in  exoression.  The 
broad,  square  forehead  indicated  intelligence  ana  candour,  his 
mouth,  good  humour,  and  the  form  of  his  closely-shaved  chin 
^ke  of  decision  and  perseverance.  His  nose  was  perhaps  too 
large,  but  his  eyes  were  dark  grejr,  gentle  and  soft,  usually,  in 
expression.  He  wore  his  own  hair,  which  was  still  thick  and 
wavy,  powdered  as  white  as  a  cauliflower,  and  tied  with  a  broad 
ribbon,  having  a  double  bow  at  the  back. 

He  still  adhered  to  the  frilled  shirt,  and  had  a  lar^e  pearl 
brooch  in  the  breast  thereof;  his  long  waistcoat  was  of  scarlet 
cloth,  edged  with  silver;  his  coat  of  bright  blue  broadcloth,  with 
large,  flat  steel  buttons,  had  a  high  rolling  collar,  small  cape, 
and  enormous  lapels.  Hessian  boots,  with  tassels  of  gold  and 
spurs  of  steel,  and  tight  buff  pantaloons  for  riding,  showed  to 
advantage  his  stout,  well  tumea  limbs,  and*  completed  his  cos- 
tume. He  had  a  ruddy  complexion,  a  hearty  laughing  manner, 
and  a  jolly  brusqtterie  about  him  that  smacked  more  of  the  soldier, 
or  the  agriculturist,  than  the  peer  of  the  realm. 

"And  now,  Rohallion,  tell  me  about  our  Cosmo — how  is  he 
looking?" 

"  Twice  as  well  as  ever  I  did  at  the  same  age,  and  that  is 
saying  something— eh,  Winny  ?  Why  hei  is  the  pattern  man  of 
the  Household  Brigade,  but  a  strange  boy  withal.  Duty  about 
the  Court  has  increased  that  cold  hauteur  whidi  always  marked 
his  character.  I  don't  know  where  the  deuce  he  picked  it  up— 
not  from  you  or  me,  Winny.  But  the  butler  says  that  an  early 
supper  is  served        " 

**  Yes,  dearest — in  my  little  parlour." 

"Egad !  the  snuggest  billet  in  the  house,  and  I  can  assure  you 
that  I  am  as  well  appetised  as  ever  I  used  to  be  when  a  hungry 
ensign  in  Germany.  Permit  me,  madam,"  said  he,  drawing  her 
hand  caressingly  upon  his  arm ;  "  and  now  tell  me,  how  do  you 
like  the  mode  in  which  my  hair  is  queued  ?" 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  KIKG*S  OWN  BORDBBEBS.  31 

"Why,  Reynold?'* 

"'Tis  a  new  fashion  taught  to  Jack  Andrews  by  old  Hugh 
Hcwson,  of  St.  Martin-in-tne-!Fielda — the  Scotch  hairdresser- 
yon  have  heard  of  him,  of  course  ?'* 

"The  original  of  Dr.  Smollett's  Hugh  Strap— who  has  not?" 
said  she,  laughing;  **well,  his  dressing  is  yery  smart!  I  see 
now,  Andrews,  his  lordship  looks  quite  a  beau !" 

"  I  was — or  had  the  reputation  of  being  so,  when  first  I  wore 
that  gurget  at  Minden,  a  boy  of  fifteen  or  thereabouts ;  and 
before  I  saw  you,  Winny,  dear." 

**I  have  a  surprise  for  you ** 

"  Supper  first,  Winny,  egad !  I  don't  like  surprises ;  we  had 
enough  of  them  in  Holland,  and  they  were  not  at  all  to  our 
taste.  Eh,  Jack  Andrews-^do  you  remember  our  night  march 
for  Valenciennes?"  he  asked,  turning  to  his  old  valet,  wha 
grinned  sm  assent  as  he  deposited  a  pair  of  silver-mounted 
Holster  pistols  in  a  mahogany  case.  To  Rohalliou  this  veteran. 
Jack  Andrews,  was  all  that  Corporal  Trim  was  to  Unde  Toby 
(both  of  whom,  according  to  Sterne,  had  served  in  the  SSth 
Foot,  then  known  as  Leven's  Regiment),  a  servant,  and  at  times 
&iend  and  companion,  and  perpetual  resort  or  reference  on 
military  matters.  Long  and  hard  service  together,  community 
of  sentime^*-  ir  ^mv^K  quitters,  combined  the  sympathy  of 
camaraderie  tarn  sne  steady  faith  of  a  Scottish  servitor  of  the 
old  school  in  Anirews,  who  was  a  sour-featured,  thin,  and  erect 
old  feUow,  in  a  powdered  wig  (though,  by  the  Act  of  1795,  hair 

Eowder  cost  a  guinea  per  head),  with  a  pigtail,  and  the  family 
very,  grey  faced  with  scarlet ;  and  somehow  on  old  Jack  it 
always  looked  like  a  uniform. 

Attended  by  this  valet,  both  well  mounted,  and  havmg  holster 
pistols  at  their  saddles,  he  had  ridden  from  Ayr,  through 
Maybole,  and  was  now  ready  for  supper,  braced  b^  the  keen 
December  blast,  and  feeling  happy  and  jovial  to  find  mmself  once 
more  at  home  from  London,  which,  so  far  as  travelling  and  the 
ideas  of  the  time  are  concerned,  was  then  nearly  as  distant  from 
the  Scottish  capital  as  Moscow  is  to^ay ;  and  a  perfect  picture 
they  formed,  that  gentle,  high-bred,  and  loving  old  couple  in 
powdered  hair,  seated  at  supper,  with  their  antique  equipage^ 
conversing  in  the  plain  old  Scottish  accent,  which  was  still 
used,  with  a  Doric  word  here  and  there,  by  the  Scottish 
aristocracy. 

"  Andrews  and  I  would  have  been  here  an  hour  earlier,"  said 
his  lordship,  slicing  down  a  daintily -roasted  capon,  "  but  the  old 
piper  of  Maybole,  in  the  burgh  livery,  would  play  before  us  all 
the  way  through  the  town,  and  two  nules  beyond  it,  according  to 
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use  and  wont — ^a  glass  of  wine,  Andrews — ^bnt  Pate  is  growing 
old,  Winnv,  now;  he  fairly  broke  down  in  plaving  'Lord 
Lennox  March,'  so  I  think  we  must  add  something  to  his 
piper*s-croft  and  cow's  mailing.  Thej  scarcely  keep  the  poor 
fellow,  when  meal,  malt,  and  everything  are  at  such  prices.  I 
had,  moreover,  to  inspect  the  Maybole  volunteers.  I  say, 
Andrews,  did  you  see  how  they  shouldered  arms  ?" 

"  Ah,  my  lord ;  knocking  all  their  fore-and-aft  cocked  hats  off, 
as  they  canted  their  firelocks  from  right  to  left,"  replied  the 
valet,  with  a  grim  smile. 

"Then  we  had  to  see  an  effigy  of  Tom  Paine,  burned  in  front 
of  the  Tolbooth,  with  a  copy  of  the  *  Rights  of  Man,'  while  we 
drank  Confusion  to  the  French,  the  Friends  of  the  People,  the 
National  CJonvention,  and  Charles  Fox.  So  you  see,  Winny,  my 
time  was  fully  occupied." 

The  wax  lights  in  the  silver  candelabra  and  crystal  girandoles, 
and  the  fire  that  blazed  in  the  polished  brass  grate,  diffused  a 
warm  and  ruddy  glow  through  the  cossy  old-fashioned  parlour, 
with  its  pink  damask  chairs  and  curtains ;  and  speedily  the  old 
general  dismissed  his  supper  and  glass  of  dry  sherry. 

Then,  Andrews,  as  if  according  to  use  and  wont,  without 
requiring  to  be  told,  removed  the  decanters,  and  placed  before 
his  master  the  "  three  elements,"  whisky,  hot  water,  and  sugar, 
and  Rohallion,  with  ladle  and  jug,  proceeded  to  make  a  jorum 
of  hot  steaming  toddy. 

**  Now,  Andrews,  mv  man,"  said  he,  **  make  a  browst  like  this 
for  yourself  in  the  butler's  pantry,  and  then  turn  in ;  neither  you 
nor  I  are  so  young  as  we  have  been,  and  you've  had  a  long 
journey  to-day.    Good  night.    I  require  nothing  more." 

Andrews  gave  a  militajry  salute,  wheeled  round,  as  if  on  a 
pivot,  so  that  his  pigtail  described  a  horizontal  circle,  and 
withdrew. 

**  Now,  what  is  the  surprise  you  have  for  me,  Winny  P"  asked 
Rohallion,  as  he  filled  her  ladyship's  glass,  a  long  one,  with  a 
white  worm  in  its  stem. 

"Tell  me  first  the  news  from  London." 

"Well,  gudewife  Winny,  nobody  speaks  of  anything  but  this 
expedition  to  Egypt,  and  the  expected  surrender  of  Malta. 
Then  if  all  goes  right,  ere  long  General  Abercrombie  will  have 
about  15,000  men  with  him  in  the  Bay  of  Marmorice." 

"  I  am  so  glad  our  Cosmo  did  not  think  of  going  on  foreign 
service." 

"WhyP" 

••  Can  you  ask  me,  Reynold— our  only  son  ?" 

^I  baa  been  ten  times  under  fire  before  I  was  half  his  age. 
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He  was  most  anxious  to  go,  and  I  wished  him  too ;  bnt,  as  the 
staff  appointments  were  all  filled  up,  and  his  battalion  of  the 
Guards  will  soon  be  detailed  for  service,  I  thought  it  a  pity  that 
the  boy  should  lose  his  regimental  rank." 

"  Cosmo  will  be  twenty-five  on  his  next  birthday,"  said  Lady 
Rohallion,  thoughtfully,  a  remark  probably  suggested  by  the 
term  "boy;"  "our  only  son,  Rohallion;  we  must  indeed  be 
careful  of  him." 

*' Careful  of  a  strapping  Guardsman  like  Cosmo  1" 

"  There  are  times — when — when " 

"What,  Winny?" 

"  I  regret  his  having  gone  into  the  army  at  all." 

"Odds  my  heart!  then  he  would  be  the  first  Crawford  of 
Rohallion  that  ever  was  out  of  it.  His  battalion  may  soon  go 
to  Ireland ;  the  people  there  are  more  than  ever  discontented 
with  the  piroposed  union,  and  hope  that  the  Eirst  Consul,  the 
upstart  Bonaparte,  may  enable  them  to  cut  a  better  figure  than 
they  and  their  allies  under  Humbert  did  at  Ballnamuck  last 
summer.  I  don't  think  the  Horse  Guards  used  me  well  in  re- 
fusing me  a  brigjade  for  service;  so  I  don't  return  to  London  for 
some  time,  having  paired  off  with  our  friend  Eglinton,  who  is  to 
put  himself  at  the  head  of  his  Eencibles." 

"  Oh,  T  am  so  happy  to  hear  this !"  exclaimed  Lady  Winifred, 
clasping  her  plump  white  hands,  the  rings  on  which  sparkled 
through  her  black  lace  mittens. 

"  Despite  all  I  could  urge,  mj  old  comrade,  Jack  Warrender 
of  Ardgour,  goes  to  Egypt  in  command  of  the  Corsican 
i<  angers.'* 

"  So  Lady  Eglinton  wrote  to  me." 

"And  if  he  is  knocked  on  the  head, — which  God  forbid !— his 
daughter,  Elora,  will  be  long  under  trust,  so  her  estate  will  be  a 
fair  one ;  and  now,  Winny,  when  I  add  that  Mr.  Eox  and  the 
Opposition  are  having  their  hair  dressed  a  la  Brutus,  in  imita- 
tion of  the  Parisian  rabble,  you  have  all  my  news." 

"  And  now  for  mine,"  said  she,  with  a  delightful  smile. 

•'  Your  surprise  ?" 

"  Yes — but  you  must  come  with  me.'* 

"Where?" 

"To  the  nursery." 

"  That  which  was  once  the  nursery,  you  mean." 

" And  which  has  become  so  again'*  she  replied,  laughing  at 
his  bewilderment. 

Passing  her  arm  through  his,  she  led  him  to  the  sleeping-room, 
which  adjoined  their  own,  and  desired  him  to  look  into  Cosmo's 
little  cot.    Eohallion  did  so,  and  great  indeed  was  his  surprise 
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to  find  a  beautiful  little  boy,  whose  hair,  all  golden  and  curly, 
and  whose  form  of  face,  rich  bloom,  and  lon^  dark  eyelashes, 
pov^erfully  reminded  him  of  what  Cosmo  had  been  at  the  same 
«ige,  when  sleeping  in  the  same  chamber  and  in  the  same  cot. 

"  Zounds,  Winifred,  what  in  the  world  does  this  mean  ?*'  said 
tie,  with  a  droll  expression  twinkling  in  his  dark  grey  eyes  ; 
** whose  little  fellow  is  this?  Not  ours,  certainly;  you  can't 
have  been  stealing  a  march  on  me  now-a-days." 

"  *Tis  a  long  story  and  a  sad  one ;  but  return  with  me  to  the 
parlour,  and  I  shall  tell  you  all  about  it,"  she  replied,  while 
selecting  the  key  of  her  escritoire  from  the  huge,  housewife-like 
bunch  that  flittered  at  her  chatelaine, 

"  Egad,  then  1*11  brew  another  jug  of  punch  the  while ;  and 
now,  Winny,  I  am  all  attention." 

She  related  all  that  the  reader  knows:  the  storm  on  thac 
gloomy  November  night;  the  attack  made  by  the  armed  Erench- 
man,  and  the  consequent  flight  of  the  British  ship ;  her  wreck 
on  the  Partan  Craig  and  the  loss  of  the  crew,  with  the  recoveiy 
of  the  child  from  a  state  of  insensibility,  and  the  burial  of  his 
father,  by  the  ground  bailie,  John  Girvan. 

"  My  worthy  old  quartermaster  did  right — 'twas  like  my  good 
comrade!"  said  Lord  Eohallion,  while  his  eyes  glistened;  ''I 
oan  imagine  I  see  him  marching  up  the  glen  at  the  head  of  the 
foneral  party,  erect  as  ever  he  marched  under  fire — a  trifle  more, 
maybe.  The  old  Borderer  did  just  what  I  should  have  done 
myself!" 

Lady  Winifred  now  laid  before  her  husband  the  ring,  the 
purse  with  its  few  franc  pieces,  and  the  i)apers  of  the  drowned 
stranger,  and  all  of  these  he  examined  with  interest  and  com- 
miseration,  for  he  was  a  kind,  generous,  and  warm-hearted  man. 

"  This  is  sad — ^very  sad,  indeed !"  he  muttered. 

"By  the  handwriting,  Bohallion,  and  by  the  crest  on  the 
ring — -" 

"  A  lily,  stalked  and  leaved,  rising  from  a  coronet." 

"Yes." 

*' Weil,  Winny  P" 

"I  should  say  they  must  have  been  people  of  figure  and 
fashion — of  good  quality,  at  least." 

"  An  old-fashioned  phrase  that,  and  goin^  out  now,  like  our 
fathers*  swords  and  our  mothers*  hoops;  caff  them  aristocrats — 
ch,  Winny?" 

"  Undoubtedly,  and  under  suspicion,  too,  by  the  tenor  of  the 
jpQOt  lady's  letter." 

•*  *  Josephine,' "  said  he,  reading  the  inscription  upon  the  ring ; 
**  why,  that  is  the  name  of  the  widow  Beaoharnais^  who  three 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  kino's  own  bobderebs.  S5 

or  four  years  ago  married  the  First  Consul  to  escape  the  guillo- 
tine !  You  must  preserve  these  relics  with  care,  Winny;  and  as 
for  the  poor  bairn,  Rohallion  must  be  his  home  till  we  find  his 
mother,  a  task  very  unlikely  to  be  accomplished,  if  ever  at  aU, 
in  these  times,  when  France  is  at  war  with  all  the  world,  and  her' 
scaffolds  are  drenched  daily  with  the  blood  of  women,  children, 
and  priests,  as  well  as  of  brave  and  loyal  gentlemen.  But  into 
no  better  hands  than  ours,  Winny,  could  this  poor  waif  of  mis- 
fortune have  fallen.  He  is  the  child  of  a  faithful  royalist 
soldier,  too— we  must  always  remember  that." 

Like  his  worthy  wife,  Lord  Eohallion  inherited  with  his  blood 
a  strong  dash  of  Jacobitism,  thus  his  sympathies  were  all  with 
the  humbled  royalty  of  France. 

The  worthy  old  Defender  of  the  Faith,  who  muddled  away  his 
time  at  Windsor,  and  his  son,  the  "  first  gentleman  in  Europe," 
who  spent  his  days  and  nights  less  reputably  in  his  Pavilion  at 
Brighton — Thackeray's  man  of  waistcoats,  wigs,  and  uniforms — 
had  perhaps  no  truer  servant  than  Major-Greneral  Reynold  Lord 
Rohallion,  K.C.B.,  &c.  Yet  among  the  "  Stuart  Papers,"  which, 
iu  1807,  ^und  their  way  into  the  royal  archives,  there  was  dis- 
covered a  correspondence  between  a  certain  peer  whose  initial 
was  B^  and  **  His  Majesty  Henry  II.  of  Scotland  and  IX.  of 
England,"  which  rather  excited  the  surprise  of  the  ministry  and 
privy  council;  but  like  the  same  secret  correspondence  of  many 
other  nobles  of  both  kingdoms,  it  was  deemed  only  wise  and 
charitable  to  commit  it  to  oblivion,  for  the  grave  had  closed  over 
the  good  old  Cardinal  Duke  of  York — ^the  last  of  the  Stuarts — 
and  a  few  knew  why,  for  a  year  and  a  day,  the  hilt  of  Bohallion's 
sword  was  covered  by  a  band  of  crape. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

0I7B.  STO&Y  PBGOOEIBSSES. 

*'  Here  he  dwelt  in  state  and  bounty. 
Lord  of  Burleigh  fair  and  free ; 
Kot  a  lord  in  all  the  county,  • 

Is  so  great  a  lord  as  he." — Tbstttbov. 

KiNB  old  Bohallion  was  deepli^  interested  in  and  attracted  by  the 
litUe  boy,  who  had  many  winning  and  endearing  ways  about  him; 
and  he  particularly  excelled  in  a  bright  and  captivating  snule, 
that  was  joyoas  in  its  perfect  innocence. 
He  seated  him  on  his  knee  at  the  breakfast-table  in  the  library, 

d2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


36  THE  king's  own  borderers. 

and  strove,  by  all  the  art  lie  was  master  of,  to  draw  from  him 
some  clue,  as  to  the  part  of  France  in  which  his  mother  resided, 
but  save  a  knowledge  of  his  own  name,  Quentin's  recollections 
were  few  prior  to  the  terror  he  had  experienced  on  the  wreck. 
All  beyond  that  seemed  vague,  and  his  reminiscences  were  an 
odd  jumble  of  a  large  town  with  a  cathedral  where  his  mamnna 
took  him  to  hear  Abb^  Lebrun  preach  or"  say  mass — good  Abb6 
Lebrun,  who  always  gave  him  bon-bons^  and  wore  such  large 
spectacles.  Then  there  was  a  river  with  boats,  a  bridge  and  a 
great  mountain  with  a  windmill,  where  he  used  to  go  with  his 
nurse  when  she  visited  the  miller. 

Then,  there  was  a  Chanoinesse  who  gave  him  painted  toys; 
there  were  some  wicked  soldiers,  who  burned  a  street  and  dragged 
away  all  the  people  to  die,  and  of  these  same  soldiers  he  had  a 
peculiar  dread  and  aversion.  But  whether  they  were  ugly  toys, 
or  actors  in  some  scene  the  child  had  witnessed,  Rohallion  could 
not  tell ;  he  supposed  the  affair  referred  to  was  some  grim  reality 
incident  to  the  late  revolution.  He  could  gather  nothing  more 
that  afforded  a  clue ;  and  now  as  these  memories  were  awakened 
in  him,  the  faces  of  others  came  with  them ;  tears  filled  the  child's 
fine  dark  eyes*,  and  he  entreated  piteously  to  have  his  mother 
brought  to  him  and  his  nurse  Nanette,  or  have  his  father  brought 
to  him  out  of  the  sea ;  and  thus  perceiving  that  nothing  of  cer- 
tainty or  value  could  be  gleaned  from  him,  his  protectors  tacitly 
agreed  to  let  the  subject  drop.  • 

Breakfast  was  just  over  when  Andrews  announced  Quarter- 
master Girvan  and  Dominie  Skaill,  two  individuals,  Who  are 
perhaps  bores  iu  their  way,  but  are  neven.neless  necessary  to  us 
in  the  course  of  this  narrative. 

They  had  heard  of  his  lordship's  arrival,  and  had  "  come  to 
pay  their  dutiful  reverence,"  for  something  of  the  old  feudal 
sentiment  lingered  yet  in  Carrick,  and  a  journey  to  Calcutta  is  a 
mere  joke  or  pleasure  trip  now,  when  compared  with  how  the 
Scots  of  1798  viewed  one  to  London,  few  prudent  people  at- 
tempting it  without  previously  making  a  will,  and  settling  all 
their  earthly  affairs. 

**  Welcome,  Girvan,  and  welcome,  dominie,"  said  Rohallion, 
shaking  each  by  the  hand  cordially ;  '*  I  am  glad  to  be  at  home 
again  among  you.** 

**  Yea,"  replied  the  dominie,  while  rubbing  one  hand  over  the 
other,  and  smiling  blandly,  as  perhaps  his  scholars  seldom  saw 
him  smile  ;  "  your  lordship  has  come  back  like  Gincinnatus  after 
the  defeat  of  the  Volci  and  the  -^qui,  to  plough  turnips  and 
plant  gude  kail  on  haugh  and  rig— so  welcome  hame  to  Carrick, 
mv  lord." 
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The  dominie  had  on  his  Sunday  coat,  with  its  huge  flapped 
pockets;  his  best  three-cornered  hat,  bound  with  black  braid, 
was  under  his  arm,  and  his  square  shoe-buckles  shone  like  silver. 

"And  our  little  Frenchman  has  become  quite  a  friend  with 
your  lordship,  I  see,"  said  Girvan,  pattinp^  the  child  on  the  head. 

"Quite— a  splendid  little  fellow  he  is !" 

**  But  call  him  not  a  Frenchman,"  said  the  dominie,  **  when  he 
bears  the  good  anld  Carrick  name  of  Kennedy." 

"  Aye,  dominie ;  it  used  to  find  an  echo  hereabout,  in  the  old 
trooping  and  tramping  times,"  replied  Girvan. 

"  Ana  has  so  still,"  added  Rohallion,  laughing;  **  for  I  am  half 
a  Kennedy,  and  often  have  I  heard  my  motlier  sing — 

**  'Twixt  Wigton  and  the  town  of  Ayr, 
Fortpatrick  and  the  Cruives  of  Cree, 
Nae  man  may  hope  in  peace  to  bide, 
Unless  he  court  Saint  Kennedie." 

"  Like  the  Maxwells  in  Nithsdale,  the  Kennedies  had  all  their 
own  way  in  those  days,"  said  Lady  Winifred,  as  she  drew  off  her  lace 
mittens,  and  prepared  to  adjust  her  ivory-mounted  spinning-wheel. 

"  But  to  return  to  the  present  time,  tell  me,  John  Girvan,  did 
that  French  sliip  actually  come  within  range  of  our  gun-battery  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord — or  nearly  so." 

"  And  what  were  you  about,  John,  to  stand  with  your  hands 
in  your  pockets  at  such  a  time  ?  Egad,  'twas  not  like  an  old 
25th  man?" 

The  quartermaster  reddened. 

"  There  was  a  tremendous  gale  from  the  seaward,"  said  Lady 
Rohallion,  coming  to  his  assistance ;  "  a  storm — a  tempest " 

"  And  she  came  only  within  a  mile  of  the  Partan  Craig,  where 
the  unfortunate  merchantman  was  in  sore  peril — a  foe  on  one 
side,  a  lee  shore  on  the  other— eh,  dominie?" 

**  *  Here  Scylla  bellows  from  her  dire  abodes, 
Tremendous  port — abhorred  by  men  and  gods, 
And  there  Charybdis,* 

as  old  Homer  hath  it,"  replied  the  dominie,  promptly. 

'*£ven  had  the  battery  been  manned,  my  lord,  I  am  doubtful 
~I  am  doubtful  if  these  old  twenty-four  pounders  would  pitch 
shot  so  far;  and  she  scarcely  appeared,  before  she  haulea  her 
wind  and  disappeared  into  the  mist,"  said  Girvan,  giving  his  old 
yellow  wig  an  angry  twist. 

"Some  of  these  small  crafts  are  growing  very  saucy,"  said 
Lord  Rohallion,  to  change  the  subject,  which  he  saw  was  dis- 
tasteful to  his  old  comrade.  '*  It  was  only  the  other  day  that  a 
Ueutenant  with  fourteen  men  from  one  of  our  gun-brigs  landed 
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on  the  coast  of  France  to  distribute  royal  manifestoes  of  the 
Ck)mte  d'Artois,  dated  from  Holyrood,  but  he  and  his  men  were 
taken  by,a  party  of  dragoons  who  surrounded  an  auherge  in  which 
they  were  imprudently  drinking.  They  were  instantly  hanged  as 
^ies,  by  order  of  General  Monnet,  and  the  bodies  are  to  be  seen 
on  fifteen  gibbets,  a  mile  apart,  along  the  coast  between  Boulogne 
and  Cape  Grisnez. 

"  Poor  men !    How  horrible !"  exclaimed  lady  Winifred. 

''Such  barbarities  were  not  committed  in  our  time,  my  lord, 
except  among  the  Indians." 

•'  Quartermaster — but  we  are  getting  old  fellows  now,**  said 
Eohallion,  with  something  between  a  laugh  and  a  sigh.  '*  We 
have  often  stopped  the  march  of  the  French  with  fixed  bayonets, 
but  we  can't  arrest  the  march  of  time^* 

"  Aye,  aye,  my  lord,"  said  the  old  soldier,  wanning,  and  an- 
swering a  friendQy  smile  from  old  Jack  Andrews,  who  was  re- 
moving the  breakfast  equips^;  ''but,  when  at  Minden,  and 
while  the  French  gun  brigade  was  bowling  through  the  six 
British  regiments  tEat  stood  there  in  division,  we  liUle  thought 
that  we  would  live  to  drink  our  grog  in^Rohallion,  forty  years 
after,  hale  carles,  and  hearty  ones,  too. ' 

"  If  we  ever  thought  at  afl,  Girvan,  which  is  not  likely ;  reflec- 
tion troubles  a  young  soldier  seldom,  and,  egad!  we  were 
beardless  boys  then." 

"  And  those  who  were  boys  like  ourselves  then,  and  those  who 
were  grey-haired  grenadiers  of  Fontenoy  and  Gulloden — who  had 
no  need  to  powder  their  white  hair — were  alike  mowed  down 
together,  and  lay  like  herrings  in  a  landing  net,"  said  Girvan,  sadly. 

"  It  was  a  day  on  which  the  ripe  fruit  and  the  blossom  were 
gathered  together,"  said  Lady  Rohallion,  as  her  wheel  revolved 
rapidly,  and  little  Quentin  sat  at  her  feet  to  watch  it. 

"Your  ladyship's  speech  savoureth  of  poetry,"  said  the 
dominie,  bowing;  "it  is  even  as  my  old  friend  Bums — puir 
Robbie  Bums — would  have  expressed  himself." 

"  It  is  ten  years  since  the  Scots  Horse  Guards  were  amalga- 
mated with  the  new  Life  Guard  Regiments,"  said  Rohallion, 
commencing  a  familiar  topic. 

"  Just  twelve  years  this  summer,  my  lord,"  replied  Girvan. 

"  And  though  moving  slowly  up  the  list  of  generals,  Girvas,  I 
have  not  had  a  regiment  since." 

"Among  the  !^mans "  began  the  dominie. 

"  A  regiment !  it  is  a  brigade  you  should  have,"  intermpted  the 
quartermaster,  ruthlessly. 

"Among  the  Romans,"  began  the  dominie  again,  when  Lord' 
Rohallion,  who  was  full  of  his  grievance  (was  there  ever  an  old 
soldier  without  one  ?)  spoke  with  something  of  irritation. 
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**  I  have  actually  been  refused  a  brigade  for  service,  though 
senior  to  more  favoured  officers;  but  a  time  may  come  whea 
Government  may  be  glad  to  avail  themselvea  of  my  services^ 
though  I  am  afraid,  John,  that  I'm  getting  owre  auld  in  the 
bom,  as  the  drovers  say.  Besides,  they  think  that  we  old  fellowa 
of  Minden  and  Bunker's  Hill  are  as  much  out  of  date  as  tha 
snap-muskets  and  matchlocks  of  King  WilHam'a  time.  And 
zounds,  man !  there  are  not  wanting  in  the  Lower  House  certain 
disloyal  spirits,  termed  financial  reiormers,  who  grudged  the  old 
soldier  the  day's  pittance  which  he  has  won  by  blood  and  sweaty 
and  by  wasting  the  flower  of  his  days  among  the  swamps  of  the 
Helder,  the  fevers  of  the  West  Indies,  and  elsewhere." 

"The  devil  take  all  fevers  and  reformers  together — amen,'* 
said  the  quartermaster ;  "  but  I  believe  this  intended  Effyptiaik 
business  will  be  only  a  flash  in  the  pan  when  compared  wim  what 
tee  have  seen." 

''Among  the  Eomans  the  soldiery  at  first  received  no  atipen- 
dium"  said  the  dominie,  raising  his  voice  and  speaking  very  fast> 
lest  he  should  be  interrupted ;  **  but  every  man  served  at  his  owa 
proper  charges." 

"  That  would  suit  our  modem  whigs  to  a  hair,  dominie,"  said 
Lord  Bohallion,  laughing. 

**  Yea,  even  to  the  vinegar  which  he  mixed  with  spring  water 
as  his  daily  drink,  did  he  furnish  all,  in  the  early  days  of  the 
Eoman  army." 

"  Vinegar  grog !"  exclaimed  the  quartermaster  with  disgust ; 
*'  Heaven  be  thanked  I  was  not  bom  a  Koman.  Such  begsarly 
tipple  would  never  have  suited  the  25th.  And  now,  my1ora» 
when  you  are  at  leisure,  I  wish  to  show  you  a  new  farm-steading 
I  have  erected  at  the  Cairns  of  Blackhinney,  and  also  how  bravely 
the  young  trees  are  thriving  in  the  oi^wood  shaw." 

"  Glad  to  hear  the  latter,  Girvan,  for  I  agree  with  my  worthy 
friend,  Admiral  CJollingwood,  that  every  British  proprietor  should 
plant  as  many  oak  trees  as  he  can,  to  keep  up  our  navy.  '  1 
wish  everybody,'  said  he,  in  one  of  his  letters,  *  thought  on  this 
subject  as  I  do,  they  would  not  walk  through  their  farms  with* 
out  a  pocketful  of  acorns  to  drop  in  the  hedges,  and  let  them 
take  their  chance,'  and  so  keep  up  the  future  wooden  walls  of 
old  England." 

Neither  Eohallion  nor  the  gallant  old  Admiral  could  foresee 
the  days  when  those  famous  "  wooden  walb,"  would  be  repre- 
sented by  screw  propellers,  armour  clads,  cupola  ships,  and 
steam  rams ! 

Kohallion  assumed  his  walking  cane  and  Nivernois  hat,  to 
which  he  still  adhered,  though  it  had  been  long  out  of  fashion, 
and  had  the  flaps  fastened  up  to  its  shallow  crown  by  hooks  and 
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eyes;  and,  bowing  ceremoniouslj,  left  the  dominie  to  confer 
with  the  lady  concerning  the  course  of  study  on  which  little 
Quentin  Kennedy  was  soon  to  enter,  while  he  issued  forth  with 
his  old  comrade  the  factor  to  look  over  the  estate. 

Close  by  the  haunted  gate  lay  a  fine  old  beech,  on  which  a 
cavalier  Lord  of  Rohallion  hanged  as  a  traitor  one  of  liis  vassals 
whom  he  discovered  serving  as  a  soldier  in  an  English  regiment. 
It  now  lay  prostrate,  for  the  storm  had  torn  it  up  by  the  roots. 

**  Have  this  removed  as  soon  as  possible,  Girvan,**  said  the 
old  lord ;  "  for,  ugh !  I  never  see  a  fallen  tree,  but  I  think  of 
that  devilish  abattis  we  fell  into  at  Saratoga,  when  the  Yankees 
would  have  made  an  end  of  me,  had  it  not  been  for  Jack  Andrews 
and  others  of  the  25th." 

"  Aye,  my  lord,  and  some  of  the  17th  Light  Dragoons  too — 
under  Corporal  0*Lavery — ^you  remember  him  ?'* 

"  Who  could  ever  forget  him  that  served  there — who  could 
ever  forget  him  or  his  story  ?"  exclaimed  the  old  general  flourish- 
ing his  silver-headed  cane ;  "  not  I,  certainly.  It  was  he  who 
was  entrusted  by  my  Lord  Eawdon  as  a  military  courier  {esiafette, 
the  French  term  it),  to  bring  me  an  important  despatch  concern- 
ing the  movements  of  the  regiment,  and  this  despatch  the 
Yankees  were  determined  I  should  not  receive,  for  spies  had 
informed  them  of  the  bearer  and  his  route,  so  the  way  was  beset 
by  riflemen.  The  soldier  who  accompanied  1dm  fell  mortally 
wounded;  O'Lavery  was  riddled  by  bullets  too,  yet  he  rode 
manfully  on,  until  from  loss  of  blood  he  fell  from  his  saddle. 
Then  Girvan,  resolved  that  the  important  paper  which  he  bore 
should  never  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Yankees,  he  crumpled  it 
up  and  thrust  it  into  one  of  his  wounds,  I  discovered  it,  when 
next  morning  we  came  upon  liim  dying  in  the  bush,  and  he  had 
just  life  sufficient  left  to  point  to  the  fatal  place  where  Rawdon's 
letter  was  concealed.*  As  one  of  our  greatest  orators  said, 
when  Martins  Curtius  to  sacrifice  himself  lor  his  country  leaped 
into  the  gulf  of  the  forum,  he  had  all  Rome  for  his  spectators ; 
but  the  poor  Irish  corporal  was  alone  in  the  midst  of  a  desert — 
I  quote  at  random,  quartermaster.  And  yet,  after  all  the  brave 
deeds  and  service  of  those  days,  to  refuse  me  this  brigade  for 
service — zounds  !  it  was  too  bad — too  bad !" 

But  Rohallion  survived  his  disappointment,  and  the  two  fol- 
lowing years  glided  peacefully  away,  at  his  old  castle  in  Carrick. 

*  "  The  surgeon  declared  the  wound  itself  not  to  be  mortal;  but  rendered 
so  by  the  insertion  of  the  despatch.  Corporal  O'Lavery  was  a  native  of  the 
county  of  Down,  where  a  monument,  the  gratitude  of  his  countryman  and 
oummander  Lord  Bawdon,  records  his  fame." — Reeords  of  the  17  th  JLancers* 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

quentin's  childhood. 

**  Ah,  happy  time !  ah,  happy  time  I 

The  days  of  mirth  and  dream ; 
When  years  rinff  out  their  merry  chime, 

And  hope  and  gladness  gleam. 
Then  how  we  drink  the  storied  page. 

In  boyhood's  happy  home : 
The  marvels  of  the  wondrous  age 

Of  old  Imperial  'RoiaeJ'-^All  the  Year  Bound. 

The  New  Year's  day  of  1801  passed  over  at  Kohallion  amid 
feasting  and  revelling,  for.  in  the  good  old  fashion  the  worthy 
lord,  as  his  fathers  had  done  before  him,  entertained  all  his 
people  in  the  great  hall  of  the  tower.  There  the  trophies  were 
nung  with  green  holly  and  scarlet  berries ;  there  the  Yule  log 
still  smouldered  on  the  hearth,  and  there  he  shook  the  powder 
from  his  hair,  while  footing  it  merrily  with  the  wives  and  daughters 
of  the  fishers  and  cottars,  while  old  Girvan  hobbled  away  in  his 
brigadier  wig,  the  dominie  screwing  up  his  fiddle  to  discourse 
sweet  music  with  the  piper  of  May  bole,  while  as  an  interlude 
•came  the  drums  and  fifes  of  the  Rohallion  Volunteers,  to  make 
the  old  castle  ring  to  the  cheering  sounds  of  "  Lady  Jean  o'  Ro- 
hallion's  Rant;"  and  this  hearty  homeliness,  together  with  a  free 
distribution  of  gifts  on  "  auld  handsel  Monday,"  made  the  lord 
and  lady  of  the  manor  adored  by  their  tenantry.  On  that  day 
there  was  something  for  every  one :  to  the  dominie  a  snuff-mull, 
which  he  received  with  many  bows,  reminding  the  donor  ]>9w 
**  Tacitus  afl&rmedthat  Tiberius  prohibited  the  bestowal  of  new 
year  gifts,  which  was  a  great  saving  of  expense  to  the  knights 
and  senators."  To  the  quartermaster  a  gilt-bound  "  Army  List," 
to  keep  him  in  reading  and  reference  for  the  ensuing  year ;  to 
Elsie  at  the  coves  a  lace-curchie,  and  to  little  Quentin  a  gallant 
rocking-horse.  So  aL^  danced  the  new  year  in  hand-in-hand,  to 
the  old  song,— 

"  Now  Yule  has  come  and  Yule  has  gane, 
And  we  hae  feasted  weel ! 
Sae  Jock  maun  to  his  flail  a^in. 
And  Jenny  to  her  wheel." 

In  the  ensuing  spring,  when  fresh  flowers  and  budding  leaves 
€ame  to  **  deck  the  dead  season's  bier ;"  when  the  aroma  of  fertility, 
warmth,  and  verdure  came  from  the  sonny  upland  slopes,  and  the 
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mountain  bums,  as  tbey  bore  brown  leaves  along,  seemed  to 
brawl  louder  over  their  stony  beds  towards  the  Firth  of  Clyde  ; 
when  greener  tints  spread  over  the  pastoral  hills  and  glens  about 
BohaUion ;  when  the  sky,  long  chilled  by  the  frost  of  tbe  past 
winter,  had  a  richer  tone  and  colour ;  when  the  air  was  warm 
and  pleasant  as  it  fanned  the  new-turned  sods — when  this  sweet 
season  came,  we  say,  the  old  lord  had  ceased  to  lament  havings 
been  refused  a  brigade  in  the  expedition  to  E^pt. 

By  that  time  he  had  heard  of  the  fall  of  lus  old  friend  and 
brother  ofiBcer,  the  gallant  Sir  Ralph  Abercrombie,  and  how  war 
and  disease  had  thinned  the  ranks  of  Ms  army.  He  sorrowed 
for  this*:  but  his  old  spirit  blazed  up  anew  when  he  heard  of 
how  the  28th  or  Gloucestershire  Slashers,  in  the  Temple  of  tbe 
Sun,  faced  their  rear  rank  about  when  surrounded,  and  defended 
themselves  like  a  double  wall  of  fire ;  how  the  Gordon  High- 
landers, at  the  bayonet's  point,  carried  the  cannon  of  the  foe  at 
the  Tower  of  Maudora ;  how  the  Black  Watch  destroyed  the 
boasted  Invincibles,  and  won  their  scarlet  plumes ;  and  how  the 
shrill  pipes  of  the  Highland  Brigade  rang  in  fierce  defiance  along 
the  embattled  heights  of  Nicopmis ! 

One  name  in  tbe  list  of  casualties  made  him  start. 

It  was  that  of  his  old  friend  and  neighbour.  Colonel  John 
Warrender  of  Ardgour,  who  fell,  sword  in  hwid,  when  leading 
the  Corsican  Eangers  to  a  victorious  bayonet  charge  against  the 
61st  Demi-brigade. 

*'  Oh,  what  a  heart-stroke  this  is  for  his  poor  wife,  Winny  !"^ 
he  exclaimed. 

"  And  Flora — ^poor  little  Flora,  tiieir  daughter,"  added  Lady 
Eohallion,  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears. 

"  She  is  too  young  to  know  fully  the  calamity  that  has  befallen 
her.  Order  the  carriage,  Andrews ;  we'll  drive  up  the  glen  t& 
Ardgour  in  an  hour  after  this." 

"  Foor  Mrs.  Warrender! — she  did  so  love  her  husband,  and 
had  sore  misgivings  that  they  were  parting  for  the  last  time." 

"  A  sad  morning  this  will  be  for  her,  indeed !"  said  Lord  Ex>- 
hallion,  laving  the  gazette  upon  the  breakf^t-table  and  gazing 
into  the  clear,  bright  fire,  fuJl  of  thought,  as  the  battle  of  Alex- 
andria seemed  to  come  in  fancy  before  nis  practised  eye. 

"  Now  Rohallion,  bethink  you,  if  circumstances  had  been  re- 
versed," said  she,  lading  a  hand  caressingly  on  his  neck,  "and 
if  she  had  been  reading  your  name  in  that  paper,  what  my  feel- 
ings would  have  been." 

"  The  carriage  would  be  ordered  at  Ardgour  instead  of  Ro- 
hallion," said  the  old  lord,  with  an  affectionate  smile;  "they 
may  need  me  yet— but  egad !  I  am  now,  perhaps,  better  pleased 
that  the  brigade  was  refused  me.    Warrender  gone — poor  Jack  * 
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and  Abercrombie,  too— I  knew  him  when  in  command  of  the 
69th/' 

"  He  died  on  board  the  flagship,,  my  lord,"  said  Andrews,  who, 
in  virtue  of  his  years  and  peculiar  position,  ventured  to  gratify 
his  irrepressible  curiosity,  by  taking  up  the  paper,  to  skim  it  at 
his  master's  back ;  "  they  landed  and  formea  line  in  the  water, 
bayonets  fixed  and  colours  flyinff,"  he  continued,  with  a  nervous 
voice  and  kindling  eye;  "28tn  and  42nd — ^Foot  Guards  and 
Hoyal  Scots — ^I  think  I  see  them  all — whoop!  d — ^n  it — ^why 
weren't  toe  there  ? — I  beg  pardon,  my  lady,"  he  added,  in  some 
confusion,  as  he  proceeded  in  haste  to  remove  the  breakfast 
equipage,  stumping  vigorously  on  his  left  leg — ^in  which  he  re- 
ceived a  bullet  at  Saratoga — as  he  hurried  away  to  order  the 
carriage  for  the  proposed  visit  of  condolence,  to  which  we  need 
not  invite  the  reader. 

The  treaty  of  Amiens  which  followed  soon  after  the  Egyptian 
campaign  brought  about  a  peace  for  fourteen  months,  and  during^ 
that  time,  Lord  RohalHon  wrote  repeatedly  to  our  Ambassador 
at  Paris  concerning  the  little  protege  who  had  now  found  a  home 
in  Carrick ;  but  at  a  period  wnen  all  the  powers  of  Europe  were 
only,  as  it  were,  taking  breath  and  gathering  strength  for  a 
greater  and  more  deadly  contest,  such  a  trivial  matter  as  the  fate 
of  a  shipwrecked  boy  could  gain  but  little  attention.  His  lord- 
ship's letters  remained  unanswered,  and  by  the  18th  of  May, 
1803,  Britain  and  France  again  drew  the  sword,  which  was  never 
to  be  sheathed  save  on  the  plains  of  Waterloo. 

Time  had  made  little  Quentin  as  thoroughly  at  home  in  the  castle 
and  with  the  family  of  Bx)hallion,  as  if  lie  had  been  bom  there. 

The  absence  of  her  son  with-  the  Guards  (Carlton  House  and 
the  Pavilion  at  Brighton  were  decidedly  more  amusing  than  that  ^ 
old  castle  by  the  sea),  created  a  void  in  Lady  Rohallion's  heart ; 
so  the  strange  child  came  just  in  time  to  fill  it,  and  she  loved 
him  tenderly  and  fondly.  The  old  lord  was  never  weary  of 
chatting  and  playing  with  Quentin ;  and  he  was  the  especial  pet 
and  occasionally  tormentor  of  the  quartermaster,  grey-haired 
Jack  Andrews,  and  of  old  Dominie  bkaill,  who  had  been  long 
since  inducted  to  the  honourable  post  of  tutor,  and  as  such,  after 
his  scholastic  duties  were  over,  he  daily  visited  the  castle,  in 
which  a  room  was  set  apart  for  study. 

The  following  years  saw  Quentin  Kennedy  growing  up  into 
a  fine  and  manly  boy,  bold  in  spirit  and  frank  in  nature ;  yet  he 
retained  even  after  ms  tenth  year  much  of  the  chubby  bloom,  the 
rosy  cheeks,  the  plump  white  skin,  and  the  golden  curls  of  his 
infancy. 

Lady  E.ohallion  and  her  visitors  thought  him  a  perfect  Cupid ;. 
but  her  husband  and  the  quartermaster— particularly  the  latter- 
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vowed  he  was  a  regular  imp,  who  always  broke  his  tobacco-pipes, 
tied  explosives  to  the  end  of  his  pigtail,  and  played  him  a  hundred 
other  tricks,  the  result  of  Jack  Andrews*  secret  education. 

The  dominie  often  shook  his  bag-wig  solemnly,  for  the  boy's 
ways  were  at  times  very  erratic  and  required  reprehension ;  hut 
his  constant  friend  and  adherent  was  Lady  Rohallion,  who,  when 
beholding  his  beauty,  his  gambols,  and  grace,  or  when  listening 
to  his  prattle,  and  watching  all  his  waggish  little  ways,  could 
never  think  but  with  a  sigh  of  the  widowed  and  unknown  mother 
whom  all  these  would  have  gladdened,  and  who  was,  perhaps, 
still  sorrowing  for  the.  child  who  had  forgotten  her  and  trans- 
ferred his  filial  love  and  faith  to  a  stranger — if,  indeed,  the 
royalist  sympathies  of  that  unfortunate  mother  had  not  been 
long  since  expiated  under  the  guillotine. 

Quentin*s  only  annoyance  existed  when  the  Master  of  Rohal- 
lion, then  a  captain  in  the  Guards,  came  home  on  leave,  which, 
sooth  to  say,  the  Honourable  Cosmo  Crawford  did  as  seldom  as 
possible,  the  gaieties  of  London,  club-life,  the  opera,  and  the 
atmosphere  which  surrounded  the  Prince  of  Wales,  proving 
greater  attractions  than  any  to  be  found  among  the  Highlands 
of  Carrick.  On  these  occasions,  the  boy  felt  sensibly  how 
secondary  a  place  he  bore  in  the  affections  of  the  lady,  and 
clung  more  to  his  friend  the  quartermaster. 

In  addition  to  a  cold  and  chilling  stateliness  of  manner,  the 
master— a  handsome  and  gallant  soldier,  however — disliked 
children  generally,  and  half-grown  boys  in  particular ;  thus 
if  he  ever  spoke  to  Quentin,  it  was  merely  lo  quiz  him  as  a 
young  Frenchman  (a  nationality  which  the  boy  angrily  repu- 
diated), to  call  him  a  frog-eater,  or  little  Bouey,  a  name  which, 
through  some  childish  memory  of  the  past,  always  roused  his 
anger. 

The  master  was  not  popular  in  Carrick ;  on  his  home  visits, 
the  piper  of  Maybole  never  ventured  to  nlay  before  kirn  as  before 
his  father;  no  mendicant  held  forth  his  nand  in  hope  of  charity 
when  he  passed  the  kirk- stile  on  Sunday;  the  tenantry  never 
gathered  to  welcome  him  back,  and  he  had  been  heard  to  speak 
■of  a  recently  deceased  prince  as  "  the  late  Pretender,"  a  horrible 
heresy  in  the  house  of  Rohallion,  and  almost  a  solecism  in  Scot- 
tish society  yet. 

But  our  young  friend  was  always  relieved  of  his  presence  when 
the  shooting  season  was  over,  when  the  summer  drills  of  the 
Guards  began,  or  when  urgent  letters  from  great  but  unknown 
friends  required  his  return  to  London ;  and  whither  he  departed 
with  baggage  enough  for  a  regiment,  and  his  English  valet, 
whose  finery,  foppery,  and  town  airs  always  excited  the  risible 
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faculties  of  Lord  Rohallion,  and  the  grim  contempt  of  the  cynical 
veteran.  Jack  Andrews. 

Though  bright  and  intelligent,  Quentin  was  too  erratic  to  be 
an  industrious  or  plodding  scholar ;  thus  his  Euclid  and  Cor- 
nelius Nepos,  &c.,  were  frequently  left  to  themselves,  that  he 
might  act  the  "truant,"  and-  have  a  day's  fly-fishing  in  the 
Girvan  or  the  winding  Doon :  or  a  ramole  with  his  friend  the 
gamekeeper  through  the  preserves,  where  the  deer  came  out  of 
the  fir  woods  to  steal  the  dominie's  turnips,  and  where  the  dark 
plover  and  the  golden  pheasant  lurked  among  the  sombre  whin 
or  feathery  bracken  bushes. 

Then  the  "  Life  of  Valentine  and  Orson,"  with  the  achieve- 
ments of  gallant  Jack,  the  foe  of  all  giants,  together  with  similar 
ancient  lore,  in  which  the  ex-quartermaster  indulged  him  (gene- 
rally about  the  time  when  his  poor  half -pay  became  due),  together 
with  the  pungent  military  yarns  of  Jack  Andrews,  always  proved 
sad  opponents  to  the  ponderous  classics  of  Dominie  Skaill ;  and 
as  Quentin  grew  older,  Cornelius  Nepos,  Tacitus,  jEschylus,  and 
others,  were  alike  neg:lected,  and  frequently  neither  entreaties  nor 
threats  would  substitute  them  for  the  pages  of  Smollett  and 
Fielding — the  Dickens  and  Thackeray  of  the  preceding  age. 

Then  the  dominie  would  grow  wrathful ;  but  all  witnout  avail, 
for  the  boy  was  droll  and  loveable  in  his  ways,  and  as  the  old 
lord  said,  "  would  wind  them  all  round  his  little  finger."  Thus 
in  the  oddly-assorted  society  of  that  sequestered  castle  he  picked 
up  a  strange  smattering  of  knowledge  on  many  subjects. 

Sometimes  he  was  present  when  Lord  Rohallion  and  John 
Girvan  had  long  consultations  concerning  farming  and  stock 
management,  arable  and  pastoral;  planting  belts  of  pine  for 
sheltering  corn  and  deer ;  draining  bogs  and  swamps ;  embank- 
ing or  reclaiming ;  thatching  farm-towns  anew,  and  so  forth — 
consultations  which  always  ended  in  a  jorum  of  hot  toddy,  and  a 
reference  to  the  war  and  chances  of  invasion,  which  naturally  led 
to  a  mental  parade  of  his  Majesty's  25th  Foot,  and  old  personal 
reminiscences,  varying  from  the  days  of  Minden  down  to  Sara- 
toga, Bunker's  Hill,  and  Brandywine,  with  Corporal  O'Lavery  of 
the  17th,  and  Lord  Rawdon's  famous  despatch.  Then  agriculture 
and  its  patron,  the  Baronet  of  Ulbter,  were  voted  a  double  bore, 
and  everything  gave  place  to  "  shop  "  and  pipe-clay. 

At  other  times  Quentin  was  present  when  curious  arguments 
ensued  over  a  pipe  and  glass  of  grog  between  his  preceptor  and 
the  ruddy-visaged  quartermaster,  who  was  wont  to  treat  the 
ancients  and  their  modes  of  warfare  with  supreme  contempt. 
Thus,  if  he  extolled  Brown  Bess  and  her  bayonet,  which  the 
French  could  never  withstand.  Dominie  Skaill  Drought  the  Par- 
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thians  into  the  field,  and  told  him  how  at  close  quarters  with  the 
Roman  Legion  they  were  broken :  but  how  the  troops  of  Crassns 
broke  those  same  legions  in  torn,  by  the  dexterity  with  which 
they  used  their  bows,  never  failing  to  wind  up  with  a  reference 
to  the  Caledonian  warriors  who  routed  the  Bomans  in  the  days 
of  old,  and  the  schiltrons  or  massed  spearmen  of  Wight  Wallace 
in  later  times,  for  the  dominie  had  all  the  history  of  Harry  the 
Minstrel  by  heart,  and  like  the  quartermaster,  (lis  patriotism  had 
been  no  way  lessened  by  many  a  jovial  night  spent  with  their 
friend  Bums  in  his  old  farm-house  of  Lochlea  or  Mossgiel. 

Thus  Quentin's  mind  became  gradually  imbued  by  quaint  ideas 
and  filled  with  a  curious  mixture  of  mihtary,  legendary,  and  his- 
toric lore.  The  very  air  he  breathed  was  mil  of  patriotism,  for 
he  was  in  the  land  of  Bums — in  Carrick,  the  ancient  lordship  of 
the  kingly  Bmces ;  and  many  a  story  the  dominie  told  him  oi  the 
times  when  the  Earls  of  dassilis,  the  horda  of  Bohallion,  the 
Lairds  of  Blairquhan,  and  other  noblesse  of  Carrick,  had  their 
town  mansions  in  Maybole ;  when  love  was  made  through  barred 
helmets,  and  when  there  were  hunting,  imd  hosting  and  foraying; 
when  castles  were  stormed  and  granges  burned ;  when  the  Black 
Vault  of  Dunure  saw  Danish  blood  stream  from  its  gutters  after 
Largs  was  won ;  and  the  Abbot  of  Corseregal  roasting  on  an 
iron  grille  ten  years  after  the  Beformation.  But  the  story  that 
^uentin  loved  best  was  of  the  Gipsy  King  who  lured  away  the 
fair  Countess  Cassilis,  and  of  the  long  years  of  captivity  she 
spent  in  the  grim  old  tower  of  Maybole,  where  to  tnis  day  we 
may  see  the  likenesses  of  herself  and  her  rash  lover,  carved  in 
«tone  upon  the  upper  oriel. 

Many  a  day  they  spent  together,  this  patient  dominie  and  his 
playful  pupil,  wandering  among  the  mins  of  the  Castle  of  Kil- 
henzie,  in  feudal  times  a  strongm)ld  of  the  Kennedies,  and  there 
for  hours  they  were  wont  to  sit,  under  the  aged  and  giant  tree 
which  still  stands  near  its  southern  wall — a  tree  twenty-two  feet 
in  girth,  and  so  vast  that  it  covers  nearly  the  eighth  of  an  acre. 

"  On  that  tree  many  a  bold  reiver,  gipsy  loon,  and  landlouping 
Southron  has  been  hung  in  his  boots  by  the  auld  Kennedies 
o'  Kilhenzie,"  the  dominie  would  say ;  "  they  were  a  dour,  stem, 
and  warlike  stock,  boasting  themselves  to  be  kean-na-tigh,  or,  as 
the  name  bears,  '  head  of  the  race ;'  and  who  can  say,  Quentin» 
but  you  may  be  their  lineal  descendant,  imd  if  every  head  wears 
its  ain  bonnet,  be  Laird  of  Kilhenzie  yet  P  yea,  restored  to  your 
proper  estate  after  all  your  wanderings,  even  as  Telemachus  was, 
who  in  childhood  was  also  saved  miraculously  from  the  sea." 

Then  the  boy  would  look  up  to  the  ivy-covered  masses  of  the 
crumbling  wall,  with  its  gaping  windows,  through  which  the 
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gkds'and  boodie-crows  were  flying,  and  feel  strange  tlirobbings 
stud  emotions  wakened  in  his  heart  by  the  dominie's  words;  and 
there  he  often  came  alone  to  loiter,  and  think  and  dream  over 
^hat  his  friend  had  said,  till  his  musings  took  a  tangible  form, 
and  ultimately,  in  all  his  day-dreams,  he  came  to  identify  the  old 
castle  with  himself—he  knew  not  why. 

When  Quentin  was  brought  first  to  Rohallion,  he  was  wont  to 
pray  to  his  "  blessed  Mother  who  was  in  heaven,"  and  to  lisp 
the  name  of  "la  Mere  de  Dieu"  with  great  reverence,  to  the 
utter  scandal  and  bewilderment  of  Dominie  Skaill,  who  smelt  the 
old  leaven  of  Prelacy  and  Popery  strong  in  this,  for  he  believed 
only  in  the  Kirk  of  Scotland  as  by  law  established,  confirmed  by 
the  Revolution  Settlement  and  Treaty  of  Union  (though  sadlv 
outraged  by  the  restoration  of  patronage  in  1712) ;  and  such 
language,  he  averred,  was  rank  hanging  matter  in  an  adult ! 

Quentin's  dark  eyes  were  wont  to  sparkle  and  fiash  on  hearing 
these  rebukes,  or  France  abused,  as  she  was  pretty  sure  to  be» 
daily^  by  everyone  in  those  days;  but  after  a  time  all  these 
emotions  and  ideas  ^ave  place  to  local  influences,  and  he  settled 
down  into  a  quiet  little  Scottish  schoolboy,  though,  as  we  have 
said,  somewhat  of  a  truant  withal. 

His  mind  sobered  and  chan^d  even  as  his  clustering  golden 
curls  grew  into  dark  and  shining  chestnut,  though  dreamlike 
memories  would  still  steal  upon  ms  mind — memories  that  came 
he  knew  not  whence. 

Once  when  the  dominie  pointed  to  a  Yandyke  that  hung  in  the 
great  hall,  representing  Lady  Jean  of  Rohallion,  and  told  him 
Siat  **  she  was  an  evil-minded  woman,  who  persecuted  the 
saints  of  Grod  in  her  time ;  and  that  the  cross  at  her  girdle  was 
the  hammer  of  Beelzebub,  and  an  embleni  of  her  damnaUe 
apostasy  firom  the  pure  and  covenanted  Kirk  of  Scotland,"  the 
boy's  eyes  would  assume  their  gleam,  Mid  then  a  pure,  soft 
snule,  as  he  said  that  "  his  mother  in  France  wore  just  such  a 
cross  as  that,  and  that  he  would  love  the  picture  for  her  sake." 

Then  Dominie  Skaill  would  groan  in  spirit  over  "  the  bad 
bluid  "  that  boiled  in  a  heart  so  young  and  tender,  and  stamping 
up  and  down  the  hall  in  his  sauare-toed  shoes,  would  openly 
express  his  fears  that  "  the  bairn  was  a  veritable  young 
Claverhouse!" 

On  other  occasions,  and  they  were  many,  when  Quentin  was 
alone,  Mid  gazing  on  the  sea  that  frothed  so  white  about  the 
Partan  Craig,  out  of  the  perpleiing  mists  of  memory  came  the 
dreamlike  incidents  of  the  wreck  on  that  gloomy  November 
night;  his  loving  father's  pale  and  despairing  face,  when  the  ship 
went  down  and  left  them  all  struggling  amid  the  cold  waves  of 
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a  dark  and  stormy  sea ;  and  with  these  memories  came  others 
bevond  that  time,  softer  and  dearer,  like  the  recollections  of  a 
prior  existence. 

There  was  the  cathedral,  with  its  lights  and  music  at  mass ; 
the  bridge,  the  river,  and  the  windmill ;  how  surely  he  should 
know  them  all  again !  And  so  pondering  and  dreaming  thus, 
he  would  lie  for  hours  on  the  sunny  bank  that  sloped  southward 
from  the  clifF  of  Rohallion,  while  the  blue  Firth  of  Clyde  that 
chafed  upon  the  rocks  below,  came  faintly  and  dreamily  to 
his  ear. 

Thus  his  vision  was  turned  inward,  though  his  eyes  were 
perhaps  fixed  on  the  blue  ether  overhead,  where  the  seamews 
were  revolving  and  the  great  eagle  soaring  aloft;  or  on  the 
distant  tower  and  Tolbooth  of  Maybole  that  stood  clear  and  dark 
a^inst  the  sun-set  flush — ^the  wavy  undulations  of  the  Canick 
hills ;  the  blue  peaks  of  Arran  that  rose  afar  off,  on  the  nearer 
coast  of  Cunninghame,  chequered  by  golden  light  on  violet 
coloured  shadow. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    quartermaster's    SNUGGERY. 

"Ambition  is  dead  within  me:  but  there  is  some  satisfaction  in  a 
queen's  commission,  with  half-pay  at  the  end  of  it.'' — Once  a  Week. 

QuENTiN  Kennedy  loved  the  venerable  dominie,  but  was  un- 
doubtedly bored  by  his  pedantry,  and  to  escape  it,  once  actually 
disappeared  for  three  entire  days,  to  the  utter  dismay  of  the  whole 
household  at  Ex)hallion,  when  it  was  naturally  supposed  that  he 
had  been  kidnapped  by  gipsies,  or  carried  off  by  the  smugglers, 
who  frequented  the  coves  in  the  rocks  when  the  nights  were  dark 
and  gusty ;  that  he  had  been  carried  off  by  the  pressgang  from 
Ayr,  or  had  fallen  over  the  cliffs  when  bird-nesting,  untS  Elsie 
Irvine  arrived  at  the  castle,  in  tears  and  tribulation,  to  announce 
that  he  had  cunningly  secreted  himself  in  the  "  saut-backet "  of 
her  husband's  clinker-built  boat,  and  gone  with  the  little  fleet  from 
the  adjacent  bay  to  the  herring  fishery. 

When  Lady  Winifred's  old  friend  and  school  companion,  Eleo- 
nora  Hamilton  (then  Countess  of  Eglinton)  visited  the  castle 
with  her  two  unmarried  daughters,  the  Ladies  Lilias  and  Mary 
— which  she  did  once  yearly — ^it  was  always  a  happy  time  for 
Quentin ;  for  then  he  had  two  little  companions  with  whom  to 
romp  and  swing  in  the  old  terraced  gardens ;  for  whom  to  gather 
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birds'  eggs  and  butterflies  ia  the  old  woods  of  Eohallion,  and 
before  miom  he  could  exhibit  his  boyish  skill  in  shooting  at  the 
butt»,  or  hooking  a  brown  trout  in  the  Girvan  or  the  Boon ;  but 
of  the  two,  his  chief  friend  and  playmate  was  the  fair-haired,  blue- 
eyed,  and  softly-voiced  little  Lady  Mary,  with  whom  he  generally 
opened  the  dance  at  the  annual  kirn,  or  harvest  home,  which  Lord 
jRohallion  always  gave  to  the  field-labourers  in  the  great  barn  of 
the  home-farm,  and  on  these  occasions,  the  brightest  ribbons  that 
Maybole  could  produce,  together  with  the  dominie's  violin  and 
Pate's  pipes,  were  in  full  requisition. 

On  a  November  night,  about  four  years  after  the  boy's  arrival 
at  Ex)hallion,  his  two  friends,  the  dominie  and  ex- quartermaster, 
were  seated  in  the  latter's  apartment  discussing,  which  they  did 
very  frequently,  the  boy's  pranks  and  progress,  with  a  pipe  of 
tobacco  and  a  jug  of  hot  toddy  at  the  same  time. 

John  Girvan's  "  snuggery,"  as  he  termed  it,  was  in  a  square 
tower  at  an  angle  of  the  barbican  wall  of  the  old  castle.  The 
loopholes  for  defences  by  arrows  or  arquebusses  yet  remained 
under  the  window-sills,  to  enfilade  all  approach  to  the  gateway. 
They  had  been  made  with  special  reference  to  the  English  and 
the  Kennedies  of  Kitlienzie ;  but  there  was  a  chance  now  that 
**  the  French  might  come  by  the  same  road." 

The  chamber  was  small,  but  very  cosy,  papered  with  a  queer 
old  pattern  over  the  wainscoating ;  the  walls  were  of  vast  strength, 
the  windows  arched,  the  fire-place  deep,  and  lined  with  shming 
Delft  squares  of  the  Puritan  times,  representing  bulbous-shaped 
Dutch  skaters, and  the  instructive  old  Scriptural  story  of  Susannah 
and  the  Elders. 

The  dark  oak  floor  was  minus  a  carpet,  for  the  quartermaster 
bad  been  long  enough  under  canvas  and  in  barracks  to  despise 
such  a  luxury. 

Over  the  mantelpiece  was  a  gaudily-coloured  print  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Cornwallis  in  full  uniform,  with  a  huge  wig  and  cocked 
hat — New  York  and  a  hecatomb  of  slaughtered  Yankees  in  the 
distance.  Under  this  work  of  art  hung  the  cfuartermaster's  old 
regimental  sword,  with  its  spring  shell,  his  crimson  sash  and  gilt 
gorget,  graven  with  a  thistle,  and  the  (to  him)  magic  number 
'*  25  " — ^his  household  lares,  as  the  dominie  called  them. 

Bound  with  iron,  an  old  baggage-trunk,  that  had  been  over 
half  the  habitable  globe,  bore  the  same  number  and  regiment. 

Pipes,  whips,  and  spurs  and  boot-tops,  dog-eared  army  lists 
and  empty  bottles,  littered  all  the  mantelshelf  and  window-bunkers, 
and  with  some  very  wheezy-looking  old  chairs  made  up  the  ap- 
purtenances of  the  room,  through  which  the  fire  shed  a  blaze  so 
cheerful^  that  the  dominie  had  no  desire,  when  he  heard  the  wind 
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moaning  through  the  battlements  above,  to  face  the  Masit 
which  howled  down  the  lonely  glen  that  lay  beyond  the  haunted 
gate. 

A  broiled  poor  man  o'  mutton  and  fried  trout  from  the  Girvan 
smoked  on  the  table  beside  the  toddy  jugs,  and  all  within  looked 
cheery,  as  these  two  oddly-assoited  friends,  who  had  scwrcely  an 
idea  in  common,  sat  down  to  supper. 

*'  Aye,  dominie,  it  is  a  dreich  night  !'*  said  the  quartermaster, 
filling  his  pipe ;  "  but  your  jug  is  empty,  brew  again ;  and  now  wi* 
a*  your  book-learnmg,  can  you  tell  me  the  name  o'  the  man  who 
invented  this  same  whisky  P** 

"Many  a  night  in  Mossgiel,  wi'  Bums,  weVe  drank  to  his 
memory,  whoever  he  was,"  replied  the  dominie ;  **  but  odds  my 
heart !  John  Girvan,  I  have  scarcely  got  the  better  o*  the  frip^ht 
that  brat  o*  a  laddie  gave  us,  when  he  disappeared  and  ran  off  to 
the  herring  fishery." 

The  quartermaster  laid  down  his  pipe  gravely,  for  he  and  the 
dominie  had  a  perpetual  disagreement  about  how  Qaentin  was  to 
>e  educated.  The  former  laboured  hard  to  teach  him  the  use  of 
fire-arms  (Brown  Bess  in  particular),  to  box,  and  to  handle  the 
pistol  and  broadsword,  saymg,  that  without  such  knowledge  he 
would  never  be  a  man;  while  the  poor  dominie  laboured  still 
harder  to  infuse  in  his  nature  a  love  for  literature  and  the  arts  of 
peace,  and  though  compelled  to  console  himself  for  Quentin's 
rapid  progress  in  those  of  war,  by  some  musty  quotation  con- 
cerning the  Actian  games  which  were  instituted  in  honour  of  the 
victory  over  Marc  Antony,  he  could  not  resist  asking, 

"  To  what  end  do  you  teach  the  laddie  all  this  military  non- 
sense— this  use  of  sword  and  musket,  John  P" 

"  For  drill  and  discipline,  dominie — drill  and  discipline." 

"Both  excellent  things  in  their  way,  quartermaster;  the 
Romans,  who  conquered  all  the  world ** 

"  South  of  Forth  and  Clyde — hand  ye  there,  dominie  !" 

"  Well,  they  concfuered  by  the  force  of  their  discipline,  and  as 
that  declined,  so  did  their  power;  but  to  what  prontable  end,  I 
say,  teach  the  bairn  all  these  havers  about  wars,  battles,  and 
bombshelling  P  Do  you  wish  to  make  of  him  a  tearing,  swearing, 
tramping  dragoon,  such  as  we  read  of  in  the  days  of  that  atrocious 
ClaverhouseP" 

"Not  at  all,  dominie." 

"Then,"  asked  Skaill,  angrily,  "what  would  ye  make  of  him  ?" 

**  A  man,  where  you  womd  made  him  a  molly." 

The  dominie  shook  his  head,  and  as  he  did  so  the  bag  of  lus 
wig  shook  pendulously  behind  him. 

"John  Girvan^  bairns  should  be  taught  early  to  delight^  not  ia 
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arts  which  cimdaoe  to  the  destraotion  of  haman  life,  but  in  sudi 
as  lead  to  eharity,  mercy,  beneyoleace,  and  humanity/' 

*'  Quite  right,  dominie,  and  for  utterly  i^oring  all  these,  I  know 
a  man  of  peace  who  had  his  lugs  cropped  off  hu  head." 

*•  Cropped  P* 

*•  Shaven  clean  off  his  head  by  a  knife/' 

**  Barbarous !  barbarous !" 

*'  But  just,  dominie — strictly  just.  Did  you  ever  hear  how  our 
28th,  or  North  Gloucestershire,  came  to  be  called  tke  Slashers.^** 

"Sooth  to  say,  John,  I  never  heard  o'  them  at  all/* 

"Well,  pass  the  bottle,  and  I  care  na  if  1  tell  you.  A  company 
of  ours  was  quartered  with  them  in  a  town  on  the  Canadian 
frontier.  It  was  during  the  winter  of  79,  when  the  atmosphere 
was  so  cold  that  the  hoar-frost  on  our  sentries'  greatcoats  made 
them  look  for  a'  the  world  like  figures  round  a  bridecake ;  stiff 
half-and-half  grog  froze  before  you  could  drink  it ;  the  bugles 
froze  with  the  buglers*  breath ;  flesh  came  off  if  you  touched  a 
fiwordblade  or  musket  barrel,  and  the  air  was  full  of  glittering 
particles.  We  had  to  saw  our  ration  beef  in  slices,  and  miif  roast 
our  loaves  before  we  could  cut  them.  Men  were  found  dead  in 
the  snow  every  day— stiff  and  frozen ;  in  fact,  there  was  no  way 
of  keeping  ourselves  warm,  do  what  we  might.  I  don't  know  how 
many  degrees  it  was  below  the  freezing  point,  but  the  cold  was 
awful,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  mercury  was  frozen  too ! 

"  Amid  the  severity  of  that  Canadian  winter,  the  mayor  of  the 
town,  a  democratic  and  discontented  ruffian,  refused  billets  to  the 
soldiers'  wives,  and  the  poor  women  and  helpless  children  of  the 
28th  nearly  all  perishea  in  the  streets ;  in  the  mornings  they 
were  found  frozen  like  statues,  or  half-buried  among  the  snow; 
but  severely  was  the  mayor  punished,  for  one  day  as  he  sat 
at  dinner  the  table  was  suddenly  surrounded  by  a  party  of 
savages,  in  war-paint,  with  hunting  shirts,  fur  cloaks,  moccassins, 
and  wampum  belts.  They  whooped,  yelled,  brandished  thdr 
tomahawks,  and  then  dragging  the  mayor  from  the  table,  sliced 
off  both  his  ears.  After  this  they  at  once  disappeared,  and  it 
was  not  known  for  some  days  that  these  pretended  savages  were 
soldiers  of  the  28th  whose  wives  had  perished  through  his  in* 
humanity.  It  was  for  this  that  we  first  called  them  '  slashers/  a 
title  which  their  bravery  in  the  war  fully  confirmed/' 

"The  wretch  was  nghtly  served,"  said  the  dominie;  "and 
trulj  did  our  old  friend  Rob  write  oi '  man's  inhumanity  to  maik 
making  countless  thousands  mourn.' " 

"  Aye,  dominie,  that  poem  is  as  gude  as  any  sermon  that  ever 
was  written !"  exclaimea  the  quartermaster. 

"  But  to  return  to  Quentin;  it  is  wi'  such  burbarous  steries  at 
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that  you  have  told  me  jou  fill  the  bairn's  head,  John,  at  an  age 
when  his  mind  should  be  impressed  wi*  ideas  of  charity  and 
mercy.  How  noble  it  was  of  the  great  Constantine,  to  employ 
his  son,  as  soon  as  he  could  write,  in  signing  pardons  and  grant- 
ing boons.  Under  favour,  John,  the  pen  is  a  nobler  instrument 
than  the  sword." 

"  Then  how  about  Wight  Wallace  and  the  Bruce  of  Carrick, 
dominie,  eh  ?  Had  they  never  learned  to  handle  aught  but  a 
goosequill,  where  would  our  auld  mother  Scotland  have  been  to- 
aay  ?  so  shut  pans,  ye  auld  gomeril,  and  brew  your  toddy." 

The  dominie  chuckled  and  said, 

"I  have  worn  a  red  coat  mysei*,  quartermaster,  for  when 
Thurot  was  off  the  west  coast,  I  was  a  year  in  the  volunteers 
under  the  Earl  o*  Glencaim." 

"  The  best  year  of  your  life,  dominie !" 

"I  had  a  sword,  a  musket,  and  a  bayonet.  'Thrice  is  he  armed 
who  hath  his  quarrel  just,'  ** 

"  And  how  did  you  feel  when  you  saw  the  beacons  blazing  on 
the  Carrick  hills,  and  heard  the  drums  dinging  before,  you,  on 
the  night  o'  ihe/alse  alarm  <'"  asked  the  old  soldier  with  a  sly  smile 

"I  shouted  like  Julian  when  sent  to  war,  'Oh  Plato  !  Plato! 
what  a  task  for  a  philosopher.' " 

"  The  deevil  you  did  !'*  exclaimed  Girvan,  puffing  vigorously ; 
"and  what  then?" 

••  Glencairn  fined  me  twenty  merks  Scots,  for  speaking  in  the 
ranks/' 

"  Fined — ^I'd  have  you  flogged  at  the  drumhead  wi'  the  cat-o'- 
nine- tails." 

"  The  Eomans  used  a  vine  sapling,  as  we  find  in  Juvenal, 
and " 

"Bother  those  Romans,  whoever  they  were,  if  they  really 
ever  existed  at  all !  You  are  ever  and  aye  stuffing  Quentin  wi* 
those  Romans  and  their  sayings  and  doings." 

"  Indubitably,  and  I  would  that  I  could  teach  him  all  that 
ever  was  known  to  the  seven  wise  men  o*  Greece." 

"  And  who  were  they  ?" 

"Bias,  Pittacus,  Solon,  Chilo,  Periander,  Cleobulus,  and 
Thales,"  replied  the  dominie  with  singular  volubility  5  "  all  men 
who  flourisned  before  the  Christian  era.*' 

"  Powder  and  pipeclay !  Egad,  I*m  glad  they  don't  flourish  now. 
Their  names  sound  just  like  those  of  a  regiment  of  niggei*s  we 
had  at  the  siege  of  Boston.  Pardon,  dominie, — but  I  must  have 
my  joke.  I  wish  I  could  teach  Quentin  something  of  fortifica- 
tion," he  added  thoughtfully,  as  he  watched  the  pale  smoke  from 
his  pipe  curling  up  towards  the  ceiling; 
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•*  It  is  an  art  almost  coeval  wi*  man,"  responded  the  other 
approvingly. 

*'  True,"  rejoined  the  quartermaster ;  **  for  did  not  Cain  build 
a  citv  with  a  wall  round  it  on  Mount  Libuan,  and  call  it  after  his 
son  Enoch  ?" 

"  Right,  quartermaster,  right !"  said  the  pedant,  rubbing  his 
hands  with  pleasure.  "  Yea,  and  the  Babylonians,  alter  the  waters 
of  the  flood,  built  them  cities,  and  wi'  strong  ramparts  encompassed 
them  about ;  but  I  hope,  if  1  live,  to  hear  Quentin  Kennedy  ex- 
pound on  all  that  and  more,  in  the  pulpit  of  Kohallion  kirk." 

**  What !"  roared  the  quartermaster,  in  a  tone  that  made  the 
dominie  start  back ;  "  make  a  minister  of  him  ?" 

"Yea,  John  Girvan;  and  wherefore  not  ?" 

"He  has  about  as  much  vocation  for  the  kirk  as  I  have. 
Would  you  have  him  drag  out  his  life  like  a  drone  in  a  Scotch 
country  manse,  when  a*  the  world  is  up  and  stirring?  Quentin 
is  a  penniless  lad  wi'  a  proud  spirit,  so  he  must  e*en  follow  the 
drum,  as  his  father  followed  it  before  him." 

"  His  father  before  him,  say  ye  ?  Some  puir  fellow,  the  son  o* 
an  outlawed  Jacobite,  doubtless.  I  dinna  think,  quartermaster 
that  he  made  much  o*  the  trade  o*  war ;  a  trade  that  is  clean 
against  scripture  in  every  respect." 

"  Domime,  did  not  Richard  Cameron,  who  fell  bravely,  battling 
for  the  right,  at  Airs  Moss,  only  a  hundred  and  twenty  years 
ago,  know  every  cut  of  his  good  broadsword,  as  well  as  the  texts 
of  his  Bible  ?  A  man's  hands  should  always  be  ready  to  keep  his 
head ;  thus,  whatever  may  be  before  him,  I  have  taught  Quentin 
to  fence  and  shoot." 

"  No  harm,  perhaps,  in  either,  for  I  remember  me,"  replied 
the  inveterate  quoter,  "  that  Bishop  Latimer  says  of  himself  *  my 
poor  father  was  as  diligent  to  teach  me  to  shoot,  as  to  learn  any 
other  thing.'  But  anent  Quentin  Kennedy,  you  and  I  wiU  never 
be  able  to  agree,  John,  so— ^" 

"  We'll  e'en  leave  the  lad's  future  to  himself,  dominie.  I  think 
he  has  some  right  to  be  consulted,  and,  odds  heart !  he  is  but  a 
bairn  yet ;  a  bairn,  though,  that  can  handle  his  pistol  as  well  as 
my  other  pupil,  the  Master  Cosmo." 

"  Eie,  ^'t,  John  Girvan !  and  a  most  sinfu'  use  has  the  Master 
made  o*  his  skill." 

"  He  has  paraded  a  good  many  bucks  and  bullies  by  daylight ; 
but  what  would  you  have  an  officer  to  do  ?  If  insulted  he  must 
challenge ;  if  challenged,  he  must  go  out,  or  quit  the  service  and 
society  too." 

The  dominie  shook  his  head  solemnly  in  deprecation  of  such 
sentiments,  and  said — 
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^I  fear  me  muekle  the  Master  m\\  meet  wi'  his  matcli  somo 
day,  and  a  black  one  it  will  be  for  the  house  o'  Rohallion  ;  but 
BOW  for  my  deoch  an  doruia.  Pass  the  dram  bottle.  Ugh !  the 
road  down  the  gleii  will  be  eerie  to*nigfat,  and  I  can  never  forget 
that  awfu'  morning,  John,  when  I  saw  the  wraith  of  Cosmo's 
uncle,  standing  at  the  castle-gate,  in  his  wig,  cocked  hat,  and 
red  coat,  silent  and  grim,  even  as  the  ghost  of  Csesar,  on.  th^ 
Bight  before  Philip|pi." 

**  Wi*  a'  the  whisky  you  had  under  your  belt,  I  wonder  you 
didna  see  iwa  o'  them." 

"  Jest  not— jest  not,"  said  the  dominie,  with,  we  are  sorry  to 
say,  half-tipsy  solemnity,  as  he  drained  his  deock  to  the  last  drop, 
tied  a  large  yellow  bandanna  over  his  three-cornered  hat  and 
under  his  chin,  assumed  his  walking-stafP,  and  prepared  to  depart. 
**I  hope  the  servant-lass  will  air  the  night-cap  that  she  pute  wi* 
the  Bible  at  my  bedside  every  night." 

The  quartermaster  laughed  slilv,  as  he  knew  that  the  0£U> 
referred  to  was  a  stoup  of  strong  ale,  which,  in  the  old  Scottish. 
fEishion,  the  dominie's  servant  always  placed  with  the  Bible  on  a 
stool  near  his  bed. 

The  poor  dominie's  potations  laounted  to  his  head  as  he  began 
to  move,  and,  striking  his  cane  emphatically  as  he  stepped  away, 
he  sung,  in  somewhat  uncertain  tones : — 
•*  My  kixDiner  and  I  lay  down  to  sleep, 
Wi^  twa  pint  stoups  at  ova  bed's  feet : 
And  aye  when  we  wakened  we  drank  them  dry, 
Sae  what  think  ye  o'  my  kimmer  and  I P 
Toddling  butt  and  toddling  ben. 
When  round  as  a  neep  ye  come  toddling  hame  !** 

And  so  he  departed  in  a  mood  that  neither  brownie  nor  bogle 
could  scare. 


CHAPTER  X. 

VLOBA  WASSSNBEB. 

"Lovely  floweret,  lorely  floweret. 

Oh!  what  thoughts  your  beauties  move- 
When  I  pressed  thee  to  my  bosom. 

Little  did  I  know  of  love. 
In  Castile  I  never  entered — 

From  Leon  too,  I  withdrew, 
Where  I  was  in  early  boyhood. 

And  of  love  I  nothing^  knew." — ToHry  of  8pmin^ 

So  without  change,  the  joyous  and  dreamy  period  of  Quentin's 
boyhood  glided  rapidly  away,  in  studies,  amusements,  and  occa- 
sionally mischief,  such    as   throwing   kail-castocks  down  the 
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dommies's  lum,  and  blowing  tam-o*-reekies*  through  his  key- 
hole,  until  about  his  seventeenth  year,  when  the  Castle  of  Eohallion 
became  the  home  of  another  inmate. 

Mrs.  Warrender  of  Ardgour,  widow  of  Lord  Rohallion's  old 
friend  and  companion-in-arms,  Colonel  John  Warrender,  who,  as 
"we  have  relatea,  fell  at  the  head  of  the  Corsican  Rangers  in  the 
E^tian  expedition,  died  in  London,  bequeathing  to  the  care, 
tuition,  and  trust  of  Lady  Winifred  iier  only  daughter,  in  charge 
of  whom  Lady  Eglinton  arrived  from  England  in  the  summer  of 
1806,  acciompanied  by  her  two  unmarried  daughters,  Lilias  and 
Mary,  now  growing  up  into  tall  and  handsome  young  women, 
with  whom  Quentin  could  scarcely  venture  to  romp  and  race  as 
in  former  days. 

It  was  evening  when  an  outrider,  as  a  sort  of  avant-courier, 
arrived  from  Maybole  to  announce  that  the  countess  was  coming 
with  her  charge;  so  Lady  Eohallion  assumed  her  black  silk 
capuchin,  her  husband  his  cane  and  jaunty  old-fashioned  tri- 
angular Nivemois  (to  which  he  rigidly  adhered,  despite  the 
almost  general  adoption  of  the  present  form  of  round  hat),  and 
summoning  Quentin,  who  was  busy  among  the  fire-arms  in  the 
gun-room,  they  set  forth  for  a  stroll  along  the  avenue  to  meet 
their  friends. 

"Poor  Jack  Warrender!"  said  Lord  Ex)hallion,  musingly; 
"  I  wonder  whether  his  girl  resembles  hira  ?" 

**  I  should  think  not,'*  replied  Lady  Winifred,  smiling,  as  her 
recollections  of  the  late  ooionePs  personal  appearance  were  not 
flattering. 

"  I  have  not  seen  the  child  for  four  or  five  years." 

"  Flora  will  be  past  sixteen  now.  She  had  her  mother's  fore- 
head, and  soft,  dovelike  eyes ;  the  colonel  was  a  stem  and  rough- 
featured  man.'' 

"  But  a  good-hearted  fellow,  Winny,  as  ever  cracked  a  joke  or 
a  bottle.  I  saw  him  first  as  a  jolly  ensign,  carrying  the  union 
colour  of  his  regiment,  at  Saratoga,  and,  egad,  my  dear,  that 
wasn't  yesterday." 

"  Flora's  mother  died  of  a  Inroken  heart." 

"  She  was  always  delicate,"  said  Lord  Rohallion. 

'*  Ah,  like  most  men,  you  don't  believe  in  that  kind  of  death ; 
but  she  never  recovered  the  shock  of  her  husband's  fall  in  Egypt, 
and  thus,  after  five  years'  constant  ailing  and  pining,  she  has 
passed  away  to  her  place  of  rest." 

"  Powr  woman !" 

''What  is  the  difference  of  age  between  Flora  and  our 
Cosmo  P" 

*  Lij^ited  tow  bbwn  thxough  a  eabbage-stodc 
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"  A  suggestive  question." 

"How?" 

**  Never  mind,  my  lord." 

"  Some  sixteen  years  or  more,  I  think.  You  should  remember 
best,  Winny,  their  ages." 

After  this  they  walked  on  in  silence,  the  lady,  already  match- 
making and  scheming  out  certain  matters  with  reference  to  the 
young  heiress  of  Ardgour,  had  her  mind  bent  on  futurity ;  while 
the  old  lord's  thoughts  were  with  the  past,  full  of  other  days 
and  other  scenes,  when  youth  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand — 
days,  which,  in  the  wars  of  Napoleon,  were  being  fast  forgotten 
by  the  world  at  large. 

The  evening  was  beautiful ;  the  air  was  still  and  calm,  though 
at  times  a  breeze  stirred  gently  the  foliage  of  the  sycamores  of 
that  stately  avenue  which  led  from  the  haunted  gate  to  the 
ancient  highway  from  Maybole — trees  which  had  cast  their 
shadows  on  many  a  generation  of  the  Crawfords  of  Rohallion, 
who  had  gambolled  along  that  avenue  in  infancy,  and  tottered 
down  it  in  age ;  and  since  the  days  of  King  James  VI.  they  had 
seen  many  a  son  of  the  house  go  forth  with  his  sword  and  return 
no  more,  for  many  of  them  have  fallen  in  domestic  feuds  and 
foreign  wars. 

On  the  uplands  the  golden  grain  was  waving,  but  there  was  no 
sound  in  the  air  save  the  voice  of  the  corncrake  in  the  fields, 
the  hum  of  the  summer  bee,  the  plaintive  notes  of  the  cushat- 
dove  among  the  foliage  of  the  oak-wood  shaw,  or  the  flash  of 
the  bull-trout  in  the  Imn  that  bubbled  on  one  side  of  the  avenue, 
and  disappeared  under  a  quaint  arch,  on  each  side  of  which 
stood  two  moss-grown  lions  sejant,  the  armorial  supporters 
which  the  family  of  Rohallion  inherited  from  Sir  Raynold  Craw- 
ford, high  sheriff  of  Ayrshire,  the  uncle  of  Sir  William  Wallace 
of  Elderslie. 

Quentin,  who  had  been  in  advance  with  a  couple  of  barking 
terriers,  now  came  running  back,  waving  his  hat,  to  announce 
that  Lady  Eglinton's  carriage  was  coming  bowling  along  the 
dusty  road ;  and  just  as  he  spoke  it  wheeled  into  the  echoing 
avenue,  where  the  horses*  hoofs  crashed  among  the  gravel. 

The  driver,  who  was  seated  on  a  splendid  hammercloth  (with 
the  dragons,  verty  vomiting  fire),  reined  up  on  perceiving  Lord 
and  Lady  Rohallion,  and  the  servants  at  once  threw  down  the 
steps  as  their  mistress  desired  to  alight. 

Assisted  by  her  host,  she  stepped  down,  a  stately  woman  of  a 
noble  presence,  considerably  older  than  her  friend,  Winifred 
Maxwell,  being  past  her  sixtieth  year,  but  still  bent  on  being 
young  despite  wrinkles  and  other  little  indications  of  "the 
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enemy."  She  wore  the  then  fashionable  little  bonnet  of  green 
and  blue,  or  union  velvet,  as  it  was  named,  in  honour  of  Ireland, 
a  large  chequered  Burdett  kerchief  over  her  neck  and  shoulders, 
and  her  whole  person  was  redolent  of  hair- powder  and  perfume, 
as  her  black  satin  robe  swept  over  the  gravel. 

Her  two  daughters  sprang  forth  after  her,  accompanied  by  the 
new  visitor  (of  whom  more  anon),  all  three  handsome  and  lady- 
like young  girls,  faultless  in  symmetry,  delicacy,  and  refinement, 
and  all  possessed  of  considerable  beauty,  and  looking  happy, 
blooming,  and  smiling,  in  their  Leghorn  gipsy  hats,  which  were 
wreathed  with  flowers. 

"  Welcome,  my  dear  Ladj  Eglinton,"  said  Rohallion,  bowing 
like  an  old-fashioned  courtier  of  Versailles  or  Holyrood,  as  he 
planted  his  little  Nivernois  under  his  left  arm,  and  gave  his 
right  hand  to  the  Countess  to  lead  her  up  the  avenue ;  "  unlike 
your  humble  servant,  egad,  madam,  you  grow  younger  every  day 
— ^and  then  your  travelling  costume — I  vow  it  is  charming." 

"  My  lord,"  said  the  old  lady,  smiling,  "  you  are  still  quite  a 
Lothario,  and  as  complimentary  as  ever.  My  girls  at  least  have 
the  latest  London  fashions,  but  I  prefer  the  bonnet  of  1801,  as 
being  more  becoming  my  style — perhaps  I  should  say,  my  years." 

We  question  whetner  this  amiable  lady  and  her  daughters  in 
**  the  latest  Loudon  fashion,"  would  have  been  in  the  mode  now, 
as  their  narrow  skirts  made  thein  exactly  resemble  the  figures  we 
see  in  the  little  Noah's  ark. 

"And  this  is  Flora  Warrender,"  said  Lord  Rohallion  (after  the 
usual  greetings  were  over),  kissing  the  girl's  hand  and  forehead 
with  kindness  and  regard ;  "  welcome  here,  child,  for  the  sake  oif 
your  father.  Many  a  day  Jack  Warrender  and  I  have  been  under 
nre  together,  and  often  we  have  shared  our  grog  and  our  biscuit 
— long  before  you  saw  the  light.  Flora." 

Her  fine  eyes  filled  as  the  old  lord  spoke,  and  a  beautiful  ex- 
pression passed  over  her  soft,  fair  face.  She  was  in  second 
mourning — muslin  with  black  spots ;  and  her  gipsy  hat  with  its 
crape  bows  gave  her  a  very  picturesque  look.  She  had  sandalled 
shoes  on  her  feet,  that,  like  her  hands,  were  small  and  very  finely 
shaped.  Her  ear-rings  and  bracelets  were  of  brown  Tunbridge 
wood,  then  the  simple  fashion  when  not  in  full  dress. 

"We  have  brought  a  sweet  companion  for  you,  Quentin,"' 
said  Lady  Mary,  laughing,  as  she  presented  both  her  hands  to 
her  young  friends  ;  "  wont  she  be  quite  a  little  wife  for  you  ?" 

"  Mary  !"  said  her  mamma,  in  an  admonitory  tone. 

"Of  course,  mamma,  you  know  I  am  much  too  old  for 
Quentin." 

"  Too  tall,  at  least,  to  talk  nonsense,"  replied  Lady  Eglinton, 
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whose  ideas  of  deportraent  belonged  to  the  last  century,  and 
whose  old-fashioned  stateliness  always  abashed  Qaentin,  who 
blushed  like  a  great  schoolboy  as  he  was,  and  played  nervously 
with  his  little  hat. 

"What,  mamma!"  persisted  Mary,  "mayn't  I  still  flirt  with 
Quentin  ?" 

But  her  mother,  who  with  all  her  kindness  of  heart,  had 
always  doubts  about  the  wisdom  of  lavishing  so  much  attention 
on  a  strange  child  (whose  future  and  antecedents  were  alike 
obscure),  as  the  Rohallion  family  bestowed  on  poor  Quentin 
Kennedy,  turned  away  to  speak  with  her  host  and  hostess, 
leaving  the  young  people  to  themselves,  while  the  carriage,  with 
its  double  imperial,  was  driven  round  to  the  stable  court. 

"I  hope  you  have  had  a  pleasant  journey  from  the  South?" 
«aid  Ladv  Itohallion. 

**  We  had  a  break-down  at  York,  and  I  was  sorely  tired  when 
we  reached  Edinburgh.  There  I  was  somewhat  recompensed  by 
hearing  Kemble  in  Macbeth,  and  Mrs.  Kemble  sing  the  new 
fashionable  ballad,  *The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland,'  at  tne  conclu- 
sion of  the  piece ;  but  the  candle-snuffers  neglected  our  box  so 
much,  that,  before  the  farce,  we  were  driven  to  the  card  assembly 
in  the  new  room  in  George-street,  where,  for  a  dull  little  town, 
there  was  a  pretty  genteel  assemblage ;  though  the  dresses  of  the 
women  were  five  years  behind  London,  I  was  glad  to  see  hair- 
powder  stiU  worn  in  such  profusion." 

"  Since  the  Union,"  said  Lady  Bohallion,  "  Edinburgh  has 
been  a  city  of  the  dead,  and  very  different  from  what  our  grand- 
mothers described  it." 

"A  veritable  village,  where  one  meets  none  above  the  rank  of 
mere  professional  men,  struggling  hard,  poor  fellows,  to  keep  up 
appearances." 

''But  at  the  assembly,  mamma,  there  was  otte  person  of 
position,"  said  Lady  Jane. 

"  True,  child — the  young  Earl  of  Aboyne,  whose  name  was 
unfortunately  associated  with  that  of  the  late  unhappy  Queen  of 
France,  Mane  Antoinette." 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  Rohallion,  laughing,  "  I  remember  that  the 
Polignacs  spoke  maliciously  of  her  dancing  EcosscUses  with  him 
at  tlie  balls  of  Madame  d'Ossun." 

"  We  went  with  him  to  Corn's  Concerts,  which  are  led  by 
Signer  Stablini,  and  also  to  see  the  storming  of  Seringapatam^ 
opt)osite  the  New  College,  'the  wonder  of  the  Ei^lish  metro 
polis,  for  the  last  twelve  months,'  as  the  papers  have  it.  I  have 
brought  your  ladyship  the  *  Last  Minstrel,'  the  new  poem  of 
that   clever   gentleman,  Mr.  Walter    Scoti^  which  luis  just 
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appeared ;  Mr.  Constable's  shop  at  the  Cross  was  quite  besieged 
by  inquirers  for  it ;  and  for  your  lordship  I  have  the  Gazettes 
detailing  the  captures  of  Martinique  and  Guadaloupe.'* 

"  I  thank  you— they  will  be  a  rare  treat  for  me  and  for  old  John 
Girvan,  who  enjoys  the  reversion  of  all  my  military  literature." 

"At  Edinburgh  we  had  quite  a  chapter  of  accidents.  One  of 
Lord  Eglinton*s  favourite  horses  came  in  dead  lame  at  the  Leith 
Races ;  then  my  abigail  left  me  abruptly,  having  gained  a  prize 
of  two  thousand  guineas  in  the  State  lottery,  and  with  it  an 
offer  of  marriage  from  a  dissenting  minister.  A  wheel  came  off 
the  carriage  just  as  we  were  descending  that  steep  old  thorough- 
fare named  the  West  Bow,  and  by  this  accident  all  our  new 
bonnets  from  the  Grallerr  of  Fashion  in  the  High-street  were 
destroyed ;  it  also  causea  a  fracas  between  our  poor  coachman 
and  a  lieutenant  of  the  City  Guard,  who,  with  his  silver 
epaulettes  on,  and  all  the  airs  of  office,  was  drumming  a  woman 
out  of  town.  The  fracas  caused  a  three  days'  detention,  as  one 
of  the  bailies,  a  democratic  grocer,  threatened  to  send  our  coach- 
man on  board  the  pressing-tender  at  Leith  for  contumacy ;  but 
ultimately  and  happily,  the  name  of  Lord  Eglinton  terrified  the 
saucy  patch  into  complaisance.  Then  we  heard  of  foot-pads  in- 
festing the  Lanark-road,  but  fortunately  we  had  the  escort  of  some 
of  the  Scots  Greys  who  were  conveying  French  prisoners  to  the 
West  Country,  so  we  reached  Maybole  without  any  untoward 
accident." 

While  the  countess  was  rehearsing  the  adventures  of  her 
journey.  Lord  Rohallion,  partly  oblivious  of  her  and  of  her 
daughters,  had  been  absorbed  by  Flora,  in  whose  soft  features 
he  sought  in  vain  for  the  stem  eyebrows,  the  high  nose  and 
cheekbones  of  her  father,  the  colonel. 

Lady  EohaUion  glanced  at  their  ward,  from  time  to  time, 
with  mingled  satisfaction  and  interest,  as  she  had  certain  views 
regarding  her,  and  these  were  nothing  less  than  a  marriage,  a 
few  vears  hence,  between  her  and  Cosmo,  the  master,  an  idea 
which,  had  strengthened  every  day  she  looked  towards  Ardour, 
the  well-wooded  heights  of  wnich  were  visible  from  the  windows 
of  EohaUion. 

"  But  man  proposes,  and  God  disposes,"  says  the  proverb. 
How  these  views  were  realized,  we  shall  come  in  time  to  see. 

All  unaware  of  the  plots  forming  against  her  in  the  busy  brain 
of  her  mother's  friend.  Flora  had  a&eady  drawn  near  Quentin, 
and,  surveying  him  with  something  of  wonder  and  interest  in  her 
fine  eyes,  she  said — 

"  So  you  are  the  little  boy  o£  whom  I  have  heard  so  much  in 
the  letters  of  Lady  Rohallion  to  mamma  P" 
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"  I  am  Quentin  Kennedy,  Miss  Warrender." 

"  Who  was  rescued  from  that  horrible  wreck  ?" 

"Yes." 

"You  are  not  so  verjj  little,  though." 

" I  am  taller  than  you*^  replied  our  young  friend,  in  a  tone  of 
pique. 

"But  I  look  the  eldest." 

"  We  are  much  of  an  age ;  I  heard  Lady  Rohallion  say  so/* 

"I  think  I  shall  like  you." 

"  I  am  sure  that  I  shall  like  you  very  much !"  responded 
Quentin,  blushing  in  spite  of  himself.  "  You  know  that  we  are 
to  be  companions,  and  learn  our  studies  together  ?*' 

"And  such  delightful  walks  we  shall  have  in  this  old  avenue,** 
said  she,  looking  up  at  the  grand  old  sycamores,  between  which 
the  golden  sunset  fell  in  flakes  of  warm  light. 

Thus  the  boy  and  girl  were  friends  at  once. 

About  five  was  then  the  fashionable  dinner-hour;  thus,  as 
Lady  Eglinton  had  arrived  later,  a  few  friends  and  neighbours 
came  to  sup  at  Rohallion. 

The  conviersation  all  ran  on  rents,  apiculture,  and  politics ; 
high-toryism  had  full  sway.  Thus  Napoleon,  the  Corsican 
tyrant— who  was  averred  to  have  copied  Alexander  in  Egypt, 
Cfiesar  in  Italy,  and  Cl^arlemagne  in  France,  no  bad  example 
surely — together  with  Sir  Francis  Burdett,  and  the  atrocious 
opposition  party,  were  very  liberally  devoted  to  the  infernal  gods. 

Tlie  younger  ladies  idled  over  the  piano,  in  the  old-fashioned 
yellow  damask  drawing-room.  The  faithless  Quentin,  apparently 
quite  oblivious  of  the  presence  of  his  former  friend.  Lady  Mary, 
was  quite  fascinated  by  the  new  visitor,  whom  he  had  innumer- 
able matters  to  tell  and  to  show. 

The  worthy  lord  smiled  benigiiantly  as  he  watched  them,  and, 
while  taking  a  pinch  of  the  Pnnce's  mixture  from  the  gold- 
enamelled  box,  which  had  been  presented  to  him  by  H.R.H.  the 
Duke  of  York,  he  remarked  to  an  old  friend,  who,  in  powder, 
wide  cufFs,  pigtail,  and  knee-breeches,  seemed  the  counterpart  of 
himself,  that  "  truly  we  lived  in  rapid  and  wonderful  times." 

Poor  Lord  Rohallion !  he  could  little  foresee  the  time  when 
posterity  would  be  flying  over  Europe  at  the  rate  of  sixty  miles 
an  hour,  and  when,  instead  of  powaering  his  cherished  pigtail, 
he  might  have  it  cut  by  machinery — ^the  Victorian  age  of  Crystal 
Palaces,  crinoline,  and  chloroform — of  spirit-rapping,  wordy 
patriotism,  and  paper  collars. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

LOVE,  AND  MATTERS  PERTAINING  THERETO. 

"  They  would  sit  and  aigli, 
And  look  upon  each  other  and  conceive 
Not  what  they  ailed ;  yet  something  did  they  aii, 
And  yet  were  well — and  yet  they  were  not  well ; 
And  what  was  their  disease  they  could  not  tell." 

According  to  a  recent  novelist,  **  the  happiest  portions  of  exist- 
ence are  the  most  difficult  to  chronicle."  As  we  approach  that 
period  of  Quentin's  career,  which  was  indeed  his  happiest,  we 
experience  something  of  this  difficulty ;  and  having  much  con- 
cerning his  adventures  to  relate,  must  glance  briefly  at  the 
gradusu  change  from  boyhood  into  youth — from  youth  to  manhood, 
slmost  prematurely,  for,  by  the  course  of  events,  misfortunes 
came  early ;  and  somewhat  abruptly  was  Quentin  thrust  forth 
into  the  great  battle  of  life. 

But  we  anticipate. 

At  that  happy  time,  when  he  had  neither  thought  nor  care — 
no  past  to  regret,  and  no  future  to  dread.  Flora  Warrender  and 
Quentin  were  in  the  bloom  of  their  youth.  The  girl  was  already 
highly  accomplished ;  but  Dominie  Skaill,  when  acting  as  tutor 
to  the  lad,  strove  to  imbue  her  with  some  love  for  classical  lore, 
and  he  bored  her  accordingly. 

In  winter  especially,  the  old  castle  was  dull  and  visitors  were 
few.  The  old  quartermaster  talked  to  her  of  Minden  and  Sara- 
to^^a ;  of  proceeding  for  leagues  upon  leagues  in  heavy  marching 
order  up  to  the  neck  in  snow;  of  scalp-hunting  Choctaws  and 
Cherokees,  tomahawks,  and  war-paint.  The  parish  minister,  fear- 
ing that  siie  had  become  "  tainted  with  Episcopacy  during  her 
sojourn  in  the  English  metropolis,"  dosed  her  with  such  gloomy 
tneology  as  can  be  found  nowhere  out  of  Scotland,  mingled  with 
local  gossip,  which  often  took  the  form  of  scandal ;  the  dominie 
prosed  away  "anent"  the  Romans,  or  of  chemical  action,  the  laws 
of  gravitation,  the  dogmas  of  Antichrist,  and  the  dreadful  views 
of  society  taken  by  the  Corsican  usurper  and  his  blood-smeared 
Frenchmen,  till  the  young  heiress  felt  her  head  spin.  Lord  Ro- 
liallion,  whose  ideas  were  chiefly  military,  and  Lady  Winifred, 
whose  thoughts  ran  chiefly  on  housewifery  and  acting  doctor  to 
all  the  children  on  the  estate,  were  not  very  amusing  either;  so 
she  turned  with  joy  and  pleasure  to  her  new  frieid  Q  lentin  Ken- 
nedy, who  was  ever  reader  for  a  gallop  into  the  couatry,  a  ramble 
in  the  woods,  or  a  romp  in  the  garden. 
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Long  and  many  were  the  confidences  between  them,  for  both 
were  orphans,  and  they  had  thus  many  emotions  in  common. 

He  told  her  in  detail  what  she  had  already  heard,  and  what  all 
in  the  Bailiewicks  of  Carrick,  Kyle,  and  Conningbame  knew,  the 
story  of  his  being  saved  from  the  wreck  of  an  unknown  ship, 
whose  whole  crew  perished,  and  that  his  father,  who  had  been  a 
Scottish  ofiBcer  in  the  service  of  Monsieur,  was  drowned  with 
them;  that  now,  he  could  barely  shadow  out  his  thin  spare  figure, 
and  pale  and  anxious  face,  it  seemed  so  lon^  since  then;  that, 
save  the  Crawfords  of  Rohallion,  he  had  no  friends  on  earth  that 
\q  knew  of,  and  that  he  was  to  become  a  soldier,  he  believed — at 
least  his  good  friend  Mr.  Girvan  always  said  so,  and  that  was  his 
own  wish. 

"A  soldier!"  repeated  Flora;  **my  poor  papa  was  one,  and 
those  horrid  French  killed  him.  Oh  that  I  were  a  man,  to  join 
with  you  in  a  life  of  such  peril  and  adventure !  But  Lady  Ro- 
hallion says  I  am  to  be  a  soldier's  wife,''  she  added,  smiling,  and 
burying  her  pretty  nostrils  in  a  thick  moss  rose. 

"To  be  married?" 

"  Yes ;  she  says  that  the  Master  of  Rohallion  is  to  marry  me, 
whenever  he  returns  home.*' 

**  And  do  you  love  him.  Flora  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,'*  she  replied,  blushing  as  red  as  the  rose  in  her 
hand,  and  casting  down  her  dark  eyelashes. 

"Why?" 

"  Because,  Quentin,  I  never  saw  him.** 

"  Not  even  at  Ardgour  ?" 

"  No,  nor  in  London,  for  when  my  dear  mamma  was  there,  the 
Master  was  always  at  Windsor  or  Brighton  with  the  Guards." 

"  Then  why  are  you  to  marry  him  ?    persisted  Quentin. 

"Because  I  am  told  t^iat  it  will  be  very  convenient  for  all 
parties,  as  the  lands  of  Rohallion  and  those  of  Ardgour  march 
together  for  miles  over  hill  and  glen,"  replied  Flora,  using  the 
Scottish  phrase  for  "  adjoin." 

Then  she  would  tell  him,  with  all  the  kindness  and  friendship 
of  Lady  Rohallion,  how  sorely  she  missed  the  extreme  tenderness 
and  gentleness  of  her  own  dear  mother,  and  how  that  beloved 
parent  sunk  like  a  bruised  reed,  nor  ever  rallied  since  the  terrible 
morning  when  news  came  to  Ardgour  that  her  father  had  fallen 
in  battle  under  Abercrombie,  and  his  general's  letter  and  the  Duke 
of  York's  too,  alike  failed  to  afford  the  consolation  they  expressed. 

There  was  no  love-making  in  confidences  such  as  these;  but 
both  were  youn^;  the  lad  was  handsome,  sturdy,  and  impetuous. 
Flora  was  winning  in  manner  and  delicately  beautiful,  with  soft 
dove-like  dark  eyes  ef  violet-grey,  and  lashes  that  were  almost 
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black  like  her  hair;  and  snch  intercourse,  if  it  was  pleasant  and 
delightfol,  was  perilous  work,  and  apt  to  lead  to  the  dev^pment 
of  a  friendship  that  certainly  would  not  be  platonic. 

When  climbing  the  beetbng  cliffs  that  overhung  the  waves,  the 
sea-pinks  and  wild  flowers  that  grew  in  such  dangerous  places, 
were  always  culled,  and  the  rare  birds'  eggs,  that  fity  in  the  cliffs 
and  crannies,  were  gathered  by  Quentin  tor  Flora. 

His  whole  desire  and  study  were  Flora  Warrender  and  the 
anticipation  of  her  every  want  and  wish.  Many  of  his  sports, 
the  trout  pools  in  the  Girvan,  the  fishing  boats  in  the  bay,  the 
otter  holes  by  the  Doon,  the  covers  where  the  golden  pheasant 
lurked  among  the  green  and  feathery  fern,  were  neglected  now  for 

§  laces  nearer  home — for  the  sycamore  avenue,  the  terraced  gar- 
en,  the  yew-hedge  labyrinth,  for  wherever  Flora  was  to  be  found, 
he  was  not  far  off. 

Her  soft  and  modulated  voice  was  fall  of  music,  it  had  a  chord 
in  it  that  vibrated  in  his  heart,  so  the  lad  sighed  for  her  and 
knew  not  why. 

Could  it  be  otherwise  when  they  were  always  together  ?  They 
admired  and  sketched  the  same  scenery — ^the  cliffs  of  Eohallion 
and  the  gaping  caverns  below,  where  the  sea  boomed  like  thunder 
when  the  tide  was  coming  in ;  the  ruins  of  Kilhenzie ;  the  old 
kirk  in  the  wooded  glen,  where  the  golden  broom  and  blue  hare- 
bells grew ;  the  long  and  stately  avenue  of  sycamores,  and  the 
Lollard's  linn  that  poured  in  white  foam  under  its  ancient  bridge. 
When  Flora  drew,  he  was  always  there  to  marvel  at  the  cunning 
of  the  lovely  little  hand  that  transferred  all  to  paper  so  freely 
and  so  rapidly.  They  repeated  the  same  poetry ;  they  conned 
the  same  tasks,  loved  the  same  lights  and  shadows  on  glen  and 
mountain,  sea  and  shore ;  they  had  the  same  objects  and  haunl^, 
and  so  they  grew  dear  to  each  other,  far  dearer  than  either  knew 
or  suspected. 

In  those  days,  our  young  ladies,  when  singing,  neither  at- 
tempted to  foist  bad  German  or  worse  Italian  on  their  listeners ; 
neither  did  they  dare  to  excel  in  opera,  or  run  out  into  **  artistic 
agonies."  Like  her  mother  before  her,  Flora  contented  herself 
with  her  native  songs,  which  she  sung  with  great  sweetness 
(thanks  to  Corn's  tuition),  and  Quentin  was  always  at  band  by 
the  harp  or  piano  to  turn  over  the  music,  as  all  well-bred  young 
men  have  done,  since  time  immemorial. 

How  swiftly  flew  those  days .  of  peace  and  joy  in  that  old 
castle  by  the  sea,  when  each  was  all  the  world  to  the  other ! 
And  is  it  strange,  that  situated  as  they  were,  a  deep  and  innocent 
love  should  st6al  into  their  young  hearts  P 

The  old  tenantry,  particularly  fikie  Irvine,  who  «tw«^  eon- 
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sidered  j^uentin  her  own  peculiar  pet,  the  quartermaster  and 
the  dominie,  blessed  them  in  their  hearts,  and  called  them  "  man 
and  wife,"  which  made  them  blush  furiously;  but  nothing  of 
this  kind  was  ever  said  in  the  hearing  of  Ladj  Rohallion,  for 
they  had  early  learned  intuitively  that  such  jests  would  displease 
her ;  though  those  worthy  souls  could  never  gather  why,  until  a 
period  of  our  story  yet  to  come. 

Their  friendship  and  regard  ^ew  with  their  years,  and  they 
never  had  a  quarrel.  The  dominie  likened  them  to  Pyramus  and 
Thisbe,  and  quoted  largely  from  Ovid ;  but  they  were  much 
more  like  their  prototypes,  raul  and  Virginia. 

Lord  and  Lady  Rohallion  seemed  ,to  forget  that  the  time  was 
coming  rapidly  when  Quentin  would  cease  to  be  a  boy,  and.  Flora 
a  girl.  Had  they  thought  of  this,  much  misery  might  have  been 
spared  to  all ;  but,  though  many  around  them  saw  their  progress, 
and  marvelled  where  it  would  all  end,  the  worthy  old  couple  saw 
nothing  to  alter  in  the  matter. 

Two  years  more  gave  a  manliness  to  the  beauty,  form,  and 
character  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  while  Flora,  even  when  on  the 
verge  of  womanhood,  never  lost  the  sweet  and  childlike  sensibility 
of  expression,  which  was  the  chief  characteristic  of  her  fair  and 
delicate  face. 

In  all  this  pleasant  intercourse  they  had  never  known  the  true 
character,  or  the  actual  depth  of  their  attachment  for  each  other, 
until  one  day  when  Quentin  was  verging  on  eighteen. 

They  had  been  wandering  in  the  leafy  summer  woods,  far 
beyond  the  Girvan,  which  was  in  full  flood,  as  rain  had  been 
falling  heavily  for  some  days  previously.  Fed  by  a  thousand 
runnels  from  the  Carrick  hills,  there  was  a  spate  {ScoUice,  tor- 
rent), in  the  stream,  and  at  a  part  of  it,  about  a  mile  distant  from 
the  castle  of  Rohalliop,  they  heard  old  Jack  Andrews  tolling  the 
dinner-bell,  an  ancient  copper  utensil  which  hung  on  the  north 

favel  of  the  keep,  where,  in  the  days  of  old,  it  had  frequlntly 
ecu  rung  for  a  less  peaceful  purpose  than  to  announce  that  the 
soup  was  ready,  or  the  sirloin  done  to  a  turn. 

To  make  the  circuit  necessary  to  cross  by  the  rustic  bridge  at 
the  Kelpie*s-pool  (where,  as  all  in  Carrick  know,  a  belated  way- 
farer was  drowned  by  the  river  fiend)  would  have  kept  them  too 
late,  so  Quentin  took  Flora  in  his  arms  to  bear  her  tlirough  the 
stream,  at  a  ford  which  was  well  known  to  him,  and  where  the 
Water  was  about  four  feet  in  depth. 

"Dear  Quenjiin,  you  will  never  be  able  to  carry  me,'*  said 
Flora,  laughing  heartily  at  the  arrangement ;  "  I  am  sure  that  I 
am  much  too  heavy." 

"  Not  for  me,  Flora— come,  let  us  try.** 
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"Should  you  fall?" 

"Well,riora?" 

"  You  would  be  swept  away  and  drowned." 

"  I  care  not  if  you  are  safe,"  said  he,  gallantly ;  and,  like  a 
brave  lad,  he  felt  what  he  said. 

"But  I  would  be  drowned,  too,  you  rash  boy,"  said  she,  with 
a  charming  smile. 

"  Then  a  ballad  would  be  made  about  us,  like  so  many  lovers 
we  liave  heard  of  and  read  about.  Perhaps  the  Kelpie  would  be 
blamed  for  the  whole  catastrophe,"  replied  Quentin,  laughing,  as 
he  clasped  her  tightly  m  his  arms.  He  was  confident  and  bold, 
and  the  kind  of  training  he  underwent  at  the  hands  of  our  mili- 
tary friend,  Mr.  John  Girvan,  the  gamekeeper,  and  others,  made 
him  hardy  and  strong  beyond  his  years,  yet  he  felt  his  fair  Plora  a 
heavier  weight  than  he  had  quite  reckoned  on. 

His  high  spirit  gave  him  strength,  however,  and  bearing  her 
high  upon  his  breast  and  shoulder,  with  her  skirts  gathered 
tightly  round  her,  he  boldly  entered  the  rushingj  stream. 

Then  for  the  first  time,  when  he  felt  her  soft  warm  arm  and 
delicate  hand  clasping  his  neck,  half  fearfully  and  half  caressingly; 
when  her  cheek  was  close  to  his ;  when  her  breath  mingled  with 
his  own,  and  her  thick  dark  hair  swept  over  his  face,  a  strange 
and  joyous  thrill  ran  through  him — a  new  and  giddy  emotion  took 
possession  of  his  heart. 

Mysterious  longings,  aspirations,  and  hopes  glowed  within  him 
and  in  mid- stream,  even  when  the  foaming  water  swept  past  with 
stones  and  clay,  and  roots  of  aged  trees,  Quentin  did  what  he  had 
never  done  before,  he  pressed  his  lips — and  his  soul  seemed  on 
them — again  and  again  to  those  of  Flora  Warrender,  and  he 
murmured  he  knew  not  what  in  her  ear,  and  she  did  not  repel 
him. 

Her  excitement,  perhaps,  was  too  great ;  but  we  suspect  that 
he  was  partly  frightened  and  partly  pleased.  He  landed  her 
safely  on  the  opposite  bank,  and  again  the  castle- bell  was  heard 
waking  the  echoes  of  the  woods. 

The  Girvan  was  passed  now,  and  to  speak  metaphorically,  that 
classic  stream,  the  Kubicon,  too ! 

They  had  divined  the  great  secret  of  their  hearts,  and,  hand 
in  hand,  in  happy  but  thoughtful  silence — Quentin,  however, 
seeming  the  most  abashed — they  returned  to  RohallioiL  both 
powerfully  agitated  by  the  new  and  sudden  turn  their  affection 
seemed  to  have  taken. 

When  their  eyes  met,  their  pulses  quickened,  and  their  colour 
came  and  went. 

From  that  hour  a  change  came  over  them;  they  were  more 
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•eserved,  less  frank,  apparently,  and,  outwardly,  less  joyons.  In 
the  presence  of  Flora,  Quentin  grew  timid,  and  he  became  more 
earnestly,  but  quietly  assiduous  to  her  than  before. 

Each,  in  absence,  thought  more  of  the  other's  image  or  idea  ; 
«nd  each  weighed  the  words  and  treasured  the  stolen  smiles  and 
Tender  tones  of  the  other. 

They  were  lovers  now  ! 

It  was  the  voice  of  nature  that  spoke  in  their  hearts.  Flora 
liad  long  loved  her  young  companion  without  exactly  knowing  it. 
The  episode  of  the  river  had  brought  the  passion  to  a  culminatins^ 
point,  and  the  veil  was  raised  now.  She  saw  his  position  and 
Aer  own ;  and,  while  experiencing  all  a  young  girPs  pride  and 
rapture  in  the  assurance  that  she  has  a  lover,  a  strange  sense 
of  trouble  came  with  her  new  emotion  of  joy. 

As  for  Quentin,  he  slept  but  little  that  night  jyet  it  was  not 
Ills  wetting  in  the  river  that  kept  him  awake.  Ete  felt  himself  a 
•new  being — ^he  trod  on  air !  He  rehearsed  to  himself  again  and 
again  the  adventure  of  the  flooded  stream,  and  went  to  sleep  at 
iast,  with  the  memory  of  Flora's  kisses  on  his  lips,  and  murmur- 
ing the  conviction  which  brought  such  delight  to  his  young 
Jieart — 

•*  She  loves  me !    Dear,  dear  Flora  loves  me !" 


CHAPTER  XIL 

A  LAST  KISS. 

"Yes;  open  your  heart !  be  glad. 
Glad  as  the  linnet  on  the  tree : 
Laugh,  laugh  away — and  merrily 
Drive  away  every  dream  that's  sad. 
Who  sadness  takes  for  joy  is  mad — 
And  mournful  thought 
Will  oome  unsought." 

After  the  climax  recorded  in  our  last  chapter,  events  succeeded 
«ach  other  with  great  rapidity  at  the  castle  of  Rohallion. 

At  that  period  of  our  story.  Flora  Warrender  had  attained  ner 
full  stature — the  middle  height.  In  form,  she  was  round,  Arm, 
-and  well  developed — plump,  to  speak  plainly — ^yet  she  was  both 
symmetrical  and  graceful.  Her  eyes,  we  have  said,  were  a  kind 
^f  violet  grey,  clear,  dark  and  exjjuisitely  soft.  Long  lashes, 
«nd  the  remarkable  form  of  her  white  lids,  doubtless  gave  them 
this  expression.  Her  forehead  was  low  and  broad,  rather  than 
d^gh;  her  smile  won  all^  and  there  was  a  charming  air  of  delicacj 
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and  refinement  in  her  manner,  over  all  her  person,  and  in  all  she 
said  or  did.  The  form  of  her  hand  and  foot  alone  sufficed  to  in- 
dicate her  station,  family  and  nurture. 

"There  is  a  mystenous  character,  heightened,  indeed,  by 
fancy  and  passion,  out  not  without  foundation  in  reality  and  ob- 
servation, which  lovers  have  ever  imputed  to  the  object  of  their 
affections,"  says  Charles  Lamb ;  and  viewed  through  this  most 
favourable  medium,  to  the  mind  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  young 
and  ardent  as  he  was.  Flora  Warrender,  in  all  the  bloom  of  her 
beauty  and  girlhood,  seemed  indeed  something  "  exceeding 
nature." 

Thus  it  was  with  a  heart  filled  with  painful  anticipations  of 
coming  trouble,  that  he  heard  Lord  Rohallion,  one  morning  at 
breakfast,  when  Jack  Andrews  emptied  the  contents  of  the  letter- 
bag  before  him,  exclaim, — 

"  A  letter  from  Cosmo !  It  is  for  you,  Winny— the  careless 
young  dog,  he  has  not  written  here  for  six  months—- not  even  to 
thank  me  for  paying  that  precious  ^mbling  debt  of  his,  lost 
among  those  popinjays  of  the  10th  Hussars.  Then  there  was 
that  deviUsh  scrape  with  the  French  dancer,  whom  he  took  down 
to  Brighton  with  Uxbridge's  son,  Paget  of  the  7th,  and  that 
set " 

"Hush — remember  Flora !"  whispered  Lady  Rohallion. 

"And  the  duel,  too,**  persisted  the  old  lord;  "pah!  in  my 
time  we  didn't  fight  about  such  trumpery  ware  as  French  dancers. 
But  what  says  Cosmo  ?*' 

"  He  comes  home  by  the  next  mail,"  replied  Lady  Bx)hallion, 
a  bright  and  motherly  smile  spreading  like  sunshine  over  her 
face ;  "how  I  shall  rejoice  to  see  him — the  dear  boy !" 

"  A  dear  boy,  indeed !"  said  his  lordship ;  "  his  Guards'  life 
has  cost  me  ten  thousand  guineas,  if  it  has  cost  me  a  sixpence, 
Winny." 

"Ciosmo  is  coming,"  said  Lady  B.ohallion,  pointedly;  "do 
you  hear.  Flora?" 

"Yes,  madam,"  replied  Flora,  colouring,  and  casting  a  furtive 
glance  at  Quentin,  who  appeared  to  be  solely  occupied  with  his 
ooffee  and  kippered  salmon. 

"  Cosmo  writes  that  he  has  succeeded,  by  a  death-vacancy,  to 
the  majority  of  his  battalion  of  the  Guards,  which,  of  course, 
gives  him  the  rank  of  lieutenant-colonel  in  the  army." 

"  As  captain  he  has  enjoyed  that  for  some  years." 

"He  has  therefore  apphed  for  the  command  of  a  Ime  regi- 
ment." 

"That  will  be  simple  enough,  as  so  many  second  battalions 
are  being  raised  just  now  for  this  projected  expedition  to  Spain.** 
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"The  Duke  of  York  has  promised  that  his  wish  shall  be 

gratified,  and  be  has  obtained  a  few  months'  leave,  to  come 
own  here  and  see  us— to  have,  as  he  says,  a  shot  at  the  birds 
and  a  day's  fly-fishing  with  John  Girvan,  in  the  Doon,  before  he 
returns  to  active  service." 

"  And  we  shall  see  him,  then " 

"In  three  days — three  days  at  furthest.  Flora,"  she  added, 
with  a  glance  at  Miss  Warrender. 

**  Bravo !  you  shall  see  something  like  a  soldier.  Flora,  when 
Cosmo  returns — something  like  what  I  was,  about  the  time  of 
Saratoga;  eh,  Jack  Andrews ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  responded  Andrews,  "  coming  to  attention," 
as  well  as  a  man  might  with  a  hissing  tea-urn  in  his  hand. 

**  Send  up  the  housekeeper,  Andrews,"  said  Lady  Rohallion, 
"  we  must  have  the  master's  rooms  put  in  order,  and  also  one 
for  his  valet ;  for  I  suppose  he  comes  here  with  liim." 

"  If  so  fine  it  knight  of  the  shoulder-knot  can  tolerate  Ro- 
hallion,"  said  his  lordship,  laughing. 

"  Come  with  me.  Flora ;  I  know,  child,  how  glad  you  will  be 
to  assist  me,"  added  Lady  Winifred  taking  Miss  Warrender's 
hand,  and  leading  her  away,  while  Quentin,  whose  heart  beat 

Eainiully,  appeared  to  be  busy  with  a  newspaper.  It  detailed 
ow  forty  thousand  Frenchmen  were  being  foiled  before  Zara- 
goza's  walls  of  mud,  yet  it  seemed  all  a  maze  to  poor  Quentin,  and 
he  saw  not  how  Flora's  rich  colour  deepened  as  she  withdrew. 

The  master  was  coming  to  Rohallion ! 

Quentin  remembered  that  gentleman's  cold  and  haughty 
manner,  and  the  half-concealed  dislike  which  he  ever  manifested 
towards  himself.  He  remembered  what  Flora  had  more  than 
once  told  him  two  years  ago  of  Lady  Rohallion's  intentions  or 
hopes  regarding  her,  and  his  heart  grew  sick  with  apprehension 
of  a  rival  so  formidable.  He  thought  perhaps  Cosmo  might 
have  formed  an  attachment  elsewhere ;  but  that  would  not  pre- 
vent him  from  making  love  to  Flora,  were  it  only  to  kill  time; 
and  in  her  lover's  eyes,  she  seemed  so  beautiful,  that  the  master 
would  certainly  find  it  impossible  to  oppose  the  desire  of  his 
nother ;  and  Quentin  dreaded  her  yielding  to  the  united  influence 
of  the  family,  and  the  advantages  a  suitor  of  such  rank,  ex- 
perience, and  position  could  offer. 

He  saw  it  all,  and  considered  Flora  lost  to  him ! 

Pride  made  him  silent  on  the  subject,  and  Flora,  who  with 
female  acuteness  divined  what  was  passing  in  his  mind,  deemed 
it  unnecessary  or  unwise  to  speak  of  it.  She  pitied  Quentin, 
for  she  soon  perceived  how  pale  and  miserable  he  looked ;  whik 
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he  misconstraed  her  reserve  and  became  fretful,  even  petulant 
with  her. 

As  if  to  add  to  his  trouble,  with  that  obtuseness  of  intellect 
(shall  we  call  it  petty  malice  ?)  peculiar  to  their  order,  some  of 
those  same  persons,  who  long  ago  were  wont  to  annoy  Flora  and 
make  Quentin  blush,  by  jestmgly  calling  them  "  man  and  wife,'" 
now  taunted  him  with  his  too  probable  loss  on  the  arrival  of  the 
master,  a  boy*s  love  being  almost  deemed,  beyond  any  other,  a 
legitimate  subject  for  banter. 

These  stinging  remarks  made  Quentin*s  heart  swell  with  pride 
and  jealousy,  doubt  and  alarm,  for  now  he  heard  the  matter  re- 
ferred to  daily  in  the  course  of  conversation. 

"  So,  my  dear  lady,'*  he  heard  the  parish  minister  say,  when 
paying  his  periodical  visit,  "  local  rumour  says  that  the  master  is 
coming  home  to  obtain  a  final  answer  from  a  certain  young  lady, 
before  rejoming  the  army." 

Lady  Uohallion  merely  bowed  and  smiled,  as  much  as  to  say 
that  local  rumour  was  right. 

"  They  have  an  old  man's  blessing,"  he  added  blandly,  as  he 
departed  on  his  barrel-bellied  Galloway  cob,  and  thought  of  an 
augmented  stipend  in  futurity. 

"The  master's  coming  home  to  enter  for  the  heiress,  and  have 
a  shy  at  the  grouse  and  ptarmigac,*'  the  gamekeeper  said,  while 
cleaning  the  arms  in  the  gunroom. 

"He'll  walk  the  course — wont  he,  Mr.  Quentin?"  added  the 
groom,  while  preparing  the  stables  for  more  horses. 
•  "  To  carry  the  fortress,  and  leave  you  to  march  off  with  the 
honours  of  war,"  said  the  quartermaster  at  one  time. 

"  A  braw  day  will  it  be  for  Rohallion !"  remarked  the  dominie 
at  another.  "There  shall  be  dancing  and  feasting,  scattering  of 
nuts  as  we  find  in  Pliny,  with  shooting  of  cannon,  and  shouts  of 
lo  Hymen  HymencB  /" 

"  My  puir  Quentin,"  said  Elsie  Irvine,  while,  pondering  on 
such  rumours,  he  wandered  moodily  enough  "by  the  sad  sea 
wave,"  "  so  you're  gaun  to  lose  your  wee  wide  at  last  ?'* 

Thus  every  one  seemed  to  discuss  the  affair  openly  and  laugh- 
ingly, and  their  remarks  and  mock  condolences  were  as  so  many 
pins,  needles,  daggers,  what  you  will,  in  the  poor  lad's  heart,  so 
that  his  doubts  and  fears  became  a  veritable  torture. 

So  great  was  the  bustle  of  preparation  in  the  castle,  that  the 
evening  of  the  third  day — the  day  so  dreaded  by  Quentin— drew 
nigh  without  him  obtaining  a  suitable  opportunity  of  conversing 
with  Fbra ;  U)r  so  much  did  Lady  Rohallion  occupy  that  young 
lady's  time,  \lat  Lt  scarcely  met  her,  save  at  meals,  or  in  the 
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presence  of  others.  Bat  on  this  eveniiig  he  riddenlj  saw  her 
walking  before  him  in  the  avenue,  and  hastening  forward,  he 
joined  her  in  silence. 

Flora  seemed  weary,  but  rosy  and  smilmg.  Quentin  was  ner- 
vously excited,  but  pale  and  unhappy  in  expression.  Neither 
spoke,  as  they  waked  slowly  forward,  and  he  did  not  take  her 
hand,  nor  did  she  take  his  arm,  according  to  their  usual  custom, 
and  the  omission  stun^  Quentin  most.  Frankness  seemed  at  an 
end  between  them,  as  if  three  days  had  changed  alike  their  nature 
and  the  relation  that  existed  between  them. 

Flora  looked  very  beautiful  and  piquante  in  her  gipsy  hat 
wreatlied  with  roses,  with  her  hair  dark  and  wavy  floatm^  over 
her  shoulders,  while  a  blush  mantled  from  time  to  time  in  her 
soft  cheek,  and  her  dark  liquid  eyes  stole  furtive  glances  from 
under  their  long  lashes  at  her  young  lover,  fond  glances  of  pity 
mmgled  with  coquetry,  but  all  unseen  by  him,  for  Quentin's  gaze 
was  fixed  on  vacancy. 

At  length  they  reached  the  lower  end  of  the  avenue  near  the 
Lollard's  Linn,  where  there  still  stands  a  sombre  thicket  of  very 
ancient  thorn  trees,  that  were  coeval,  perhaps,  with  the  first 
tower  of  Eohallion. 

According  to  local  tradition,  this  place  was  haunted  by  a 
spectre-hound,  which  no  one  could  attempt  to  face  or  trace  with 
safety,  even  if  they  had  the  courage  to  attempt  it.  Its  form,  that 
of  a  great,  lean,  lanky  sta^hound,  olack  as  jet,  was  usually  visible 
on  clear  nights,  gazing  wistfully  at  the  moon ;  and  in  storms  of 
wind  and  rain,  its  melancholy  baying  would  be  heard  to  mingle 
with  the  blast  that  swept  through  the  ancient  sycamores.  It 
molested  none ;  but  if  assailed,  it  became  terrible,  swelling  up  to 
nearly  double  its  usual  size,  with  back  and  tail  erect  like  those  of 
a  polecat,  its  jaws  red  as  blood,  and  its  eyes  shooting  fire. 

Those  who  saw  the  dog-fiend  in  this  state  became  idiots,  and 
sickened  or  died  soon  after.  Tradition  went  further,  and  asserted 
that  the  spectre-hound  was  nothing  else  than  the  spirit  of  Ladv 
Jean  of  Rohallion  (whose  grim  poiSrait  by  Vandyke,  with  a  hawk 
on  her  wrist  and  a  gold  cross  at  her  girdle,  hung  in  the  ancient  hall), 
a  high-fiying  cavaUer  dame,  by  whose  order,  after  the  battle  of 
Eilsjthe,  several  fugitive  Covenanters  had  been  shot  down  in  cold 
blood,  and  buried  m  that  thicket,  where  her  unquiet  soul  was 
condemned  to  guard  their  remains  in  this  canine  form  until  the 
day  of  doom. 

At  all  events,  the  old  thorn  trees  where  the  spectre  was  wont  to 
appear,  looked  particularly  gloomy  on  this  evening,  and  as  the 
lovers  passed  near  it.  Flora  drew  closer  to  Quentin,  and  then  die 
perceived  that  his  eyes  were  full  of  tears. 
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**Quentin — Quentin  dear !"  she  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  earnest 
question  and  expostulation.  It  was  the  first  time,  almost,  that 
she  had  addressed  him  since  Cosmo's  letter  came,  and  now  her 
voice  thrilled  through  him.  He  threw  his  left  arm  round  her,, 
and  clasping  her  right  hand  within  his  own,  pressed  it  to  his- 
heart,  which  beat  tumultuously,  and  while  the  long  avenue  seemed 
whirling  round  them,  he  said, — 

'*  So  Lady  Eohallion  has  made  up  her  mind  that— that — jo\h 
shall  marry  the  master.  Flora?" 

"  So  it  L<i  the  fear  of  this  that  distresses  you  P" 

Pride  sealed  Quentin's  lips. 

"My  poor  Quentin,"  resumed  Flora,  looking  tenderly  and  in* 
nocently  into  his  eyes,  "  you  love  me  very  much,  don't  you  P" 

"  Love  you — ^love  you,  Flora !"  he  stammered. 

"Yes." 

"  I  love  you  better  than  my  life !"  he  exclaimed  passicmately. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  with  a  beautiful  smile  and  a  gaiety  of  manner 
that  he  did  not  quite  relish ;  "  I  will  never  marry  any  man  but 
he  whom  I  choose  myself — certainly  not  he  who  is  chosen  by- 
others." 

"Darling  Flora!" 

"There — ^there— «^op— and  perhaps,  Quentin,  I  mayn't  marry 
you,  'Tis  said  people  change  when  they  grow  older,  and  we  are 
very  young,  you  know ;  but  Quentin,  dear,  I  love  you  very,  verj 
much,  be  assured  of  that." 

Her  head  dropped  on  his  shoulder,  and  he  kissed  her  pas* 
sionately — ^the  last  time  he  was  ever  to  do  so  in  the  old  avenue 
of  Rohsdlion. 

At  that  moment  the  clatt^  of  hoofs  was  heard,  and  ere  tbev 
could  part  or  regain  their  composure,  two  horsemen,  one  in  ad- 
vance of  the  other,  both  riding  fast,  with  brown  leather  saddle- 
bags and  long  holsters — the  first  in  a  fashionable  riding- coat  with 
a  cape,  the  latter  in  livery,  and  both  in  top-boots  and  spotless 
white  breeches,  passed  up  the  avenue  at  a  hand-gallop. 

Both  had  seen  our  lovers  near  the  thorn  thicKct,  and  the  first 
horseman,  whom  Quentin's  heart  ri^htlj  foreboded  to  be  th& 
dreaded  Master  of  Uohallion,  turned  in  his  saddle,  and  said  some* 
thing  to  his  groom,  indicating  the  pair  with  his  whip.  They  both 
looked  back  and  laughed  immoderately,  as  they  dashed  tlirough 
the  ivy- clad  arch  of  the  haunted  ^te. 

Separatmg  in  haste  and  confusion,  Quentin  and  Flora  hurried 
awav  to  calm  their  excitement  and  seek  the  drawing-room. 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 

COSMO    THE    MASTER. 

**  Why  make  I  friendships  with  the  great, 

When  I  no  favour  seek  ? 
Or  follow  girls  seven  hours  in  eight — 

I  need  but  once  a  week  ? 
Luxurious  lobster  night's  farewell. 

For  sober  studious  days ! 
And  Burlington's  delicious  meal, 

For  salads,  tarts,  and  peas." — Top9, 

The  first  rider  was  indeed  the  Master  of  Koballion,  wlio  had 
arrived  with  a  punctuality  that  was  more  military  than  per- 
sonal, as  the  Honourable  Cosmo  Crawford  was  somewhat  erratic, 
and,  as  the  Guards  Club  said  significantly,  "nocturnal,"  in  his 
habits ;  and  here  it  may  be  well  to  inform  the  English  reader 
that  his  haughty  title  of  Master  he  obtained  in  right-  of  his 
father  being  a  Scottish  baron,  the  custom  being  older  than  the 
reign  of  James  IV. 

In  ancient  times,  the  heirs  apparent  of  Scottish  nobles  were 
not  discriminated  according  to  their  father's  rank  by  the  titles  of 
marquis,  viscount,  earl,  or  lord,  but  were  simply  styled  as  the 
Masters  of  Marischal,  Glencaim,  Glammis,  Lindesay,"  Rohallion, 
and  so  forth,  a  custom  existing  in  Scotland  to  the  present  day,  in 
most  houses,  under  ducal  rank. 

Cosmo  Crawford  was  tail  and  strongly  bnilt,  but  handsome 
and  graceful,  with  a  cold  and  stately  manner,  that  sometimes 
degenerated  into  banter,  but  seldom  perfect  suavity,  and  he  had 
a  somewhat  cruel  and  sinister  grey  eje.  The  pupik  of  the  latter 
feature  had  a  peculiarity  worth  noticing.  They  possessed  the 
power  of  shrinking  and  dilating  like  those  of  a  cat.  His  hair 
was  curly  and  worn  in  the  Prince  Repnt's  profusion,  but  with- 
out powder,  that  being  already  considered  almost  Gothic,  or  de- 
cidedly behind  the  age,  the  curls  on  one  side  being  so  arranged 
as  to  conceal  a  very  palpable  sword-cut.  Like  that  of  his  valet; 
to  whom  he  flung  his  riding-whip,  hat,  and  coat,  his  garments 
were  all  of  the  latest  Bond  Street  cut,  and  he  lounged  towards 
the  yellow-damask  drawing-room  as  coolly  and  leisurely  as  if 
he  had  only  ieft  it  two  hours  instead  of  two  years  ago, 
according  but  a  cold  stare  to  the  warm  smile  and  respectful 
salute  of  poor  ^Id  Jack  Andrews,  who,  throwing  open  the  door, 
announced, 

" The  Master,  my  Lordr 
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**  Welcome  home,  boy — God  bless  you !"  shouted  the  hearty 
old  lord,  springing  towards  him ;  but  Lady  Bohallion  anticipated 
him,  and  received  Cosmo  in  her  arms  first. 

"  Dear  mother,  glad  to  see  you,"  said  he,  kissing  her  forehead ; 
**  father,  how  well,  how  jolly  and  hale  you  look  !" 

"Hale,"  repeated  the  white-haired  peer;  "don't  like  to  be 
called  Aale,  it  smacks,  Cosmo,  of  breaking  up ;  looking  well,  only 
for  one's  years,  and  so  forth." 

"  And  my  Ladv  Rohallion,"  said  Cosmo,  kissing  his  mother's 
hand,  **  what  shall  I  say  of  you  ? 

*  With  curious  arts  dun  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  of  fifty-five.*  '* 

"Arts,  you  rogue,"  said  his  father ;  "  it's  no  art,  but  the  pure 
breeze  from  our  Carrick  bills  and  from  the  Firth  of  Clyde,  with 
perhaps  earlie^4iours  at  night  and  in  the  morning  than  you  keep 
in  London." 

"  Well,  I  am  sorry  my  compliments  displease  you  both,"  said 
he,  laughing ;  "  I  am  unfortunate,  but  pray  be  merciful ;  I  have 
bade  adieu  to  the  Guards,  to  London,  and  all  its  glories  to  rusti- 
cate among  you  for  a  time.  So,  so,  here  comes  Miss  Warrender 
of  Ardgour,  I  presume,  and  Quentin  Kennedy;  I  saw  you  both 
in  the  avenue,  I  think,"  added  Cosmo,  the  pupils  of  his  pale 
eyes  shrinking  as  he  concentrated  bis  gaze  and  knit  his  aark 
brows,  which  nearly  met  in  one,  over  a  straight  and  handsome 
nose.     **  Flora,  you  are  charming.    May  I " 

The  kiss  he  bluntly  gave  her  seemed  to  burn  a  hole  in  Quen- 
tin's  heart,  for  it  may.  readily  be  supposed  that  he  saluted  the 
lovely  young  girl  with  much  more  empressement  than  he  did  the 
worthy  lady  his  mother.  Flora  blushed  scarlet,  and  glanced  at 
Quentin  imploringly,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  don't  be  angry,  dearest 
— ^you  see  that  1  cannot  help  this;"  but  he  felt  only  rage  to  see 
the  little  cherry  lip,  which  his  own  had  so  lately  touched  in 
tremulous  love  and  reverence,  roughly  and  eagerly  saluted  by 
this  brusque  and  blase  guardsman.  !Rapid  thougli  Flora's  glance 
was,  the  latter  detected  it. 

"And  this  is  Quentin?"  said  he,  surveying  him  through  his 
eyeglass,  with  a  deepening  knit  in  his  dark  brows,  and  a  smile 
on  liis  haughty  lips;  "what  a  great  hulking  fellow  he  has  be- 
come !  Begad,  be  is  tall  enough  for  a  rear-rank  grenadier ;  and 
why  is  he  not  set  to  do  something,  instead  of  idling  about  here, 
and  no  doubt  playing  the  devil  with  the  preserves  ?" 

There  was  some  sense  in  the  question,  but  coming  from  such  a 
quaiter,  and  the  tone  in  which  it  was  spoken,  cut  Quentin  to  the 
quick. 
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"  He  is  barely  done  with  his  studies,'*  urged  Lord  Rohallicm, 
coming  to  his  faTourite's  rescue. 

'*  Before  I  was  his  age,  I  had  mounted  my  first  guard  at  St. 
James's  Palace." 

'*  And  I  mine  on  the  banks  of  the  Weser/'  said  his  father. 

Quentin  looked  steadily  at  the  cold,  keen  face  of  the  master, 
who  was  not  yet  six-and-thirty — ^but  his  Guards'  life  made  him 
look  much  older ;  thus,  to  a  lad  of  Quentin's  years,  those  of  the 
master  seemed  quite  patriarchal;  a  time  came,  however,  when 
he  thought  otherwise,  and  removed  the  patriarchal  period  of  life 
a fewyears  further  off. 

"  W  ell,  Cosmo,  talking  of  age,"  said  Lord  Rohallion,  slapping 
his  tall  son  on  the  back,  **  to  be  lieutenant-colonel  of  a  line  regi- 
ment at  six-and-thirty,  with  the  Cross  of  the  Bath,  for  doubtless 
you  will  get  it " 

"  Of  course,  father,  of  course — one  thing  follows  the  other- 
well?" 

"Is  being  decidedly  lucky,"  said  Lady  Winifred,  closing  his 
lordship's  sentence,  and  glancing  at  Elora,  to  see  what  she 
thought  of  it. 

"  With  the  prospect  of  a  long  war  before  him,  too." 

"  Yes,  father,  and  I  hope  that  the  luck  in  store  will  belie  the 
prophecy  of  my  old  foster-mother,  Elsie  Lrine,  at  the  Coves, 
who  used  to  allege,  that  when  I  first  left  your  room,  mother,  a 
puling  and  a  new-born  brat,  I  was  carried  down  a  stair  instead  of 
up,  a  certain  token  that  I  should  never  rise  in  the  world.  I  have 
often  made  the  Prince  Eegeut,  Paget,  and  other  fellows  laugh  at 
that  story ;  yet  I  have  always  had  a  fair  run  of  success  in  every- 
thing I  undertake." 

**lVhich  should  make  you  in  future  avoid  all  affairs  at  Chalk 
Farm,  and  so  forth;  you  have  had  three  nien  out  there  in  three 
years,  Cosmo." 

"  And  winged  them  all.  My  dear  lord,  don't  talk.  Some 
small  sword  affairs  of  yours,  when  Leicester  Fields  was  the 
fashionable  place,  are  still  remembered  in  London." 

"Yes — I  ran  two  friends  of  Mr.  Wilkes  fairly  through  the 
body  there  one  morning,  for  permitting  themselves  to  indulge  in 
national  reflections,  and  would  do  so  again  if  the  same  cause 
were  given  me :  but,  zounds !  what  else  could  we  do  in  those 
days  of  the  *  North  Briton  P'  By-the-bye,  is  this  new  movement 
about  the  stuff  called  gas  spreading  in  London  P" 

"  Yes ;  I  wish  you  had  oeen  there  on  the  28th  of  January, 
IS 07,  and  seen  Pall-Mall  actually  lighted  with  it — by  a  man 
named  Winsor,  the  Cockney  call  him  a  madman  for  thinking  of 
such  a  scheme! " 
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"Did  you  pass  through  Edinburgh?'* 

"  I  was  obliged  to  do  so,  my  lord,  unfortunately." 

"  Did  you  make  any  stay  there  P" 

"  Stay !  I  should  think  not— only  long  enough  to  dine  with- 
some  jolly  fellows  of  the  Cinque  Ports  Dragoons,  at  the  new 
barrack,  built  some  fifteen  years  ago  at  Piershill — '* 

"Once  Colone]  Piers'  place — ^Piers,  of  the  old  Scotch  17th — 
Aberdour's  Light  Dragoons." 

"  Exactly,  and  then  to  get  a  rels^  of  post-horses  at  Ramsay's- 
rubles.  But  as  for  staying  in  Edinburgh,  egad !  it  would  be 
tolerable  to  me,  with  its  would-be  dandies  and  its  freckled  women 
whose  faces  have  that  sweet  expression  imparted  by  the  soothing 
influences  of  Presbyterianism  and  the  east  wind;  and  then  its 
one  street,  or  only  half  a  street  to  promenade  in,  who  the  devil 
would  stay  there  that  could  stay  out  of  it  P  Why,  not  even  the 
rhyming  ganger  who  hailed  it  as  *  Edina,  Scotia's  darling  seat.' " 

As  his  son  concluded  with  a  loud  laugh.  Lord  Eohallion 
shook  his  powdered  head,  for  he  could  not  endorse  this  unpa- 
triotic depreciation  of  the  Scottish  metropolis,  and  poor  Lady 
Winifred  sighed  as  she  glanced  at  a  black  silhouette  by  Miers, 
presented  to  her  by  the  bard  of  Coila,  with  a  copy  of  his  verses 
in  her  honour;  and  then  remembering  the  fancied  glories  of  the 
Old  Assembly  Close,  as  she  and  her  friend.  Lady  Eglinton,  had 
seen  them  in  her  girlhood,  she  said : 

"Li  my  time,  Cosmo,  Edinburgh  was  wont  to  be  gay  enough." 

"  A  sad  gaiety.  Thank  God,  mother,  the  Guards  can  never 
be  quartered  in  so  dull  a  provincial  town." 

"Its  dulness  is  the  effect  of  the  Union,  which  removed  court, 
council,  parliament,  revenue,  and  everything,"  said  Lord  Eohal- 
Hon. 

"  I  thought  most  people  had  ceased  to  consider  that  a  griev- 
ance," said  his  son,  laughing  again;  "but  I  think  that  if 
Edinburgh  has  been  dull  since  1707,  it  must  have  been  truly 
diabolical  before  it." 

"Cosmo,"  said  his  mother,  reproachfully,  **I  know  not  what 
some  of  your  ancestors  who  fought  at  Flodden  and  Pinkey  would 
have  thought  of  you." 

"  The  more  fools  they  to  fight  at  such  places." 

"Not  so,"  said  the  old  lord,  rising,  with  some  asperity  in  his 
tone ;  "  Gtod  rest  all  who  ever  fought  or  died  for  Scotland  and 
her  kings ;  and  I  must  tell  you,  Cosmo,  that  you  will  never  be 
the  better  or  the  truer  Briton  for  bein^  a  bad  or  false  Scotsman!** 

The  master  gave  another  of  his  sinister  laughs ;  and,  finding 
that  the  conversation  had  suddenly  taken  an  uncomfortable  tum» 
his  father  said  with  a  smile** 
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"  I  was  about  to  express  a  hope,  Cosmo,  that  witli  the  rank  of 
lieutenant-colonel,  you  mean  to  settle  at  last,  and  become  quiet." 

"  What,  my  lord — have  I  been  drawing  too  heavily  upon  you 
and  old  John  Girvan  of  late  ?" 

"  I  mean  that  pranks  which  passed  well  enough  in  a  subaltern, 
wont  do  in  one  wno  looks  to  the  command  of  a  regiment." 

"  Pelting  the  rabble  with  rotten  eggs  at  Epsom,  and  so  forth, 
vou  mean  ?  No ;  in  my  days  a  sub,  after  pulling  off  half  the 
knockers  in  Piccadilly,  breakme:  all  the  oil  lamps  in  Pall  Mall, 
getting  up  a  cry  of  fire  in  the  Hayraarket,  and  bringing  out  the 
eni^ines  to  pump  on  the  rascally  mob ;  having,  at  least,  one  set-to 
with  the  rough  and  muscular  democrats  of  the  watch,  would 
finish  off  by  a  champagne  supper  somewhere,  and  thus  bring  to  a 
'Close  a  reputable  London  day,  which,  in  our  corps,  usually  begins 
after  evening  parade.  Ah,  my  lord,  you  slow  fellows  of  the 
King's  Own  Borderers  knew  nothing  of  such  pranks,  with  your 
long  pig-tails,  your  funny  regimentals,  and  Kevenhiiller  hatsV* 

"  The  reason,  perhaps,  we  cocked  those  same  hats  so  bravely 
on  many  a  field,*'  retorted  his  father.  "  In  my  days  the  army  was 
the  school  of  good-breeding,  sir — but  here's  Jack  Andrews  an- 
nouncing tea  and  devilled  grouse  in  the  inner  drawing  room." 

"  Cosmo,  give  your  arm  to  Flora,  if  Quentin  can  spare  her," 
•said  Lady  Rohallion,  smiling.  "  They  are  great  friends  and  cora- 
p  anions." 

"  Oh — ah — indeed,"  said  the  Master,  sarcastically,  as  he  gave 
Flora  Warrender  his  arm.  "1  think  I  saw  them  exchanging 
strong  marks  of  their  mutual  goodwill  as  I  rode  up  the  avenue." 

Quentin  grew  scarlet,  and  Flora  painfully  pale  at  this  remark, 
•which  stung  her  deeply,  and  roused  her  indignation. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

AN    ABRUPT    PROPOSAL. 

**  Wherefore  dwell  so  sad  and  lonely 

Bj  the  desolate  sea-shore  ; 
With  the  melancholy  surges 

Beating  at  your  cottage  door? 
You  shall  dwell  beside  the  castle 

Shadowed  by  our  ancient  trees ! 
And  your  life  shall  pass  ct  gr,*"^.}'t 

Cared  for  and  in  rest  and  case.'' 

For  two  days  after  his  arrival  the  Master  strove  to  engross  as 
^nuch  of  Flora's  time  as  she  would  yield,  or  as  he  could  spare  from 
the  study  of  his  betting-^  .ok,  the  pages  of  the  "Sporting  Mag&> 
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zine,"  playing  billiards  right  hand  against  the  left,  quizzing  the 
dominie,  who  paid  him  a  ceremonious  visit,  and  in  relating  to  the 
quartermaster  certain  military  "crammers"  about  the  alleratious 
and  improvements  in  the  service  since  his  time,  some  of  which 
were  astounding  enough  to  make  the  old  fellow's  pigtail  stand  on 
eiid,  with  wonder  and  dismay,  lest  the  said  service  was  going  to 
the  deuce,  or  further. 

Quentin  he  seldom  favoured  with  more  notice  tlian  a  cool  and 
insolent  survey  through  his  eye-glass. 

There  were  times  when  the  honourable  Cosmo  was  moody, 
ennuy^ed,  and  irritable,  and  none  knew  why  or  wherefore ;  but  he 
had  frequent  recourse  to  Mr.  Spillsby,  the  butler,  for  brandy  and 
rare  dry  old  sherry ;  and  he  smoked  a  great  many  cigars,  which 
were  a  source  of  marvel  to  all  who  saw  them,  tobacco,  in  that 
form,  being  almost  unknown  in  England,  till  the  close  of  the 
Peninsular  War. 

It  was  not  ambition,  or  a  desire  to  see  active  service  that  made 
the  haughty  and  somewhat  blase  Master  propose  to  leave  the 
household  troops  and  begin  the  sliding  scale  from  the  Guards  to 
the  line ;  nor  was  it  any  desire  to  settle  in  life  that  njade  him 
enter  at  once  and  so  readily  into  his  mother's  old  and  favourite 
scheme  of  a  marriage  between  him  and  their  ward,  the  heiress  of 
Ardftour. 

While  he  could  not  be  insensible  to  the  fresh  budding  beauty  of 
Flora  Warrender,  the  conviction  that  he  had  impaired  bis  finances, 
anticipated  his  heritage,  and  had  calculated  to  a  nicety  the  value 
of  all  the  oak,  pine,  and  larch  woods  upon  the  estate — that  each 
and  all  were  numbered  and  known  to  certain  hook-nosed,  long- 
bearded,  and  dirty  children  of  Judah  in  London — all,  even  to  the 
venerable  lines  of  sycamores  in  the  long  avenue,  the  pride  of  his 
father's  heart — trees  that  for  centuries  had  cast  their  shadows  on 
his  ancestors  in  youth,  in  prime,  and  age.  While  this  conviction, 
we  say,  filled  him  with  as  much  shame,  sorrow,  and  repentance 
as  he  could  feel,  with  it  came  the  knowledge  that  Flora's  fortune, 
which  had  accumulated  during  her  minority,  and,  indeed,  ever 
since  her  father's  fall  in  Egypt,  would  afford  him  a  most  season- 
able escape  from  shipwreck  on  several  rocks  which  he  saw  ahead. 

**Hali  !'*  said  Cosmo,  as  he  tossed  awav  the  end  of  his  cigar, 
**  some  one  says  truly — don't  know  who  the  devil  he  is — that  if 
we  could  look  into  each  other's  breasts,  there  would  be  no  sudi 
thing  as  envy  in  the  world.  Egad !  Til  enter  for  the  country 
heiress." 

He  roused  himself  and  resolved  to  make  the  effort,  all  the  more 
willingly,  that  to  a  half,  or  wholly  blasi  guardsman  like  himself, 
long  used  to  the  glittering  banquets,  the  hite  orgies,  and  startluig 
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scenes  of  Carlton  House  and  the  Pavilion  at  Brighton,  the  bloom, 
beauty,  and  country  freshness  of  Flora  Warrender,  were  indeed 
charming. 

Flora,  instinctively,  and  in  a  feminine  spirit  of  pride  and  oppo- 
sition to  Lady  Rohallion's  plots  and  plans,  kept  somewhat  studi- 
ously out  of  the  Master's  way — a  somewhat  difficult  task,  even  in 
a  mansion  so  spacious  and  rambling  as  the  old  castle ;  but  on  the 
evening  of  the  second  day  after  his  arrival,  from  the  stone  balus- 
traded  terrace  of  the  antique  Scoto-French  garden  where  he  was 
smoking,  Cosmo  saw  her  light  muslin  dreas  nuttering  amon^  the 
narrow  green  alleys  of  the  old  and  carefully  clipped  yew  labyrinth, 
and  then  he  hastened  to  join  her,  to  the  infinite  mortification  and 
chagrin  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  who  had  not  seen  her  for  the  entire 
day ;  and  who,  just  as  he  was  approaching  the  garden,  found  him- 
self anticipated,  so  he  at  once  retired,  leaving  the  field  in  poss^- 
«ion  of  the  enemy. 

An  older  or  more  experienced  lover  would  have  joined  them, 
and  thus,  perhaps,  might  have  marred  the  plans  of  the  Master, 
who,  to  do  justice  to  his  coolness  and  courage,  lost  no  time  in 
opening  the  trenches. 

Midsummer  was  past  now;  the  foliage  of  the  tall  sycamores, 
of  the  oakwood  shaw,  and  other  copses  of  Eohallion,  though  l^y 
and  green,  were  crisped  and  dry ;  in  the  haughs  or  low-lying 
meadows,  the  mower  had  already  relinquished  his  scythe;  the 
ffreen  com  rigs  were  yellowing  on  the  upland  slopes  "  that  b^^ 
foment  the  sun ;"  next  month  they  would  be  golden,  brown  and 
ready  for  the  sickle;  on  bush  and  spray  the  blackbird  sang  cheerily, 
and  the  plover's  note  came  shruly  out  of  the  green  and  waving 
fern. 

The  sun  was  setting,  and  the  screech  of  the  white  owl  wonld 
ere  long  be  heard,  as  he  blinked  and  looked  forth  for  the  moon 
from  the  ivied  windows  of  Kilhenzie.  The  white  smokes  of  the 
hamlet  on  the  shore  of  the  little  bay,  passing  up  among  the  trees, 
curled  into  the  clear  air  and  melted  over  the  ocean.  The  flowers 
that  whilome  had  endured  the  scorch  of  the  noonday  sun,  were 
•drooping  now,  as  if  pining  for  the  coming  dew ;  and  the  stately 
peacocks  sat  listlessly,  with  their  broad  tails,  argus-eyed,  upon 
the  balustrades  of  the  garden  terrace. 

Inspired  by  the  beauty  of  the  evening,  lulled  by  the  summer 
hum  of  insect  life  among  the  flowers,  and  all  unaware  that  her 
lover,  with  his  ^un  on  his  shoulder  and  wrath  in  his  young  heart, 
was  plun^g  pitilessly  through  some  one's  com.  Flora  was  musing 
or  dreaming,  as  only  a  young  ^iii  dreams  or  muses,  on  what  fate 
had  in  store  for  her  now,  with  tms  new  inmate  of  her  present  home. 
Mr>  Walter  Scott  a  new  poem  "Marmion"  haa  fallen  from  her 
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hand,  which  was  ungloved,  and  so,  pure  in  whiteness  and  delicacy, 
was  half  hidden  among  her  dark  and  wavy  hair,  as  she  reclined 
with  her  elbow  upon  the  arm  of  a  moss-grown  seat,  which  yet  bears 
the  date,  1590,  with  the  Rohallion  arms  and  coronet,  upon  a  hang- 
ing shield.  The  fingers  of  her  left  hand  were  playing  unconsciously 
with  the  strings  of  her  gipsy  hat,  which  lay  upon  the  gravel  at  her 
feet ;  and  as  the  Master  approached  her,  the  young  lady  seemed 
the  perfection  of  bloom  and  beauty,  as  she  sat  enshrined  in  the 
glory  of  the  sunset  that  streamed  along  the  alley  of  the  labyrinth. 
His  costume  was  very  accurate,  for  the  gentleman  and  the 
tradesman,  did  not  then,  as  now,  dress  exactly  alike,  and  wear 
exactly  the  same  stuffs;  and  certainly  Cosmo  was  looking  his 
best,  as  he  seated  himself  by  her  side  and  very  deliberately  took 

Eossession  of  her  left  hand,  saying  in  a  voice  which  he  meant  to 
e,  and  which  had  often  enough  proved  elsewhere  to  be,  very 
seductive,— 

"  I  fear,  my  dear  Miss  Warrender,  that  this  gloomy  old  bar- 
rack is  not  a  place  for  you  to  vegetate  in." 

"How  so,  sir?"  she  asked,  while  regarding  him  with  a  quiet 
smile. 

"  It  too  evidently  influences  your  naturally  joyous  tempera- 
ment ;  and  pardon  me,  you  look  triste" 

**  Oh,  no— your  mother  is  quite  one  to  me,  and  I  love  Rohal- 
lion  very  much." 

"  Then  as  for  Ardgour,  I  think  it  gloomier  still." 

"  Some  parts  of  Ardgour— the  vaults,  I  believe — are  said  to 
be  coeval  with  the  Bruce's  castle  of  Tumberry ;  at  least  so  the 
dominie  told  me.  Mamma  so  loved  it;  and  for  her  sake,  I  love 
it  too." 

"Very  proper,  and  very  pretty;  but  the  worid  of  fashion — a 
brilliant  world,  of  which  you  know  nothing — should  be  your 
sphere,  my  dear  Miss  Warrender.  London,  Brighton,  the  Prince's 
balls  at  Carlton  House,  the  parks,  the  theatre,  the  opera !  You 
must  come  forth  from  your  snell,  my  dear  Flora,  like — like — ^lika 
(he  thought  of  Venus  rising  from  the  sea,  but  the  simile  wa^ 
not  apt) — for  you  know  it  is  absurd,  positively  absurd,  that  you 
should  be  buned  alive  in  this  horrid  old-fashioned  Scotch  plac«« 
among  rocks  and  rooks,  ivy  and  ghost  stories.  Egad  !  were  tfet 
house  mine,  I'd  blow  it  up,  and  build  one  more  suitable  to  the 
present  time  and  its  requirements." 

"What!  would  you  really  uproot  this  fine  old  place  of  so 
many  historic  memories?" 

"To  the  last  stone!  What  the  devil — ^pardon  me— do  old 
memories  matter  now,  my  dear  girl?  S»  avant !  we  should 
look  forward— uever  back.' 
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"I  am  sorry  that  jour  sentiments  are  50  pn^aic,**  said  Flora, 

coldlj. 

'*  i  trost  that  mj  my  mother  has  not  filled  your  dear  little 
head  with  her  usual  nonsense  about  Scotch  patriotism,  the 
defunct  Pretender,  the  unlucky  Union,  and  so  forth — eh?  I 
always  said  that  the  verses  addr^sed  to  her  by  her  rhymmg  friend 
Bums,  the  democratic  ganger,  turned  her  head ;  and  this  new 
man,  Scott,  with  his  Marmions  and  Minstrels,  bids  fair  to  make 
the  disease  chronic.  You  have  no  idea.  Miss  Warrender,  how 
we  laugh  at  all  such  stuff  in  London.  Patriotism  indeed !  It 
doesn't  pay,  so  Scotchmen  don't  adopt  it,  and  they  are  wise.  All 
patriotism  not  English  is  purely  provmciaUsm,  and  any  man  hold- 
ing other  opinions  in  Parliament  would  be  as  much  out  of  place 
as  a  crusader  or  a  cavalier.  But  to  return  to  what  I  was  saying, 
I  should  like  to  show  you  the  great  world  that  lies  beyond  the 
Craigs  of  Kyle  and  the  rocky  hilb  of  Carrick-^to  take  you  back 
again  to  London." 

"  Loudon  is  to  me  full  of  sad  memories." 

"Sad- the  deuce— how?" 

**  For  there  my  dear  mother  died,"  said  Flora,  lowering  her 
voice  and  withdrawing  her  hand,  while  her  eyes  smd  her  heart 
filled  with  emotion. 

After  a  pause : 

"  1  love  you,  dear  Flora,"  said  C  osmo,  again  taking  possession 
of  her  hand,  and  placing  his  lips  close  to  her  shrinking  ear. 
"  Our  marriage  is  the  dearest  wish  of  my  mother's  heart,  as  it  was 
of  yours — and,  may  I  add,  that  it  is  the  dearest  hope  of  mine ?  " 

This  was  coming  to  the  point  w  ith  a  vengeance^ 

Instead  of  being  mightily  flattered  or  overcome,  as  he  not 
unnaturally  expected,  Flora,  with  out  withdrawing  her  hand,  as 
if  its  retention  mattered  little,  turned  half  round,  and  said,  with 
a  quiet  calm  smile : 

"Remember  how  little  I  have  known  you,  sir,  save  through 
you  parents,  my  guardians." 

"True;  the  duties  of  honour  at  Court,  and — ah,  ah! — my 
profession,  Flora,  called  me  elsew  here ;  but  you  don't  refuse  me, 
eh  P    My  dear  girl — the  deuce ! — you  surely  can't  mean  that?' 

Flora  grew  pale  and  hesitated,  for  with  all  her  love  for  Lady 
Rohallion,  she  had  a  kind  of  awe  of  her,  and  Cosmo  was  eyeing 
her  coldly  and  steadily  through  his  glass. 

"  Nay,  speak,  Flora>"  said  he,  with,  perhaps,  more  irrita- 
tion than  tenderness  in  his  tone.  "  I  have,  pernaps,  not  much 
persontdly  to  recommend  me  to  a  young  girl's  eye,  and  this 
wound,  which  I  got  at  the  Holder,  when  assisting  to  compel 
those  Dutch  devils  to  hoist  the  colours  of  the  Prince  of  Orange 
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-^a  sabre-cut  across  the  face — has  not  improved  me ;  but  speak 
out,  Flora  Warrender;  notwithstanding  the  ties  between  us, 
you  refuse  me  ?  " 

"  This  proposal  possesses  all  the  abruptness  of  a  scene  in  a 
drama." 

"  Well,  what  is  life  but  an  absurd  drama  P  '  All  the  world's  a 
stage,  and  the  men  and  women  merely  players.* " 

**  Well,  I  am  not  inclined  to  play  the  part  you  wish.** 

**  You  refuse  rae  ?  "  he  reiterated,  his  eyes  the  while  assuming 
their  wicked  and  louring  expression. 

"  I  do,  Cosmo  Crawford,"  slie  replied,  trembling  venr  much, 
but  speaJdng,  nevtrtheless,  firmly;  "I  do  once  and  for  ever 
refuse  you." 

Young  and  inexperienced  though  the  girl  was,  the  abrupt 
and  systematic  proposal  of  the  Master  rather  insulted  than  flat- 
tered her. 

"No  tie"  she  added,  "save  a  fancied  one  made  by  Lady 
Rohallion,  ever  bound  us ;  so  there  are  no  pledges  to  return,  no 
bonds,  nor — I  can't  help  laughing — hearts  to  break." 

"  And  this  desire  to — to "  he  stammered. 

"  It  was  your  mother's  idea  alone." 

"  Say  not  so.  Miss  Warrender,  it  is  mine  also.  Though  I  know 
that  my  good  mother,  because  she  jilted  some  fellow  in  her  youth 
— ^my  father's  younger  brother,  I  believe— thinks  she  makes 
atonement  to  the  gods,  or  whoever  rule  these  little  matters  of 
love  and  marriage,  by  making  as  many  miserable  matches,  and 
marrying  right  off  as  many  persons  as  she  can." 

"Miserable  matches !  So  she  conceived  one  for  us.  You  are 
very  encouraging  and  complunentary  to  say  so  just  after  your 
offer  to  me." 

"Pardon  me;  but  consider,  my  dear  Flora,"  he  resumed, 
while  rallying  a  little,  though  sorely  provoked  to  find  himself 


confused  andl)affled  by  a  country  girl,  of  whose  rejection  he  felt 
actually  ashamed  to  tell  his  own  mother,  "  are  you  not  labouring 
under  some  deuced  misconception  in  giving  this  very  decided, 
%nd,  I  must  say,  very  extraordinary  refusal  ?" 

"How?" 

"  Is  it  not,  that  to  the  affection  and  rank  I  proffer,  you  prefer 
the  absurd  love  of  a  silly  upstart,  who  shall  go  hence  as  he  came 
hither,  no  one  knows  or  cares  how-^a  waif  cast  on  the  shore  like 
A  piece  of  dead  seaweed,  or  the  drowned  renegade  his  father — a 
creature  whose  past  affords  no  hope  of  a  brilliant  future  1  Speak, 
girl,"  he  exclaimed,  while  almost  savagely  he  grasped  her  wrist ; 
"  is  it  this  that  prevails  with  you,  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  of 
your  dead  mother  and  the  whole  family  of  Kohallion  V* 

o 
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•*  What  if  it  is,  sir?"  asked  Elora,  haughtily,  for  his  cat^ori> 
cal  manner  offended  her  deeply. 

"  What  if  it  is !"  he  repeated  with  louring  brow. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Then  the  cool  admission  ill  becomes  Flora  Warrender  of 
Ardgour,  whose  forefathers  bear  so  high  a  place  in  the  annals  ol 
their  country !" 

"Oh,  but  they  were  mere  provincials,  and  their  bravery  or 
patiiotism  are  unworthy  the  regard  of  such  a  citizen  of  the 
world  as  the  Master  of  B>ohallion,"  said  Flora. 

He  sullenlv  threw  her  hand  from  him ;  but  she  did  not  retire, 
being  loth  that  his  family,  especially  the  old  lord,  whom  she 
dearly  loved  and  respected,  should  know  of  this  scene  5  and  loth, 
too,  that  it  should  end  in  this  unseemly  fashion. 

"Cursed  be  my  mother's  doting  folly !"  thought  he,  while  his 
pale  eyes  alternately  shrunk  and  dilated;  " so— so,  nothing  bat 
an  heiress  will  suit  our  foundling,  our  '  Tom  Jones,'  for  a  charmer 
— it*s  vastly  amusing.  Confound  it,  a  little  more  of  this  pre* 
sumption  will  make  me  wring  the  brat's  head  off!" 

While  his  cool  insolence  piaued  Flora,  her  decided  rejection 
roused  all  his  wrath  and  pride;  he  thought  of  his  pecuniary 
interest,  too,  so  both  sat  silent  for  a  time. 

"  Well,  begad !  this  passes  my  comprehension !"  he  exclaimed 
at  length,  as  he  buttoned  his  accurately  fitting  straw-coloured 
kid  gloves. 

"  To  what  do  you  refer,  friend  Cosmo  P*  asked  Flora,  looking 
at  him  almost  spitefully. 

"To  this  whole  matter.  Do  you  know,  my  fair  friend,  that 
you  are  perhaps  the  first  young  lady  of  your  age  that,  in  all  my 
experience,  ever  took  a  fancy  to  a  hobbledehoy  lad  in  preference 
to  a  man ;  so  while  you  reconsider  the  offer,  you  will  perhaps 
permit  me  P"  He  bowed,  and  conceiving  her  consent  given,  pro- 
ceeded to  light  a  pipe,  by  the  then  very  elaborate  process  of  a 
small  flint,  steel  ana  matches  in  a  little  silver  tinder-box,  on  the 
lid  of  which  his  coat  of  arms  was  engraved.  **  And  so  you  studied 
together,  I  presume,  under  that  absurd  Dominie  Skaill,  with  the 
knee-breeches  and  hugh  shoe-buckles  (like  a  heavy  father  at  Old 
Drury),  keen  grey  eyes,  and  Scotch  cheek  bones  one  might  hang 
one's  hat  on,  eh  P" 

"Yes,"  replied  Flora,  tying Jthe  ribbons  of  her  gipsy  hat  under 
her  dimpled  chin  with  an  angry  jerk. 

"And  you  learned  Latin,  Coptic,  and  Sanscrit  together,  I 
suppose,"  he  continued  in  his  cool  sneering  tone;  "and  to  con- 
jugate the  verb  io  love,  in  all." 

"  Exactly  so,  and  in  Greek,  Chaldaic»  and  Chinese,  and  evov 
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SO  many  more  languages,  so  that  we  became  very  perfect  in 
grammar,"  replied  she,  smiling  wickedly,  while  the  grim  Master'a 
cat-like  eyes  nlled  with  a  very  baleful*  green  light ;  yet  he  had 
not  the  sense  to  see  that  his  operations  were  conducted  on  & 
wrong  plan  before  such  a  fortress  as  the  fair  lady  of  Ardgour. 

"  Come,  Miss  Warrender,  whatever  we  do,  hang  it,  don't  let 
ns  quarrel,  and  so  make  fools  of  ourselves." 

"  I  have  not  the  least  intention  of  quarrelling,  and  trust  that 
you  have  none." 

**  Then  allow  me  to  kiss  you  once,  and  we  shall  become  better 
friends,  I  promise  you." 

"Kiss  meP*  exclaimed  Flora,  starting. 

"  Yes— why  not — what  does  a  little  kiss  signify  P" 

**  So  little  that  you  shall  never  have  one  from  me,  were  it  to 
save  your  life,"  said  Flora,  with  a  burst  of  laughter. 

''Perhaps  your  fair  cheek  has  become  sacred  since  that 
beggarly  Uttle  rival  of  mine  saluted  it  P  It  is  a  capital  joke,  is 
it  not  ?^' 

"Perhaps,"  said  Flora,  reddening,  and  rising  to  withdraw;, 
"and  what  then?" 

"If  so,  I  would  say  you  were  as  great  an  idiot  as  my  old 
grandmother  Grizel  Kennedy,  of  Kilhenzie,  was." 

"  Respectful  to  her  and  polite  to  me !    And  she ** 

"After  Prince  Charles  Edward  kissed  her  at  the  Holyrood 
ball,  she  never  permitted  the  lips  of  mortal  man — ^not  even  those 
of  my  worthy  grandfather  Cosmo,  Lord  Rohallion,  K.T.,  and  so 
forth,  to  salute  her,  lest  the  charm  of  the  royal  kiss  should  be 
broken ;  and  their  married  life  extended  over  some  forty  years 
and  more." 

At  this  apocryphal  story,  which  has  been  told  of  more  old 
ladies  in  Scotland  than  Grizel  of  Rohallion,  Flora  laughed 
heartily,  as  well  she  might ;  and  her  merriment  made  the  Master 
excessively  provoked. 

"We  are,  I  hope,  at  least  friends P"  said  he,  presenting  his 
hand  with  great  but  grim  suavity.^ 

"  Oh  yes,  Cosmo,  the  best  of  Mends — do  excuse  my  laughing 
so;  but  nothing  more,  remember,  nothing  more,"  she  replied, 
and  withdrawing  her  hand,  which  he  attempted  to  kiss,  she 
darted  through  the  labyrinth  towards  the  house,  leaving 
"  Marraion"  forgotten  on  the  gravel  behind  her. 

"By  Jove !  to  be  baffled,  laughed  at,  and  by  a  chick  like  this!" 
muttered  Cosmo  with  an  oath  which  we  care  not  to  record,  as  he 
gave  the  volume  a  kick,  and  strode  angrily  away,  full  of  bitter 
and  dark  thoughts,  and  inspired  with  rage  at  a  rivalry  whicfa»  in 
truths  he  was  ashuned  to  acknowledge,  even  to  himself. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  BLOW. 

« Take  comfort :  he  no  more  shall  see  mj  face; 
Lysander  and  myself  will  fly  this  place. 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see, 
Seemed  Athens  as  a  paradise  to  me : 
Oh,  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell. 
That  he  hath  turned  a  heaven  unto  a  hell !" 

Mtdsummer  Kighfs  Dream, 

A  YEBT  dark  idea  crossed  the  Master's  mind,  and  then  another, 
darker  skill ! 

A  few  guineas  judiciously  bestowed  among  the  smugglers,  who, 
when  the  nights  were  dark  and  gusty,  frequented  the  coves  near 
the  castle  (and  when  some  person  or  persons  unknown  hung  a 
lantern  over  the  rocks  to  guide  their  steerage  through  a  narrow 
cleft  in  the  Partan  Craig),  mi^ht  for  ever  rid  him  of  Quentin 
Kennedy.  They  could  land  mm  on  the  sands  of  Dunkirk  or 
Boulogne,  or,  or — what  P 

Oh,  no !  he  thrust  away  the  next  idea  as  too  horrid,  though 
such  things  had  been  done  of  old  in  Carrick  by  the  lawless  lairds 
of  Auchindrane,  and  to  denounce  them,  in  one  terrible  instance, 
had  not  the  sea  given  up  its  dead  ? 

He  thought  of  despatching  a  line  to  the  lieutenant  commanding 
the  pressKmg  at  Ayr,  by  whose  agency  poor  Quentin  might  be 
shipped  on  for  seven  years'  sea  service  in  the  East  or  West 
Inaies,  but  dread  of  exposure,  and  the  outcry  consequent  thereto, 
made  him  relinquish  such  kidnapping  ideas  of  revenge,  though 
they  were  practical  enough  in  the  days  when  George  III.  was 
king. 

Kevolving  these  thoughts,  with  brows  knit  and  his  stealthy 
eves  fixed  on  the  ground,  Cosmo  quitted  the  garden  and  entered 
the  avenue,  where  the  evening  shadows  under  the  sycamore  trees 
were  gloomy  and  dark ;  and  there  as  he  strode  forward,  with  a 
quick  and  impatient  step,  he  stumbled  roughly  against  some  one, 
who,  like  himself,  seemed  lost  in  reverie. 

"  Quentin  Kennedy  !*'  he  exclaimed  in  a  hoarse  voice,  as  this 
collision  brought  all  Iris  readily  excited  fury  to  the  culminating 
point ;  **  confound  it,  fellow,  is  this  you  ?" 

"  I  bee:  pardon,  sir — ^I  did  not  see  you — ^I  was  lost  in  thought,'* 
replied  Quentin. 

"  Lost  in  thought,  were  you  ?"  repeated  Cosmo,  in  his  most 
insulting  tone ;  '*  you  were  loitering  near  the  labyrinth  in  the 
garden?    he  added,  with  almost  fierce  suspicion. 
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**  I  was  down  in  the  oakwood  sliaw,  two  miles  off." 

"Hah— indeed!  and  what  have  you  been  doing  with  that 
gunP" 

**  Sir !"  stammered  Quentin,  his  natural  indignation  rising  as 
he  perceived  the  other's  resolute  intention  of  insulting  him. 

"  I  say,  what  the  deuce  have  you,  or  such  as  you,  to  do  with 
that  gun,  and  on  these  grounds  ?" 

Quentin  drew  back,  haughtily,  in  growing  anger  and  surprise, 
and  fearing  that  the  Master  was  mad  or  intoxicated,  and  that  he 
was  about  to  make  an  assault,  he  very  naturally  brought  the 
fowling-piece  to  the  position  of  charging. 

"  what,  you  scoundrel !  would  you  charge  me  breast  high  ?" 
cried  the  Master,  choking  with  rage ;  "  would  you  shoot  me  as 
the  poacher  Campbell  shot  Lord  Eglinton  on  his  own  lands,  here 
in  Ayrshire  too  ?  Fll  teach  you  to  know  your  proper  place,  you 
scurvy  young  dog !" 

With  these  injurious  words,  and  before  even  Quentin,  who  was 
completely  astounded  by  the  wantonness  of  the  whole  affair, 
could  be  aware  of  his  purpose,  Cosmo  rushed  upon  him,  wrenched 
the  gun  away,  and  clubbing  it,  dealt  the  poor  lad  a  terrible  blow 
on  the  head  with  the  heavy  iron  butt,  stretching  him  senseless  on 
the^rass.  Then  uttering  a  heavy  malediction,  the  fierce  Master, 
still  boiling  with  unappeased  rage,  passed  through  the  ivied- 
ffateway  and  entered  the  mansion.  Having  the  fowling-piece  in 
Eis  hand,  force  of  habit  led  him  towards  the  gun-room,  where  he 
proceeded  to  draw  the  charge,  for  it  was  still  loaded,  and  to 
leave  it  for  the  under  gamekeeper  to  clean. 

Perceiving  that  there  was  blood  on  the  lock  and  also  on  his 
straw-coloured  kid  gloves,  he  carefully  wiped  the  former,  and 
threw  the  latter  into  a  stove.  Regret  he  had  none  for  the 
atrocity  he  had  just  committed ;  but  he  disliked  the  appearance 
of  blood,  it  looked  ugly,  he  thought — dangerous,  and  deuced  ugly* 

"  Egad,  I  hope  I  haven't  killed  the  young  rascal  I"  he  muttered ; 
"  how  the  deuce  am  I  to  explain  the  affair  to  the  old  people  ?— 
they  will  be  certain  to  blame  me.*' 

Stepping  from  the  gun-room  into  the  library,  which  adjoined  it, 
he  was  suddenly  met  by  Lady  Rohallion,  who  gave  him  an  affec- 
tionate glance,  which  suddenly  turned  to  one  of  anxiety,  as  she 
surveyed  him  by  the  last  light  of  the  sunset,  that  streamed  through 
a  deeply-embayed  window.  With  an  assumed  smile  and  some 
commonplace  remark,  he  was  about  to  pass  on,  shame  and  morti- 
fication compelling  the  concealment  of  what  he  had  done,  when 
she  laid  her  hands  on  his  arm,  and  said  tenderly, 

"Dearest  Cosmo,  what  has  happened — ^you  look  extremely 
paler 
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"  Do  I,  motber— pale,  eh  ?" 

**  Yes,  and  quite  ruffled  too,"  she  added. 

""  Well,  perhaps  so — ^your  friend  Mora  is  the  cause/* 

*' Flora  WarrenderP" 

"Yes." 

**  Explain,  Cosmo,  explain  ?"  she  asked  with  evident  uneasiness. 

"I  liad  a  long  conversation  with  her  in  the  garden,  and  it  was 
4lecidedly  more  animated  than  amatory  in  the  end." 

"Yon  quarrelled?  ' 

"  Not  at  all — ^I  proposed,"  he  replied,  with  a  strange  smile. 

"And  were  accepted?" 

**  The  reverse." 

"  Rejected — ^you— wy  son,  rejected  ?" 

*' Finally  so — or  for  the  present  shall  we  say  ?"  replied  Cosmo, 
lighting  a  pipe  hj  the  old  and  elaborate  process,  to  conceal  his 
station.  "A  wilful  little  jade  she  is  as  ever  I  knew.  Evi- 
•dently  has  no  fancy  for  me,  or  for  increasing  the  number  of  his 
Majesty's  lieges  under  canvas,  or  for  seeing  the  world  in  a 
'^gg^^'^'^on,  as  a  lady  attached  to  a  regiment  of  the  line." 

The  courtly  old  lady  gazed  at  her  son  almost  mournfully ;  for 
this  mocking  brusquerie,  ac(]uired  in  the  Pavilion  of  the  Prince 
Rq^ent,  but  ill  accorded  with  her  old-fiashioned  ideas  of  gentle 
i)earing. 

**  You  have  been  wrong,  Cosmo,"  said  she  gravely ;  "  you  have 
4»een  too  hasty — too  abrupt." 

**  Now,  faith,  do  you  think  so,  really  ?" 

"  It  was  absurd  to  propose  for  any  girl,  especially  a  young 
lady  of  family  and  fortune,  after  a  two  days'  acquaintance." 

*'  Egad,  my  most  respected  mamma,  in  Lonoon,  I've  known  a 
•core  of  women  of  the  first  fashion,  who  would  have  eloped  with 
me  for  better  or  worse,  and  taken  post  horses  for  Gretna^  on  a 
two  hours'  acquaintance." 

"Oh,  Cosrn©!" 

"  So  I  am  wrongs  you  think,  my  lady  mother  ?" 

"  Decidedly ;  but  I  trust  that  time  will  put  all  right.  I  do 
not  despair." 

"Neither  do  I,  be  assured,"  said  he,  with  one  of  his  strange 
«miles. 

"  The  silly  girl,  of  course,  felt  flattered  by  your  offer?" 

"  Not  at  iQl— one  might  think  such  matters  were  of  daily  occnr- 
renoe  with  her." 

"  Did  she  make  no  consideration  of  our  family  and  its  anti- 
•quity  ?"  she  asked,  bridling  up. 

"  My  dear  mother,  it  seems  to  be  of  very  little  importance  to 
iO'lora  Warrender  whether  the  said  family  flourished  at  the  ocrart 
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of  old  King  Cole,  from  whose  grave  Kyle  takes  its  name,  or 
at  that  of  nis  Majesty  of  the  Cannibal  Islands ;  or  at  all 
'  events,  she  wont  have  me.  Confoand  it  V  he  exclaimed,  as  if 
talking  to  himself;  ''to  think  that  I,  almost  the  pattern  man  of 
the  Household  Brigade — chosen  by  many  a  proud  peeress  to 
sauire  her  through  the  crush  of  the  opera;  by  the  fighting  men 
ot  the  corps  as  their  second  in  every  affair  of  honour;  by  the 
Prince  Regent  to  arrange  his  d^je^ners,  afternoon  receptions,  and 
crack  suppers ;  I,  the  star  of  Fops'  Alley — deemed  the  best  stroke 
at  billiards  in  London — ^the  best  hand  on  a  tiller  at  Cowes,  or 
to  pull  the  bow-oar  to  Richmond ;  chosen  to  ride  the  most  vicious 
brutes  at  Epsom  and  Melton,  and  who  can  hit  a  guinea  at  twenty 
yards  with  a  saw-handle  and  a  hair-trigger — ^that  L,  I  say,  should 
be  outflanked  l^  a  country  booby  passes  mj  comprehension, 
unless,  as  in  old  Kin^  James's  days,  there  be  witchcraft;  again  in 
the  Bailiwick  of  Carrick !  To  be  jockeyed  by  a  country  lout  and 
a  li^s  of  eighteen— deucedly  disgusting !  Thank  heaven !  this 
can  n.^er  be  known  in  town,  or  how  would  the  lady-killing 
Cosmo  be  roasted  !  I  think  I  hear  Paget  of  the  Hassars,  and 
the  rest  of  our  set  laughing  over  it ;  and,  by  Jove,  they  woald 
laugh  too,  until  I  had  one  or  two  of  them  out  at  Chalk  Farm  for 
a  morning  ajipetiser." 

"  How  this  little  rebuff  nettles  you  I  Take  courage,  Cosmo," 
said  his  mother,  ahnost  laughing  at  his  angry  and  odd  enumera- 
tion of  his  many  good  qualities. 

**  Well,  I  have  chan^  my  mind  many  times ;  so  do  women, 
and  so  may  Flora.  This  is  a  boy's  love ;  she  will  tire  of  his  idea, 
and  then  is  my  time  to  cut  in  and  win  in  a  canter.  You,  my 
dear  mother,  yourself  once  loved,  before  my  father  proposed *' 

"  Stay,"  said  Lady  Rohallion,  interrupting,  with  sudden  agita- 
tion, and  hastening  angrily  to  c^iange  tne  unwelcome  topic ;  "  a 
sudden  light  breaks  upon  me !  Cosmo,  on  the  ni^  you  arrived, 
it  seemed  to  me  you  spoke  very  oddly  of  Flora  Warrender  and 
Quentin  Kennedy." 

''  How— about  something  in  the  avenue,  was  it  P" 

"  Yes ;  that  you  had  seen  them  exchanging  marks  of  their 
mutual  good  will,  or  words  to  that  effect." 

*'  Exactly  so,  my  Lady  Bohallion,"  said  Cosmo,  slowly  emitting 
the  smoke  of  his  pipe. 

"  What  did  you  mean,  Cosmo  ?"  she  demanded,  with  increasing 
asperity. 

"  Much  mote  than  I  said,  mother." 

"Thatyou  saw  Quentin  kissing  Flora?" 

"  Or  Mora  kissing  Quentm,  my  dear  lady  mother,  I  don't  think 
it  makes  much  difference,"  said  he,  with  an  angry  laugh,  while  sh» 
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almost  trembled  with  indignation ;  "  but  what  do  you  think  of  your 
amiable  ward  and  your  prot^g^— a  livelv  young  fellow,  isn't  he  P" 

"I  ought  to  have  been  prepared  for  this,"  said  Lady  Rohallion; 
''indeed,  Eleonora  Eglinton  forewarned  me  that  something  of 
this  kind  might  happen.  A  separation  by  school,  college,  or 
something  else,  shouid  have  been  made  whenever  Elora  came  here. 
I  must  consult  Bohallion,  and  have  such  arran^ments  made  for 
Quentin  as  shall  prevent  his  interference  with  tne  views  we  have 
so  long  cherished  for  our  only  son.  The  foolish  girl — ^the  pre- 
sumptuous boy — to  be  actually  kissing  her !" 

"  Shameful,  isn't  it  ?"  said  Cosmo,  who  had  been  despatched 
somewhat  precipitately  into  the  Guards  for  making  love  to  his 
mother's  maids. 

"  Such  vagaries  must  be  controlled  and  punished." 

"  He  should  have  been  gazetted  a  year  ago  to  a  West  India 
Regiment,  or  one  of  the  eight  Hottentot  Battalions  at  the  Cape; 
they  are  quite  good  enough  for  such  as  he ;  or  send  him  still- 
hunting  with  a  line  regiment  into  Ireland,  where  slur  s  from 
behind  a  hedge  may  send  him  to  the  devil  before  his  time." 

"  Oh,  fie,  Cosmo,  you  are  cruel  and  unjust ;"  but  she  added 
bitterly  as  pride  of  birth,  her  only  failing  or  weakness,  got  the 
mastery  for  the  moment ;  "no  unknown  waif,  no  nameless  person 
like  this  youth  Kennedy  shall  come  between  my  son,  the  Master 
of  Rohallion,  and  our  long  cherished  purpose — no,  assuredly! 
Andrews,"  she  added,  raising  her  voice,  as  the  thin,  spare  military 
valet  passed  through  the  library,  "desire  Miss  Warrender  to 
speak  with  me  in  the  yellow  drawing-room,  before  the  bell  rings 
for  supper." 

Then  leaving  her  son.  Lady  Rohallion  swept  out  of  the  library 
to  have  a  solemn  interview  with  her  ward. 

The  last  flush  of  sunset  had  died  away,  and  one  by  one  the 
stars  were  shining  out. 

The  night  wore  on,  and  nothing  was  seen  or  heard  of  Quentin. 
Indeed,  save  the  Master,  as  yet  no  one  missed  him;  but  as  he 
did  not  appear  when  the  supper- bell  clanged  in  the  belfry  of  the 
old  keep,  Cosmo,  with  several  unpleasant  misgivings  in  lus  mind, 
hastened  unseen  into  the  avenue,  down  the  long  vista  of  which 
the  waning  moon  shed  a  broad  and  pallid  flood  of  radiance,  ere. 
in  clouds  that  betokened  a  rough  night,  it  sunk  beyond  the 
wooded  heights  of  Ardgour. 

Cosmo  went  to  the  place  where  so  savagely  he  had  struck  the 
poor  lad  down ;  but  Quentin  was  gone ;  the  grass  where  he  had 
Iain  was  bruised,  and  on  the  gravel  was  a  pool  of  blood  about  a 
foot  in  diameter — blood  that  must  have  flowed  from  the  wound 
in  his  head ;  but  other  trace  of  him  there  was  none ! 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

EXPOSTULATION. 

"  Pledged  till  thou  reach  the  verge  of  womanhood. 
And  shalt  become  thy  own  sufficient  stay ! 
Too  late  I  feel,  sweet  orphan !  was  the  day 
For  steadfast  hope  the  contract  to  fulfil ; 
Yet  still  my  blessing  hover  o*er  thee  stilL" — Wordsworth, 

Lady  Rohallion  had  so  frequently  spoken  to  Flora  Warrender 
on  the  subject  of  the  proposed  or  expected  marriage  with  Cosmo, 
that  she  bad  little  diffidence  generally  in  approaching  the  subject ; 
but  now  there  was  a  new  and  unexpected  feature  in  the  matter — 
a  lover,  a  rival — thus  she  felt  aware  that  the  adoption  of  some 
tact  became  requisite. 

What  the  good  ladjr  could  hope  to  achieve,  where  her  enter- 
prising son  had  failed  in  person,  it  is  difficult  to  imagine ;  never- 
theless, she  resolved  to  remonstrate  with  Flora. 

"  She  is  too  young  to  judge  for  herself,  and  must  therefore  let 
others  judge  for  her,"  said  she,  half  aloud. 

"You  wished  to  see  me,  madam,"  said  Flora,  entering  with  aa< 
air  of  annoyance,  only  half  concealed  by  a  smile,  as  she  correctly 
feared  this  formal  summons  had  reference  to  the  recent  scene  in 
the  garden. 

Seating  Flora  beside  her  on  a  sofa,  she  took  her  by  the  hand^ 
and  while  considering  what  to  say,  played  caressingly  with  her 
dark  wavy  hair,  and  said  something  in  praise  of  her  beauty,  so  the 
girl's  heart  foreboded  what  was  coming  next. 

"  You  are  rich,  dear  Flora,"  said  Lady  Rohallion,  insinuatingly, 
"  but  most,  perhaps,  in  beauty." 

**  I  am  often  told  so,  especially  by  you,*'  replied  Flora,  laughing. 

"  An  heiress,  too.'* 

"  But  what  of  it,  madam  ?"  she  asked,  gravely. 

"  You  know,  dear  Flora,  that  money  is  the  key  to  a  thousand 
pleasures — it  is  alike  the  object  of  the  avaricious,  and  the  ambition 
of  the  poor." 

"True,  Lady  Rohallion,"  replied  Flora,  smiling  again;  "but,. 
as  we  say  in  Scotland,  a  tocherless  lass,  though  she  may  have  a 
long  peaigree,  may  have  a  pleasure  that  no  heiress  can  e?er 
enjoy." 

"Indeed?" 

"  Yes ;  the  most  flattering  and  glorious  conviction!** 

"Pray  tell  me r 
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**  She  can  prove  to  her  heart's  content  that  she  is  loved  for 
herself,  and  herself  alone.    Poverty  makes  all  equal " 

"  True ;  but  so  does  wealth,"  interrupted  Lady  Bx)haUion,  an- 
noyed by  her  own  mismanagement  in  the  beginning.  "  You  are 
rich,  but  mv  son  is  also  rich,  and  he  loves  you.  Flora,  well,  truly, 
and  devotedly." 

''And  have  two  days  sufficed  to  summon  all  this  truth  and 
devotion  P'* 

"  Mora,  Flora,  you  are  well  aware  that  it  has  been  an  old  pur- 
pose and  hope,  between  your  parents  and  his,  to  unite  or  cement 
their  old  hereditarv  friendship  by  a  stron^r  tie,  and  that  this 
intended  marriage  nas  been  an  object  of  solicitude  to  all " 

"  Save  to  those  most  interested  in  it— myself  especiallj." 

"Do  not  say  so,  my  dear  child — ^the  match  is  most  suitable." 

A  gesture  of  annoyance  escaped  Flora,  but  Lady  Bohallion 
resumed : 

''Our  families  have  known  each  other  so  long;  it  has  been  a 
friendship  of  three  generations — Cosmo  and  you  suit  each  other 
so  admirably ;  and  then  the  Ardgour  lands  run  the  whole  length 
of  the  Bailiwick  with  our  own." 

''  The  most  convincing  argument  of  all,"  replied  Flora,  in  a 
tone  which  made  Lady  Eohallion  colour  deeply,  and  the  secret 
■annoyance  of  both  was  gradually  rising  to  a  height,  thou^  each 
strove  to  conceal  it. 

"Consider  our  family,  Flora!"  exclaimed  Lady  Winifred, 
haughtily;  "  look  at  that  gilded  vane  on  yonder  turret.  It  bears 
^a  date — 1400 ;  in  that  year.  Sir  Banulph,  first  baron  of  Eohallion, 
was  made  Hereditary  Admiral  of  the  Firth  of  Clyde,  from  Glasgow 
Bridge  to  Ailsa  Craig,  by  the  B^gent  Duke  of  Albany.  We  are 
not  people  of  yesterday !" 

Flora  failed'to  perceive  what  this  aqueous  office  had  to  do  with 
her  or  her  affairs. 

"Li  three  years,"  she  began,  "I  shall  cease  to  be  your 
ward " 

"Three,  by  your  father's  will,  Flora." 

"  So  do  not  let  us  embitter  those  three  remaining  years,  my 
dear  madam,  by  this  project,  a  constant  recurrence  to  which 
serves  but  to  excite  and  pique  by  the  attempt  to  control  me." 

"  I  trust,  my  dear  but  wilful  Flora,  that  we  have  not  been 
unjust  stewards  in  the  execution  of  the  trust  your  worthy  parents 
bequeathed  to  us,  and  if  the  hope  of  a  nearer  and  dearer  con- 
/nexion " 

"  Your  son,  the  Master,  is  a  brave  and  noble  gentleman,  I 
grant  you,"  interrupted  Flora»  with  quiet  eneiOT ;  "  but  save  in 
name,  we  have  been  ahnost  strangers  to  each  ouler,  and  he  is  so 
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many  years  my  senior,  that  when  we  last  met  he  treated  me 
quite  as  a  little  girl — ^a  child !  Our  tastes,  habits,  mamiers,  tuod 
temper  are  all  dissimilar ;  ah,  madam,  psurdon  me,  bat  I  never 
coum  love  him  !'* 

"  Never  love  Cosmo— «iy  Cosmo  ?"  said  Lady  Eohallion,  vdth 
indignant  surprise. 

•*  W  ever  as  a  hnsband,  though  dearly  as  a  friend.'* 

"  Fancy,  dl !  You  would  love  him  with  all  a  true  wife's  devo- 
tion ere  lon^.  In  girls  of  your  age,  love  always  comes  after 
marriage,  it  is  unnecessary  before  it.  You  little  know  how  dear 
and  loveable  he  is,  and  how  gallant  too !  What  wrote  Sir  Ralph 
Abercrombie  to  the  Duke  of  York  concerning  him,  after  that 
affair  at  the  Helder  ?  *  The  braverv  of  the  Honourable  Captain 
Crawford,  of  the  3rd  Guards,  in  the  action  of  the  27th  instant, 
forms  one  of  the  most  brilliant  episodes  of  the  war  in  Holland  !*" 

Flora  gave  an  almost  imperceptible  shrug  of  her  white  shoul- 
ders, for  praises  of  Cosmo's  valour  at  the  Helder  had  been  a 
dsdly  story  of  the  old  lady  for  some  time  past.  Slight  though 
the  shrug  and  the  smile  that  accompanied  it.  Lady  fix)hallion 
detected  them,  and  her  eyes  sparkled  brightly  with  anger.  She 
arose  with  ineffable  hauteur,  and  shook  out  her  flounces,  as  a 
swan  raffles  its  pinions,  to  their  fullest  extent. 

"  Miss  Warrender,"  said  she,  with  her  hands  foldexl  before  her 
and  her  powdered  head  borne  very  erect  indeed,  "is  it  possible 
that  this  strange  opposition  alike  to  the  earnest  wishes  of  the 
living  and  of  the  dead,  arises  from  a  cause  which  I  have  hitherto 
disdained  to  approach  or  to  allude  to — as  a  species  of  midsummer 
madness — a  love  for  the  luckless  lad  to  whom  for  so  many  years 
we  have  extended  the  hand  of  protection,  Quentin  Kennedy  P" 

At  the  name  which  concluded  this  formal  exordium,  a  deep 
blush  suffused  the  delicate  neck  of  Flora;  but,  as  her  back  was 
to  the  lighted  candles,  the  questioner  did  not  perceive  it^  though 
scrutinizing  her  keenly. 

"And  why,  madam,  may  I  not  love  poor  Quentin  if  I  choose?" 
asked  the  wmul  Flora,  bluntly. 

"Because  he  is,  as  you  justly  named  him,^(?or,"  replied  the 
other,  with  calm  asperity. 

"  But  I  am  rich,"  urged  Flora,  laughing  through  all  her  annoy- 
ance, with  an  irresistible  desire  to  pique  Lady  Bohallion. 

*•  He  is  nameless." 

"How  know  we  that,  madam  P  Kennedy  is  as  good  a  name 
as  Warrender." 

"  True,  when  borne  by  an  Earl  of  Cassilis,  by  a  Laird  of  Col- 
zean,  of  Kilhenzie,  or  Dunure ;  but  not  by  every  landless  waif 
who  bears  the  name  of  the  clan  or  family.    Grod  knoweth  how  in 
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my  heart  I  dearly  love  that  boy ;  yet  this  fancy  of  yonrs  passes 
all  bounds  of  reason,  and  all  my  expectations,  in  its  absurdity. 
I  have  destined  you  for  my  son  Cosmo,  and  none  other  shall 
have  you !"  ehe  added,  almost  imperiously. 

**  Destined,"  said  Flora,  with  mingled  laughter  and  chagrin, 
"  because  the  march-dyke  of  Rohallion  is  also  the  march-dyke  of 
Ardgour." 

"  Nay,  nay,  think  not  so  unworthily  of  us ;  we  need  to  covet 
nothing  and  to  court  none ;  but  destined  you  are,  because  it  was 
your  dear  mother's  dying  wish." 

"  To  make  me  miserable  P" 

"To  make  you  happy,  foolish  girl ;  dare  you  speak  of  misery 
with  my  son  P" 

"  So  you  would  actually  have  me  to  marry  a  man  I  don't  like, 
and  scarcely  ever  saw  P  It  is  a  common  sacrifice  in  the  great 
world,  I  am  aware ;  but  my  sphere  has  been  rather  small ** 

"  You  would  not  msirj  a  boy,  surely  ?" 

"  I  may  at  least  love  him,"  replied  Flora,  simply ;  **  and  I  have 
no  wish  to  marry  at  all — just  now,  at  least." 

"This  is  the  very  stuff  of  which  your  novels  are  made !"  ex- 
claimed Lady  Rohallion,  crimsoning  with  passion,  and  raising 
her  voice  in  a  manner  quite  unusual  to  her.  "  Mercy  on  me ' 
I  wonder  why  I  have  never  detected  Quentin  at  your  feet,  on  his 
knees  before  you,  for  that  I  believe  is  the  true  and  most  approved 
mode ;  but  we  know  nothing  of  him,  he  may  be  base-born  for 
aught  that  we  can  tell,  and  Lord  Eohallion  shall  learn  that 
Quentin  Kennedy — a  brat,  a  very  beggar's  brat — shall  never 
come  between  our  own  son  and  his  success ;  and  so,  young  lady, 
your  humble  servant  I " 

And  inflamed  by  genuine  passion.  Lady  Rohallion,  as  she 
uttered  this  unpleasant  speech,  (which,  to  do  her  justice,  was 
scarcely  uttered  ere  repented  for)  in  a  loud  and  imperious  tone, 
swept  away  with  a  haughty  bow,  in  all  her  amplitude  of  black 
satin,  and  with  that  hauteur  of  bearing  which  made  the  Scottish 
gentlewomen  o£  her  day  so  st-ately  and  imposing. 

Her  words,  the  fiery  glance  of  anger  she  darted  at  Flora,  and 
the  tenor  of  the  expostulation  proved  too  much  for  the  temper  or 
the  nerves  of  that  young  lady,  who  on  being  left  to  herself,  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears. 

But  a  hand  was  laid  on  the  lock  of  the  door,  as  if  some  one 
was  about  to  enter ;  and  fearing  it  might  be  the  Master,  she 
started  up  and  escaped  by  another  door  to  her  own  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

PORTH  INTO    THE  WORLD. 

"This  nichti  s  my  departing  nicbt, 
For  here  nae  hmger  I  maun  stay; 
There's  neither  friend  or  foe  o*  mine, 

But  wishes  me  away. 
What  I  hae  dune  through  lack  o'  wit, 

I  never,  never  can  reca' ; 
I  hope  you're  a'  my  friends  as  yet — 
Qude  nicht,  and  joy  be  wi'  ye  a'." 

Johnnie  Armstrong's  Good  Night. 

The  knock-down  blow  given  to  Quentin  by  the  batt-end  of  the 
clubbed  fowling-piece,  besides  inflicting  a  severe  wound  which 
bled  profusely,  stunned  him  completely  for  a  time,  and  in  this 
condition  he  was  found  by  the  quartermaster,  who  was  returniug 
from  having  a  ju^  of  punch  and  a  quiet  rubber  with  our  quaint 
friend  the  dominie  at  his  little  thatched  cotts^e  in  the  viUage. 

Great  were  the  alarm  and  concern  of  the  kind-hearted  veteran 
when  he  found  his  young  friend  and  favourite  in  a  condition  so 
pitiable.  He  raised  him,  tied  a  handkerchief  over  his  wound  to 
stanch  the  bleeding ;  then  gradually  as  consciousness  returned, 
Quentin  remembered  all  that  had  occurred,  and  told  Girvan  of 
his  meeting  with  the  Master — the  unmerited  and  unexpected 
insolence  of  the  latter,  his  sudden  assault,  and  that  was  all  he 
knew. 

The  disquiet  of  the  ex-quartermaster  was  greatly  increased  on 
hearing  of  &fiacas  so  unseemly  and  so  dangerous,  and  he  knew 
in  a  moment  that  it  contained  more  elements  of  discord  than 
Quentin  admitted  or  perhaps  knew ;  though  he  was  ignorant  of 
the  Master's  abrupt  proposal,  the  garden  scene,  and  of  the  sub- 
sequent expostulation,  which  was  in  progress  at  that  moment, 
and  which  we  have  detailed  in  the  precedmg  chapter. 

"I  can't  blame  you,  my  boy,"  said  the  old  soldier,  half  com- 
muning with  himself,  and  shaking  his  head  till  his  pigtail  swung 
like  a  pendulum ;  "  I  can't  blame  ye,"  he  repeated,  as  he  gave 
Quentm  his  arm,  and  together  they  walked  slowly  towards  the 
castle ;  **  ye  are  young — ^the  temptation  is  great,  though  I  hair 
long  since  forgotten  ail  of  such  matters,  save  that  love-making 
tendeth  to  mischief." 

"Quartermaster,"  stammered  Quentin,  "I  don't  understand^ 
what " 

"But  I  do!  The  devilment  first  began  in  Father  Adam's 
garden,  and  it  will  go  on  so  long  as  the  world  wags." 
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Quentin  coloured  deeply,  and  his  heart  leaped  with  mingled 
rage  and  exultation— ri^e  at  the  Master  for  the  injury  he  had 
done  him,  and  exultation  for  its  cause — jealousy,  by  which  he 
was  assured  that  Flora  loved  him,  despite  all  the  attention  and 
the  greater  attractions  of  the  blasd  guardsman. 

But  what  was  to  be  done  now  P 

To  remain  longer  under  the  same  roof  with  the  Master  of 
Rohallion  was  impossible;  but  whither  was  he  to  go?  The 
quartermaster,  without  adverting  further  to  what  he  too  well 
knew  to  be  the  secret  spring  or  moving  cause  of  a  quarrel  so 
sudden  and  unbecoming  in  its  details,  hurried  Quentin  to  his 
secluded  little  quarters,  "  the  snuggery,"  already  described  as 
existing  in  a  tower  of  the  castle.  There  he  gave  him  a  glass  of 
sherry  and  water  as  a  reviver ,  sponged  and  cleansed,  witn  ready 
and  kmdly  hands,  his  face  and  hair  ixom  the  clotted  blood  which 
disfigurea  them,  applied  with  soldier-like  promptitude  a  piece  of 
court-plaster  to  the  cat,  and  brushed  a  lock  or  so  gently  over  to 
conceal  it. 

That  Lady  Rohallion  must  be  informed  of  the  encounter  and 
have  it  explained  away,  if  possible ;  that  the  Master  should  be 
urged  to  apologize  to  Quentin  (a  very  improbable  hope) ;  and 
that  they  should  be  made  to  shake  hands  and  commit  the  affair 
to  oblivion,  was  the  mode  in  which  the  worthy  ground-bailie  pro- 
posed to  solder  up  this  untoward  affair,  dentin  was  long 
inexorable,  and  with  the  fury  of  youth  vowed  to  have  some 
mysterious  and  terrible  revenue ;  but  gradually  the  inexpediency, 
the  impropriety,  and  impossibility  of  obtaining  reparation  by  the 
strong  hand  dawned  upon  him,  and  he  consented  to  leave  the 
matter  in  the  hands  of  Girvan— to  have  it  explained  gently 
to  Lady  Eohallion,  and  leave  her  to  be  the  meoiator  between 
them. 

On  being  informed  by  Jack  Andrews  that  she  was  in  the 
yellow  drawing-room,  and  as  there  was  still  an  hour  to  spare  before 
the  supper  beU  rang,  they  proceeded  thither  to  have  an  inter' 
view  with  her. 

While  passing  through  the  outer  drawing-room,  which  was 
quaintly  furnished  with  marqtteterie  cabinets,  tables,  and  book- 
cases, with  chairs  smd/auteuils  of  Queen  Anne's  time,  they  heard 
voices  in  the  inner  apartment,  and  one  of  them  was  Lady 
Eohallion's,  pitched  in  a  louder  key  than  was  her  wont,  so  they 
paused,  unfortunately,  only  to  hear  the  last  words  of  her  con- 
versation with  Mora — words  which  fell  like  molten  lead  on  the 
ears  and  in  the  heart  of  the  listener  whom  they  most  concerned. 

"  — ^We  know  nothing  of  him — he  may  be  base-born  for  aught 
that  we  can  tell,  and  Lord  Rohallion  shall  learn  that  Quentin 
Kennedy— a  brat,  a  very  beggar's  brat— shall  never  come  between 
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our  own  son  and  his  success — ^and  so,  young  lady,  your  humble 
servant !" 

These  bitter,  bitter  words — ^words  such  as  he  had  never  heard 
from  her  lips  before,  made  Quentin  reel  as  if  stunned,  so  that 
with  the  effect  they  produced  upon  him,  added  to  chat  of  the 
recent  blow,  he  would  have  fallen  had  not  the  quartermaster 
caught  him  in  his  arms,  and  held  him  up,  surveying  him  the  while 
with  a  kind  and  father-like  expression  of  solicitude  and  bewilder- 
ment in  his  old  and  weather-worn  visage. 

Ex)using  himself,  with  his  teeth  set  and  his  eyes  flashing,  he 
made  three  efforts  to  turn  the  door  handle  and  enter  the  room. 

It  was  his  hand  that  Flora  had  heard  upon  the  lock  when  she 
started  from  the  sofa  and  fled  to  her  own  apartment  in  a  passion 
of  tears,  so  that  when  he  entered  the  inner  drawing-room  it  was 
empty,  and  thus  Quentin  knew  not — though  his  heart  foreboded 
— to  whom  the  injurious  words  of  Lady  Eohallion  had  been 
addressed ;  but  their  tenor  decided  him  at  once  in  a  preconceived 
intention  of  leaving,  and  for  ever,  the  only  home  he  had  now  in 
the  world,  and  almost  the  only  one  of  which  he  had  any  distinct 
memory. 

''This is  no  longer  a  place  for  me,  John  Girvan,  and  so  sure  as 
God  sees  and  hears  me,  I  shall  leave  it  this  very  night !"  he 
exclaimed,  as  with  his  eyes  flashing  and  fall  of  tears,  and  his 
heart  now  filled  only  bv  new,  and  hitnerto  unknown  emotions  of 
sorrow,  bitterness,  and  mortification  (unknown  to  him  at  least) 
he  walked  to  and  fro  upon  the  gun-battery,  where  the  24-pounders 
of  La  Bonne  Citoyenne  faced  the  waves  of  the  Firth,  on  which 
the  last  rays  of  a  waning  moon  were  shining  coldly  and  palely,^ 
especially  on  the  ridge  of  foam  that  boiled  for  ever  over  the 
Partan  Crai^. 

"And  whither  would  ye  go,  Quentin?"  asked  Girvan,  who  felt 
in  his  honest  heart  an  intense  commiseration  for  the  lonely  lad, 
knowing  that  were  he  to  remain  after  the  insult  he  had  received, 
and  the  words  he  had  heard,  it  would  argue  a  poverty  of  spirit 
he  would  be  loth  to  find  in  Quentin;  "  whither  would  ye  go  P** 

"  Away  to  France,  to  seek  my  mother." 

**  Impossible — if  s  hostile  ground,  and  once  on  it  you  would  bo 
made  a  prisoner  by  the  authorities,  and  shut  up  in  Bitche, 
Verdun,  or  Brisgau,  if  they  did  not  hang  you  as,  a  spy,  or  send 
you  to  serve  as  a  private  soldier  in  the  Corps  Eiranger,  You 
must  think  of  another  scheme,  less  rash  and  romantic.'^ 

**I  know  of  none." 

"  In  all  the  wide  world,  Quentin,"  said  Girvan,  with  his  nether 
fip  quivering,  "ye  have  no  home  but  this." 

^^This  /"  repeated  Quentin,  grinding  his  teeth. 

"Yes." 
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"  Well — I  care  not ;  I  will  go  anywhere  from  it— the  farther 
away  the  better !"     (And  Flora  ?  suggested  his  heart.) 

In  vain  the  quartermaster  urged  him  to  do  nothing  rashly,  and 
to  await  the  return  of  Lord  Rohallion,  who  had  ridden  over  to 
Eglinton  castle,  to  visit  his  old  friend  and  American  comrade.  Earl 
Hugh,  who  had  just  returned  from  London ;  but  pride  and  passion, 
with  a  conviction  that  the  mother's  unwonted  bitterness  was  only 
a  supplement  to  the  son's  insulting  conduct,  seemed  to  dissolve 
all  the  ties  that  had  bound  Quentin  to  Hohallion  and  its  family. 

These  emotions  of  anger  had  full  swing  in  his  heart.  What 
Lady  Bx)hallion  had  said,  the  old  lord  must,  he  argued,  have 
heard  repeatedly,  and  may  often  have  thought ;  and  so,  forth — 
forth  to  seek  his  bread  elsewhere,  he  would  go  before  the  clocks 
struck  midnight. 

Mentally  he  vowed  and  resolved,  that  the  first  hour  of  another 
morning  should  see  him  far  in  search  of  a  new  home. 

Deluding  good  John  Girvan  by  some  excuse,  he  slipped  to  his 
own  room  and  packed  a  few  necessaries  in  a  small  portmanteau, 
feeling,  while  he  did  so,  a  sense  of  mortification  that  they  were 
the  gifts  of  those  whom,  in  justice  to  himself,  he  was  compelled 
to  leave.  His  watch,  a  rin^,  a  breast-pin,  and  other  trinkets 
given  to  him  by  Lady  Rohaliion,  he  laid  upon  his  dressing-table, 
leaving  them  in  token  that  he  took  with  him  nothing  but  what 
was  absolutely  necessary. 

The  time  was  an  hour  and  a  half  from  midnight.  Unheeding 
he  had  heard  the  supper-bell  clanged  long  ago,  and  cared  not 
what  any  one — Flora  excepted — ^thought  of  his  absence  now. 
Opening  a  window,  he  looked  forth  upon  the  night.  The  moon 
had  waned,  and  the  atmosphere  was  thick  and  gusty — ^yea,  nearly 
as  stormy  and  as  wild  as  on  that  night  when  he  had  been  washea 
ashore  on  the  sand  of  the  bay  below  Rohallion. 

Putting  his  purse  in  his  pocket — it  contained  but  a  half-guinea, 
he  ^ve  a  last  glance  at  his  bed-room — to  leave  it  with  all  its 
familiar  features  cost  him  a  pang ;  there  were  some  of  Lady  Ro- 
hallion's  needlework,  and  sketches  by  Flora,  books  lent  him  by 
the  dominie,  gloves  and  foils  that  had  borne  the  dint  of  manjr  a 
bout  between  him  and  John  Girvan ;  quaint  shells  given  to  liim 
by  Elsie  Irvine,  and  many  little  trophies  of  his  shooting  expe- 
ditions with  the  gamekeeper,  and  so  forth.  He  quitted  the 
room  with  a  sigh,  and  slipping  downstairs  reached  the  hall-door 
unseen  by  any  of  the  household. 

"  And  now  a  long  farewell  to  Rohallion !"  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
reached  the  ivied  arch  of  the  haunted  gate. 

"  Not  so  fast,  Quentin,"  said  a  voice,  and  the  rough  hand  of 
the  worthy  ciuartermast«r  grasped  his. 
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"  John  Girvan,"  said  Quentin,  with  emotion. 

"  1  thought  it  would  come  to  this,  ^o  you  are  rejilly  about  to 
take  French  leave  of  us — to  levant  in  the  night,  and  without 
beat  of  drum  P" 

"Yes." 

"  To  go  out  into  the  wide  world  V* 

"Yes." 

"I  knew  it  would  be  thus,  for  I  knew  your  spirit,  Quentin^ 
and  so  have  been  keeping  guard  here  at  the  gate." 

•*  Guard— for  what  purpose  P    To  stop  me  P" 

«No." 

"What  then P" 

"To  aid  and  help  ye,  Quentin,  laddie,"  said  Girvan,  placing  a 
heavy  purse  in  his  hand.  "I  have  saved  sometliing  here,  forty 
guineas  or  so,  off  my  half-pay,  take  theui  and  use  t  liem  cautiously, 
wi  an  auld  man's  blessing — an  auld  soldier's,  if  you  like  it  better." 

"  Girvan — John  Girvan,"  said  Quentin,  with  a  very  troubled 
voice ;  "  1  cannot — I  cannot " 

••WhatP" 

'*  Deprive  you  of  what  I  may  never  be  able  to  repay." 

.  '*  Ye  must  and  ye  shall  take  the  money,  or  I'll  fling  it  into  the 
Lollard's  Linn!"  said  the  other,  impetuously.  *'It  was  I  who 
laid  your  father's  head  in  the  grave,  laddie,  in  the  auld  kirkyard 
yonder  in  the  glen,  and  ill  would  it  become  auld  John  Girvan,  of 
the  25th,  to  let  his  son  go  forth  to  seek  his  fortune  in  this  cold 
hard  world,  portionless  and  penniless,  while  there  was  a  shot  in 
the  locker — a  lad  I  love,  too !" 

"  But  the  repayment,  John  Girvan,  the  repayment." 

"Heed  not  that — ^it  will  come  time  enough;  aud  if  it  never 
comes  1*11  never  miss  it;  but  ye' 11  write  to  uie  from  the  next 
burgh-town,  wont  ye,  Quentin,  laddie  P" 

"  I  shall,  John — I  shall,"  replied  Quentin,  now  so  softened 
that  he  sobbed  with  his  face  on  the  old  man's  shoulder. 

"  God  bless  ve,  my  bairn — God  bless  ye  l" 

"  And  vou,  John. 

"  You'll  think  o*  me  sometimes." 

"  Oh,  could  I  ever  forget  P" 

"Sorely  will  she  repent  this  at  my  lord's  home-coming,"  said 
Gurvan,  bitterly. 

"  My  father  was  an  ill-starred  wanderer,  and  perished  miser- 
ably, poor  man !    What  right  have  I  to  hope  for,  or  to  look  for,  a 

better  fate  than  heP    My  mother,  too Do  they 

8^  me  now,  and  know  of  all  this  P  .  .  •  .  And  Fiorar— 
dear  Flora»  whom  I  shall  see  no  more  1" 

"  Take  a  dram  ere  you  go,  laddie,  for  the  night  is  dark  and 

H 
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eerie,"  said  Girvan,  producing  a  flask  from  his  pocket;  "'a  spur 
^  in  the  head  is  weel  worth  twa  on  the  heels/  says  an  auld  Sa)ts 
proverb.*' 

"  You  will  bid  the  dominie  good-bye  for  me.** 

"  That  shall  I,  laddie— that  shall  1." 

"And  tell — ^tell  her,  that  I  have  gone  forth  to  seek  my  fortune, 
and — and ** 

His  voice  failed  him,  so  he  slung  his  little  portmanteau  on  his 
shoulder,  and  wrung  the  hand  of  his  kind  friend  for  the  last 
time.  Hurrying  away,  he  disappeared  in  the  darkness,  and,  as 
he  did  so,  a  sound  that  followed  on  the  wind  made  him  pause, 
but  for  an  instant. 

It  was  the  ol''  nuartermaster  sobbing  like  a  child. 

•  •  •  •  • 

So,  thus  went  Queutin  Kennedy  forth  into  the  world. 

"Few  words,*'  says  a  charming  writer,  **are  more  easily 
spoken  than  He  went  forth  to  seek  his  fortune;  and  what  a  whole 
world  lies  within  the  narrow  compass !  a  world  of  high-hearted 
hopes  and  doubting  fear.;  of  noble  auibition  to  be  won  and 
glorious  paths  to  be  trod,  mingled  with  tender  thoughts  of  home 
and  those  who  made  it  such.  What  sustaining  courage  must  be 
his  who  dares  this  course,  and  braves  that  terrible  conflict — ^the 
toughest  that  ever  man  fought — between  his  own  bright  colour- 
ing  of  life,  and  the  stem  reality  of  the  world.  How  many  hopes 
has  he  to  abandon — how  many  illusions  to  sive  up.  How  often 
is  his  faith  to  be  falsifled  and  his  trustfulness  betrayed;  and, 
worst  of  all,  what  a  fatal  change  do  these  trials  impress  upon 
himself — how  different  is  he  from  what  he  had  been." 

Bitterness  tinned  the  spirit  of  Quentin  Kennedy  with  an  im^ 
pression  of  fatalism,  and  he  marched  mournfully,  doggedly  on. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

TJNAVAILIlfG     BEOBBT. 

•*  Ay  waken  oh ! 

Waken  and  wearidj 
Sleep  I  canna  get 

For  thinking  o'  m  j  dearie. 
When  I  sleep  I  dream, 

And  when  I  wake  I'm  eerie  |, 
Best  1  canna  get. 

For  thinking  o'  my  dearie." — Old  Scots  Song* 


When,  three  days  after  these  events,  Lord  Eohallion  returned 
home  from  his  visit  to  Eglinton  and  to  his  brave  old  comrade — 
this  *'  Sodger  Hugh  "  of  Burns'  poem — he  found  the  members  of 
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Ills  household  in  a  considerable  state  of  consternation  and  ex- 
citement. This  was  consecpient  to  the  sudden  and  mysterious 
disappearance  of  his  favourite,  Quentin  Kennedy;  but  gradually 
the  whole  story  came  out  in  all  its  details,  even  to  the  crushing 
observation,  so  unfortunately  and  unintentionally  overheard  by 
the  lad  and  the  quartermaster  in  the  outer  drawing  room. 

Lord  Rohallion  was  very  indignant  with  his  son  for  making  an 
attack  so  unprovoked  as  the  affair  in  the  avenue,  which,  to  do 
him  justice,  tne  Master  described  truly  enough.  He  was  seriously 
angry  with  Lady  Wiuifred  for  speaking  so  ungenerously  of  his 
young  favourite,  and  with  the  quartermaster  too,  for  permitting, 
even  aiding,  him  in  the  means  of  flight. 

Now,  three  days  had  elapsed  and  no  tidings  had  been  heard  of 
him ;  but  there  were  no  railroads  or  steamers  in  those  days,  or 
other  means  of  locomotion  than  the.  occasional  stage  coaches  and 
carriers*  waggons,  so  the  family  supposed  that  he  could  not  be 
very  far  off. 

The  Master  was  sullen,  resenting  all  this  interest  as  an  insult 
to  himself,  so  he  spent  the  whole  day  abroad  in  search  of  grouse 
and  ptarmigan,  and  had  even  ordered  his  valet  to  pack  up  and 
prepare  for  returning  to  London,  an  order  which  that  powdered 
gentleman  of  the  aiguillette  heard  with  extreme  satisfaction,  "  the 
hair  of  Hayrshire  by  no  means  agreeing  with  his  constitution,*' 
whUe  the  **  red  hanas  and  big  beetle-crushers  of  the  women  were 
by  no  means  to  his  taste." 

'  It  was  evident  to  Cosmo  that  Flora  entertained  a  horror  of 
him ;  and  now  that  her  anger  had  fully  subsided  and  emotions  of 
alarm  replaced  it.  Lady  Ex)hallion  mourned  for  the  poor  lad  re-; 
penting  of  tbe  past,  and  trembling  for  the  unknown  future. 

"  A  plague  on  your  planning  and  match-making,  Winny/*  said 
her  husband,  as  they  sat  together  ou  the  old  stone  seat  in  ther 
garden,  late  on  the  third  evening  after  Quentin  had  disap- 
peared ;  "  I  never  knew  any  good  come  of  that  sort  of  thing." 

**You  know,  Reynold,  how  long  this  proposed  marriage  has 
been  a  favourite  scheme  of  ourselves  and  the  Warrenders,"  sher 
urged,  gently. 

"But  you  were^ pardon  me,  Winny,  dear— too  officious  or 
energetic ;  and  Cosmo  has  been  most  reprehensibly  rash !" 

"  Ah,  don't  say  so !" 

"  1  must !  Had  you  left  the  gurl  to  herself,  this  romantic  fancy* 
for  her  early  playmate  had  soon  been  forgotten,  or  merged  in  a 
woman's  love  for  Cosmo,  and  his  proposal  had  been  accepted,  as 
I  hope  it  yet  shall  be.  Woman  change,  don't  they,  sometimes  ?*'J 
he  added,  with  a  sly  twinkle  in  his  eyes.  ' 

"  Yfcs  J  but  there  mu»t  be  reason§,^*  Said  she,  hesitatinsrlj,    - 

Digitized  by  VrH^IV_;v  IC 


|00  THB  KINO  a  OWN  BOSDEREBS^ 

.  "Of  course— -of  course." 

.  "Erom  the  bints  that  Cosmo  gave  of  what  he  had  seen  or  oyer« 

heard,  I  deemed  it  right  to  interfere.*' 

"  An  error,  I  think ;  couldn't  ^ou  let  the  jouag  folks  alone  P 
Heaven  knows,  many  a  girl  I  kissed,  in  my  first  red  coat  and 
epaulettes,"  said  Rohallion,  while  knocking  the  gravel  about  with 
his  silver-headed  cane. 

**  But  Cosmo  does  so  love  that  girl." 

"  Love  her  P"  said  Eohallion,  laughing. 

"Yes." 

"  Then  it  must  be  after  some  odd  fashion  of  his  own." 

"How,  my  lord?" 

"  Why,  zoundb !  Cosmo  has  passed  unscathed  through  the  perils 
of  too  many  London  seasons  to  be  bird-limed  by  a  country  belle 
like  Flora,  oeautiful  though  she  be.  She  is  not  the  style  of  girl 
that  passes  muster  with  the  Household  Brigade,  I  fear." 

"Flora  WarrenderP" 

"  I  mean  that  she  is  too  genuine— too  unsophisticated — ^in  fact, 
I  dont  know  what  I  mean, — somewhat  of  a  characler,  if  you  will ; 
and  then,  Quentin— poor  Queiitin " 

"  Poor  dear  boy  !  pray  don't  upbraid  me  more,  Reynold,"  she 
urged  with  tears. 

"  1  do  not  mean  to  do  so,  Winny." 

"  I  remember  him  only  as  the  sweet  little  prattling  child,  sared 
from  the  wreck  on  that  wild  and  stormy  night ;  and  I  love  him 
dearly,  as  if  he  were  our  own ;  he  was  full  of  affection  and  gentle- 
ness !"  she  continued,  coverinff  her  face  with  her  handkerchief. 

"  And  ^et  you  trampled  on  him,  Winny,"  said  Lord  Rohallion, 
taking  a  pinch  of  Prince's  mixture  with  great  energy,  and  making 
his  hair-powder  fly  about  like  a  floury  halo,  "  trampled  upon  him 
as  if  lie  nad  been  a  be^g^r*s  cur — he  a  soldier's  son !" 

"  Oh.  Reynold,  upbraidings  again !" 

"  It  wasn't  like  you,  Winny,  dear — ^it  wasn't  like  you." 

"  My  deep  interest  in  Cosmo's  welfare,  provocation  at  Quentin, 
and  the  extreme  wilfulness  of  Flora,  all  served  to  bewilder  me. 
I  own  that  I  was  wrong,  and  not  quite  myself;  but  the  dear  bairn 
IS  gone,  Reyuold,  gone  from  our  roof-tree,  and  sorrow  avails  not.'* 

"  He  was  so  good,  so  gentle,  of  so  sweet  a  disposition,"  said 
Lord  Rohallion,  musingly ;  "  always  doing  kind  ofiices  for  every- 
body. E»:ad !  I've  seen  him  carrying  horse- buckets  for  the  old 
groom  in  the  stable-court,  because  the  man  was  feeble  and  ailing; 
put  here  come  the  dominie  and  John  Girvan — perhaps  they  have 
news.  Good  evening,  dominie.  Any  tidings  of  the  desertec^ 
Girvan?" 

The  kind-hearted  dominie,  who  smoe  Qaentin's  disappearance 
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had  been  as  restless  as  if  his  galligaskins  bad  been  Uned  witli 
Liieutenant  James's  horse-blister,  shook  his  head  mournfully,  while 
liftinaj  his  old-fashioned  three-cornered  hat,  and  bowing  thrice  to 
the  lady,  who  presented  him  with  her  lace-mittened  hand. 

"I  have  just  been  telling  Lady  Rohallion  that  I  thought  she 
was  unnecessarily  severe,  and  I  regret  very  much,  Girvan,  that 
Quentin  overheard  those  casual  words  in  the  drawing-room— 
words  lightly  spoken,  and  not  meant  for  him  to  hear." 

"  Poor  lad  !  as  for  his  falling  in  love  with  Miss  Warrender,  ft 
was  quite  natural,"  said  the  quartermaster;  "how  could  yod 
expect  aught  else,  riy  lady  P" 

"  True — true,"  leplied  Lady  Winifred,  with  an  air  of  extreme 
annoyance  at  having  private  family  matters  openly  canvassed  by 
dependents ;  but  the  affair  had  goue  beyond  their  own  control 
now ;  "  propinquity  is  frequently  fatal." 

"JProp— what?  I  dinna  quite  comprehend,  my  lady;  but 
this  I  know,  that  if  a  winsome  young  pair  are  left  for  ever  to- 
gether— -" 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  mean,  Girvanmains,"  interrupted  the 
lady,  with  cold  dignity. 

**  Well— it  is  pretty  much  like  leaving  a  lighted  match  near 
;gtLnpowder ;  there  wiu  be  a  blow-up  some  time  when  least  ex- 
pected." 

"  May  you  not  be  all  wrong  in  your  views  of  this  matter  P"  said 
Lord  Rohallion,  who  somewhat  shared  his  wife's  feeling  of  annoy- 
ance; "I  must  question  Miss  Warrender  herself;  I  feel  assured 
that  she  wiir conceal  nothing  from  me." 

**  Not  even  that  she  allowed  this  sprightly  young  fellow  to  kiss 
her  in  the  avenue,  eh  P*'  said  the  sneering  voice  of  the  Master, 
who  appeared  suddenly  at  the  back  of  the  stone  chair,  which  he 
had  approached  unseen,  and  whereon  he  lounged  with  a  twig  in 
his  mouth,  and  a  Newmarket  hat  knowingly  depressed  very  much 
over  his  right  eye.  "  It  was  very  pretty  and  becoming,  wasn't  it, 
dominie?  ha!  ha!" 

"  Cosmo  I"  exclaimed  his  mother,  with  positive  anger. 

"  Osculatio — a  kissing  match— eh,  dominie  ?"        , 

"  There  may  be  no  harm  in  a  kiss,  my  good  sir,"  said  the 
pedant,  gravely,  for  though  mightily  shocked,  as  became  the  pre- 
centor of  Rohallion  kirk,  on  hearing  of  such  undue  familiarity,  he 
felt  himself  bound  to  defend  his  young  pupil  and  friend. 

"No  harm,  you  think  P" 

"Indubitably  not." 

"A  rare  old  put  it  is  1   But  what  do  such  little  favours  lead  to! 

"  They  may  lead  to  reconciliation,  as  when  the  king  kissed 
Absalom ;  or  be  the  token  of  welcome,  as  when  Moses  kissed  his 
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father-in-la^ ;  or  they  may  indicate  homage,  as  we  find  in  the 
book  of  Esther." 

"And  what  about  the  kiss  of  Judas,  dominie,  when  on  such 
matters  P"  continued  the  sneering  Cosmo. 

••  That  I  leave  you,  sir,  to  discover ;  but  that  there  may  be  no- 
thing wrong  in  the  act  itself,  I  can  refer  yon  to  Gtenesis,  Rosea, 
and  all  the  sacred  writings,  which  abound  in  solemn  salutes  by 
the  lip,  so  that  the  kiss  of  Quentin  may  have  been  a  pure  and 
sinless  one.'* 

The  dominie  gave  the  fore-cock  of  his  hat  a  twist  with  his 
hand,  as  if  he  had  settled  the  matter,  while  Lord  Rohallion,  not- 
withstanding his  annoyance,  could  not  but  join  his  son  in  a  hearty 
laugh  at  the  serious  earnestness  of  the  defence. 

•*  You  will  have  a  vigorous  search  made  for  Quentin  Kennedy," 
said  he  j  "  despatch  messengers  in  everj"  direction,  John  Girvan ; 
spare  neither  trouble  nor  money,  but  bring  the  young  rogue  back 
to  us." 

"  That  shall  I  do  blithely,  my  lord,"  replied  the  quartermaster, 
as  he  and  the  dominie  made  their  bows  and  retired,  while  Cosmo 
curled  his  thin  lips ;  and  after  a  pause,  uttered  one  of  his  harsh 
and  unpleasant  mocking  laughs.  z 

"  The  Master  has  the  eyebrows  of  a  wicked  man,  or  I  am  no 
^physiognomist — grieved  am  I  to  say  so,  dominie,"  whispered 
Girvan,  as  they  walked  away  together. 

"Te  are  right,  John,  the  intercilium  is  covered  with  hair,  whilk 
I  like  not,  though  Petronius  and  Ovid  call  such  eyebrows  tito 
chief  charm  of  the  other  sex ; 

"  *  Ye  fill  by  art  your  eyebrows*  vacant  space,' 

saith  the  latter.  It  is  an  auld — anld  notion  that  beetle-brows  in- 
dicate an  evil  temper — a  crafty  and  fierce  spirit ;  and  of  a  verity 
the  Master  Cosmo  hath  both." 

''Who  the  deuce  could  have  anticipated  snch  a  blow-up  as 
thisP" 

"About a  woman!  Pah!  women,"  said  the  dominie,  cyni- 
caUy,  "according  to  a  German  philosopher,  are  only  like  works 
carved  of  fine  ivory ;  nothing  is  whiter  or  smoother,  and  nothing 
sooner  turns  yellow" 

"Are  ye  sure  he  was  not  a  Roman  philosopher P"  asked  the 
quartermaster,  drily. 

"  I  am ;  yet  Petronius  and  Ovid  both  say — — " 

"3other  them  both,  dominie!  leave  Greek  roots  and  Latin 
Verbs  alone,  now  that  the  poor  boy  is  gone — God  bless  and  watch 
over  him^  I  know  he'll  ever  have  a  warm  corner  in  his  heart 
for  US  both,  and  that,  go  wherever  he  may,  he'll  neither  forget 
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you  nor  the  poor  old  quartermaster ;  but  now  to  have  a  glass  of 
grog,  and  then  to  set  about  this  search  that  my  lord  has  ordered 
— a  searcli  which  I  know  ri^ht  well  will  prove  a  bootless  one." 

A  vigorous  pursuit  and  inquiry  along  all  the  highways  were 
now  instituted.  Girvan,  the  dominie,  the  gardener,  gamekeepers, 
grooms.  Jack  Andrews,  Irvin  the  fisherman,  the  running  footman, 
the  parish  minister  on  his  puify  Galloway  cob,  and  even  Spilisby, 
the  portly  and  unwieldy  buller,  were  all  despatched  in  various 
directions  to  the  neighbouring  farms,  mansions  and  villages  with- 
out avail. 

John  Legat,  usually  known  in  the  Bailiwick  as  Lang  Jjeggxe^ 
the  running  footman  (for  one  of  those  officials  still  lin<2:ered  in 
the  old-fashioned  household  of  Rohallion),  scoured  all  Kyle  and 
Cunninghame,  with  hard  boiled  eggs  and  sherry  in  the  silver 
bulb,  that  topped  his  long  cane,  scarcely  pausing  to  imbibe  these, 
his  sustenance  when  on  duty ;  and  though  he  returned  thrice  to 
the  castle,  he  was  despatched  like  a  liveried  Mercury,  thrice 
again,  but  without  hearing  tidings  of  the  missing  one. 

Since  the  last  Duke  of  Queensberry  ("  old  Q.'*),  who  died  in 
1810,  Lord  Rohallion  was  perhaps  the  last  Scottish  peer  who 
retained  such  an  old  state  appendage  as  a  running  footman. 

Long  did  they  all,  save  the  sullen  master,  hope,  and  even 
flatter  themselves,  that  the  wanderer  would  return ;  but  days 
became  weeks,  and  no  trace  could  be  discovered  and  no  tidings 
were  heard  of  him  anywhere. 

An  armed  lugger  that  did  not  display  her  colours,  but  was 
very  foreign  in  her  build  and  in  the  rake  of  her  masts,  had  been 
seen  stanaiug  off  and  on  near  Rohallion  Head.  About  midnight 
she  was  close  in  shore,  steering  clear  of  the  Parian  Craig,  and 
burning  a  blue  light.  By  sunrise  she  was  far  off  at  sea:  could 
he  have  gone  with  her? 

There  had  been  a  numerous  and  somewhat  lawless  body  of 
gipsies  encamped  near  the  onk-wood  shaw  on  the  night  of  his 
disappearance,  for  the  ashes  of  their  night-fires  had  been  found, 
togetner  with  well-picked  bones  and  broken  bottles,  the  ubual 
debris  of  their  suppers  al  fresco  ;  but  there  were  other  traces 
more  alarming :  several  large  pools  of  blood  which  showed  that 
there  had  h«en  a  fight — perhaps  murder— committed  among 
them.  These  wanderers  had  departed  by  sunrise,  and  passed 
beyond  the  craigs  of  Kyle,  where  all  traces  of  them  were  lost. 
The  quartermaster  thought  of  the  money  he  had  given  Quentin, 
and  trembled  lest  the  gold  had  only  ensured  his  destruction,  till 
the  dominie  reassured  him  by  remembering  that  there  were  more ' 
Kennedies  than  Faas  among  those  gipsies,  and  the  former  would 
be  sure  to  protect  him  for  the  sake  ol  his  name. 
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On  that  night,  too,  the  pressgang  from  Ayr  had  been  more 
than  ten  miles  inland,  in  search  of  certain  seamen  who  had 
souifht  refuge  as  farm  labourers ;  so  this  knowledge  was  another 
source  of  fear,  as  there  whs  a  great  demand  for  men,  and  the 
officers  were  not  very  particular. 

Tliere  had  been  a  recruiting  party  beating  up  for  various  regi- 
ments in  the  Bniliwick  of  Cunnm<;hame,  and  it  had  been  at  May- 
bole  on  the  night  after  Quentin  fled.  The  party  had  marched, 
no  one  could  say  whether  for  Edinburgh  or  Glasgow.  Could 
Quentin  have  enlisted  P 

Tlie  night  was  a  dark  and  stormy  one;  could  he  have  lost  his 
way  and  perished  in  the  Doon  or  the  Girvan,  both  of  which 
were  swoli'*n  by  the  recent  rains  F  This  was  barely  possible,  as 
he  knew  the  country  so  well. 

There  were  no  electric  wires  to  telegraph  by,  no  rural  police 
t^  api^'y  to,  and  no  penny  dailies  to  advertise  in.  People  tra- 
velled still  by  an  armed  stage  or  the  carrier's  waggon,  just  as  their 
great-grandfathers  did  in  the  days  of  Queen  Anne.  Twanging 
his  horn  a^  he  went  or  came,  the  llidii^  Post  was  still,  as  in 
in  Cowper's  Tatk. 

" the  herald  of  a  noisy  world. 

With  spattered  boots,  strapped  waist,  and  frozen  locks, 
News  from  ail  nations  iuinl>ering  at  his  back." 

Posts  came  and  went  from  the  capital  of  the  Bailiwick,  but  there 
were  no  tidings  of  Quentin,  so  the  Master  of  Rohallion  laughed 
u  secret  at  aU  the  exertions,  doubts,  and  fears  of  those  around 
liim. 

Every  alarming  idea  was  naturally  suggested.  The  quarter- 
master's early  instincts  made  him  think  most  frequently  of  the 
recruiting  party;  but  he  grieved  at  the  idea  ot  the  friendless 
and  homeless  lad,  so  delicately  nurtured  and  gently  bred, 
enduring  all  he  had  himself  endured — ^the  hardships  ana  priva- 
tions of  a  private  soldier's  life ;  while  the  kind-hearted  dominie 
actually  shed  tears  behind  his  huge  horn  barnacles  at  the  bare 
thought  of  such  a  thing,  and  mourned  for  all  his  wasted  classic 
lore. 

Aware  that  she  had  been  in  some  measure  the  primary  cause 
of  Quentin's  expulsion  from  Bohallion,  Flora  Warrender  had 
rather  a  difficult  part  to  play  now.  To  conceal  entirely  that  she 
mourned  for  him  would  be  to  act  a  part  which  she  disdained ; 
but  when  she  spoke  with  sorrow  or  anxietjr*  she  excited  the 
sarcasms  of  Cosmo,  and  even  a  little  pique  in  Lady  Winifred, 
who  more  than  once  said  to  her,  almost  with  asperity,  '*  Flora, 
jou  should  have  known  your  own  position^  and  made  Queotia 
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remember  his ;  then  all  these  anseemlj  events  had  ne^er  taken 
place  " 

"  How,  madam  ?»» 

'*  Yuu  sbouid  at  once  have  put  an  end  to  this  mooning  and 
tomfoolery.     Do  you  liear  me  P" 

"  Yes,  madam."  sii^hed  Flora,  who  seemed  to  be  intent  on  a 
book,  though  she  held  it  upside  down. 
•*  How  cool — how  composed  you  are  !'* 
*'  Less  so,  pThaps,  than  I  seem,"  replied  Flora,  who  felt  that 
tear8  were  suffusing  her  eyes. 

"Young  ladies  tooic  these  matters  very  differently  in  my  time; 
but  since  this  revolution  in  France,  manners  are  strangely  altered. 
(Here  we  may  mention  that  the  epoch  referred  to  was  now 
supersedim^  the  Union  in  Lady  Rohallion's  mind)  Teard!" 
she  continued  ;  '*  1  am  glad  to  see  them,  at  least  for  your  own 
sake." 

**  They  are  not  for  my  own  sake.  Lady  Rohallion,  but  for  the 
sake  of  poor  Quentin,  who  has  fallen  under  the  displeasure  of 
you  all,  and  who,  through  my  unwitting  means,  has — has — be- 
come  ** 

"Whatr 

*'  Homeless,  friendless,  and  alone !  Oh,  it  must  be  so  sad  to 
be  alone  in  the  world -all  alone !" 

Lady  Winifred  lowered  her  eyes,  and  her  irritation  passed 
rapidly  away. 

She  had  somewhat  changed  since  that  stormy  night  on  which 
we  first  introduced  her  to  the  reader,  and  had  altered,  as  people 
do  with  increasing  years,  so  as  to  be  at  times — shall  we  say  it  P 
— almost  selfi^ih  in  much  that  related  to  her  own  immediate  hearth 
and  household,  and  more  especially  in  all  that  concerned  the  still 
more  selfish  Cosmo,  on  whom  she  doted,  and  in  whom  she  could 
see  no  imperfection.  Yet  she  could  not  but  reproach  herself 
bitterly  when  thinking  ot  Quentin  Kennedy,  and  the  harsh,  cut- 
ting words  he  had  overheard. 

Then  as  his  sin  ding,  loving,  and  handsome  face  came  vividly 
in  memory  before  her,  she  would  ask  of  herself,  "  Is  it  thus, 
Winil'red  Rohallion,  you  have  treated  the  strauge  orphan,  the 
helpless  child  once,  the  mere  lad  now,  who  was  oast  by  fate, 
Diisfortune,  and  the  waves  of  that  bleak  November  sea,  years 
ago,  at  your  door  and  at  your  mercy  P  Was  it  generous  to  cast 
forth  upon  the  cold  world  the  friendless,  poor,  and  penniless 
youth,  who  loves  you— ay,  even  as  your  own  son  never  loved 
youP  And  what  answer  is  to  be  given  if,  at  some  future  day, 
bis  mother,  who  may  be  living  yet,  should  come  hither  and  de- 
mand him  of  you—- you  who  stuug  and  galled  his  proud  spirit  b/ 

Digitized  by  Google 


106  THE  king's  own  BOBDERBB& 

taimts,  upbraiding  and  unmerited  reproach  F"  And  so  she  would 
whisper  and  think  what  she  dared  not  say  aloud ;  though  ''  per- 
haps the  lowest  of  our  whispers  may  reach  eternity,  for  it  is  nofc 
very  far  from  any  of  us,  after  all." 

By  the  past  memories  of  her  early  life — ^by  those  of  one  whose 
face  came  at  times  unbidden  before  her,  and  by  the  pleasant  days 
of  lAeir  youth  in  pastoral  Nithsdale — \ff  those  evenings  when  the 
sunset  glowed  so  redly  on  the  green  summits  of  Mouswald  and 
Criffel,  while  the  Nith  brawled  joyously  over  its  pebbled  bed,  and 
the  white  hawthorn  cast  its  fragrance  and  its  blossoms  on  the 
soft  west  wind — by  all  these,  it  might  be  asked,  had  she  no  com- 
passion for  the  young  love  she  was  seeking  to  mar  and  crush  ? 

She  had  alike  compunction  and  compassion ;  but  in  this 
instance  she  deemed  it  the  mere  love  of  a  boy  for  a  girl,  and  not 
quite  such  as  Eohallion's  brother,  Ranulph  Crawford,  had  for  her 
some  seven-and-thirty  years  before. 

Sevenand-thirty  I  a  long  vista  they  were  to  look  back  through 
now ;  but  the  events  of  her  youth  seemed  clearer  at  times  than 
those  of  her  middle  age,  and  as  we  grow  older  they  always  are  so 
in  dreams. 

Quentin  would  soon  forget  the  affair,  she  was  assured,  and 
sell-interest  and  love  for  her  own  son  blinded  her  to  the  rest — 
to  all  but  a  sorrow  for  the  lost  youth,  and  a  craving  to  know  his 
fate,  where  he  was  now,  and  with  whom. 

Thus  many  a  night  after  his  disappearance  her  heart  upbraided 
her  keenly;  and  manv  a  lonely  hour,  unseen  by  others,  she  wept 
and  prayed — prayed  for  the  welfare  and  safety  of  the  unknown 
lad  she  might  never  see  or  hear  of  more,  for  as  a  mother  she  had 
been  to  him,. and  he  had  been  ever  tender,  loving,  and  kind  as  a 
son  to  her — much  more  than  ever  the  Master  liad  been  in  the 
days  of  his  infancy  and  boyhood,  for  he  was  always  cold,  cruel, 
and  headstrong;  and  now  Quentin's  place  was  vacant  among 
them,  as  completely  as  if  he  was  in  the  grave. 

And  Flora  Warrender,  though  mentioned  last,  her  sorrow  was 
not  the  least.  How  lonely  and  how  tiresome  the  old  castle 
seemed  to  her  now !  All  their  favourite  walks — the  long,  shady  « 
avenue  by  the  foaming  Lollard's  Linn ;  the  grand  old  garden 
with  its  aged  yew  hedges ;  the  kelpies'  haunted  pool,  where  first 
she  learned  that  he  loved  her,  and  felt  his  kiss  upon  her  cheek ; 
the  ivied  ruins  of  Kilhenzie,  and  every  old  trysting-place,  seemed 
deserted  now  indeed. 

She  had  no  companion  now  in  her  rambles  to  touch  up  her 
sketches,  to  compare  notes  with  in  reading,  to  hover  lovingly  bj 
her  side  at  the  piano,  and  so  forth  :  thus  libra's  **  occupation 
seemed,  like  the  warlike  Moor's,  to  be  gone  indeed ! 
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The  sunny  August  mornings  came,  but  there  came  not  with 
them  Quentm,  to  meet  her  fresh  and  ruddy  from  a  gallop  along 
the  shore,  with  a  dewy  bouq^uet  from  the  garden,  or  with  a  basket 
of  speckled  trOut  from  the  nyer. 

Slowly  passed  each  lingering  day,  and  evening  followed ;  but 
there  was  no  one  to  ramble  with  now  by  starlight  in  the  terraced 
garden — to  linger  with  by  the  sounding  sea  that  surged  upon  the 
shore  below  and  foamed  upon  the  distant  rock,  or  to  share  all 
her  thoughts,  and  anticipate  every  wish. 

She  hoped  he  would  return  when  his  money  was  spent  and 
when  his  passion  cooled,  or  his  love  for  her  obtained  the  mastery. 
So  did  Lady  Rohallion  and  the  old  lord — that  honest,  worthy 
country  g'entleman  and  gallant  peer — never  doubted  it ;  but  the 
quicker-seeing  quartermaster  did  ;  so  day  followed  day  until  they 
began  to  count  the  weeks,  and  still  there  came  no  news  of  the 
lost  Quentin  Kennedy. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

AN  OLD   SOLDIEU'S  STOAT. 

**  If  he  was  of  Leven's,"  said  the  lieutenant. 
**  I  told  him  your  honour  was." 

**  Then,"  said  he,  "  I  served  three  campaigns  with  him  in  Flanders." 

Tristram  Shandy, 

A  LAST  flinoe  at  his  old  friends  before  we  go  in  pursuit  of 
Quentin. 

"  I  fear  me^"  said  the  quartermaster,  shaking  his  old  yellow 
wig,  which  still  survived,  and  lettine  a  long  stream  of  tobacco 
smoke  escape  from  his  mouth,  as  ne  and  the  dominie  lingered 
over  their  toddy -jugs  one  evening  in  "  the  snuggery,"  I  fear  me 
mnch  that  the  Master's  London  debts  and  liabilities  are  more 
than  his  father,  worthy  man,  reckons  on,  and  tiiat  Rohallion, 
wood  and  haugh,  hill  and  glen,  main  and  farm-town,  will  all  be 
made  ducks  and  drakes  of  within  a  week  after  the  old  lord  is 
carried  through  the  haunted  gate  and  up  the  kirk  loan  ponder." 

"Wae  is  me  that  I  should  hear  this,    said  the  dominie  sadl^. 

"I  speak  in  confidence,  dominie,"  said  the  quartermaster,  laymg 
his  "yard  of  clay"  lightly  on  the  other's  arm,  and  lowering  his 
voice. 

'*0f  course — of  course.  But  how  different  hath  the  Master's 
life  been  from  his  father's !  Wasting  his  patrimony  among 
London  bucks  and  bullies— among  parasites  and  ^tterers,  even 
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as  Timon  of  Alliens  wasted  his  sobstance,  till  he  was  driven  to 
seek  sustenance  bv  digging  for  the  jioorest  roots  of  the  earth." 

"Our  old  lord  has  ever  acted  wisely,  doniinie;  when  not  on 
active  service,  ne  has  ever  been  resident  on  his  ain  auld  patri* 
monial  property — wisely  so,  I  say,  for  it  beseems  not  that  the 
gfpHt  names  of  the  land  should  die  out  of  the  memory  of  those 
who  inhabit  it;  d — n  all  absentees,  say  I !" 

Aud  as  iiie  quartermaster  buried  his  red  nose  in  the  toddy-jug; 
the  eoDciudiiig  anathema  became  an  indistinct  mumble. 

"  Bankruptcy  and  disgrace  are  before  the  Master,  I  fear/'  he 
resumed  with  a  sigh,  as  he  snuffed  the  Ions  candles,  which  were 
placed  in  square-footed  holders  of  carved  mahogany,  mounted 
with  silver  rim^s  on  the  stems ;  "  war  may  save  him  for  a  time, 
but  ouly  if  he  leaves  the  Guards." 

"  War,  say  ye  P" 

"  Yes  ~  for  if  he  owed  sums  that  surpassed  the  national  debt, 
his  creditors  could  never  touch  him  while  under  orders  for 
foreitrn  service." 

"  But  at  his  home-coming  ?'* 

'*  Ah,  theie's  the  rub,  dominie.  A  fine  story  it  would  be  to 
have  the  Master  of  Rohallion — he,  the  heir  of  a  line  that  never 
was  disgraced— ever  stainless  and  true — arrested  by  a  dog  of  a 
bailiff — arrested,  perhaps,  at  the  head  of  his  regiment,  it  might 
be  alter  fi«<htiDg  the  battles  of  his  country !  Zounds,  dominie, 
it  would  be  enoagh  to  make  all  the  old  oaks  m  Rohallion  wood 
drop  their  leaves  and  die,  as  if  a  curse  had  come  upon  the  land ! 
It  would  break  his  father's  heart,  ard,  much  as  I  love  the  family, 
I  would  rather  that  Cosmo  was  killed  in  action,  and  that  be  had 
to  endure  such  disgrace,  or  that  after  facing  the  French,  as  I 
know  he  will  do  bravely  (for  there  never  came  a  coward  of  the 
Crawford  line),  he  had  to  flee  iKUobiy  to  Holyrood,  and  become 
an  abbey  laird,  that  he  might  snap  his  fingers  at  the  laws  of  both 
Scotland  and  England,  until,  perhaps,  he  got  the  lands  of 
Ardgour." 

Tlie  dominie  was  truly  grieved  to  hear  such  things,  for  he  had 
all  the  old  Scottish  patriarchal  love  of  the  family,  under  whom 
his  forefathers— stout  men-at-arms— in  their  time,  had  been  trusted 
dependents,  through  long  dark  ages  of  war  and  tumult ;  so  he 
drew  a  long  sigh,  took  a  deep  draught  from  his  toddy  jug,  and 
asked  in  a  low  voice — 

"  If  aught  were  to  happen  unto  the  Master,  how  would  the 
title  go  r 

"  1  scarcely  ken,  dominie ;  by  the  death  of  Banulph  Crawford 
in  a  foreign  land,  it  would  probtibly  fall  to  some  far-awa  cousin, 
after  the  lands  had  been  frittered  among  disputants  Ib  the  Court 
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of  Session,  and  the  auld  patent  that  King  James  si^ed  on  a 
kettle-drum  head,  bad  been  hacked  to  ra^  by  a  Committee  of 
Privileges.  Conlbund  the  lavr,  say  I,  wi'  a'  my  heart !  How- 
ever, the  old  lord,  Heaven  bless  him  !  is  a  hale  man  and  strung 
yet,  so  let  us  not  anticipate  evils,  which  are  sufficient  for  their 
own  day." 

"Four  weeks — a  whole  month  to-night,  John,  since  we  last 
saw  Quentin,"  said  the  dominie,  to  change  the  subject. 

'•  Poor  Quentin !" 

"  As  a  bairn  how  bonnie  he  was — ^yea,  beautiful  as  Absalom  !" 

The  quartermaster  sighed  with  impatience,  it  might  be  with  a 
little  air  of  disappointment,  as  he  pushed  his  t.oddyju^  aside,  and 
proceeded  energetically  to  refill  the  bowl  of  his  pipe.  Why, 
thouirht  he,  has  Queniin  never  written  to  me,  according  to  his 
promise  P 

It  was  September  now.  The  bearded  grain  that  had  been  yel- 
lowing on  the  long  corn-rigs  of  Eohallion  was  already  gathered 
in ;  the  harvest-kirn  or  home  had  been  held  in  the  great  barn  of 
the  Home  Farm,  and  the  tawny  stubbles  gave  the  bared  land  a 
sterile  aspect,  till  they  disappeared  as  the  plough  turned  up  the 
shining  furrows,  where  the  black  ravens  flapped  their  wings,  and 
the  hoodie-crows  sought  for  worms.  The  leaves  were  becoming 
brown  and  yellow  as  sienna  tints  spread  over  the  copsewood,  and 
the  sound  of  the  axe  wa^  heard  at  times,  for  no^  the  husbandman 
looked  forward  to  the  closing  year,  and  remembered  the  rhyming 
injunction : — 

**  Ere  winter  preventeth,  while  weather  is  good. 
For  galling  of  pasture  get  home  with  thy  wood; 
And  carry  out  grravel  to  fill  up  a  hole, 
Both  timber  and  furzen,  the  turf  and  the  ooaL*' 

"Four  weeks — ay,  it  is  September  now,"  said  the  quarter- 
master. 

"And  I  fear  me  the  lad  will  return  no  more." 

"  Say  not  so,  dominie ;  he  may  come  upon  us  when  we  least 
expect  him." 

"  It  may  be,  for,  of  a  verity,  life  is  full  of  strange  coincidences." 

"Strange,  indeed!  I  have  told  you  many  a  soldier's  3 am, 
dominie ;  but  did  you  ever  hear  of  the  strange  meeting  I  had  with 
an  old  man  of  the  clan  Donald  ?" 

"  Where— in  the  Highlands  P" 

"No,  in  America." 

The  dominie  shook  his  head  as  a  negative. 

•*  Then  fill  your  pipe,  brew  your  toddy,  draw  your  chair  nearer 
the  fire,  and  I'll  tell  you  about  it. 
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"You  see,  dominie,  it  was  in  the  winter  of  '75,  when  EohalHon 
was  lieutenant  in  the  Light  Company,  and  I  but  a  corporal,  that» 
with  a  detachment  of  ours,  we  joined  Major  Preston  and  Captain 
—afterwards  the  unfortunate  Major— Andr^  in  the  stockaded  fort 
of  St  John,  on  the  Richelieu  River,  in  Lower  Canada.  In  the 
fort  were  seven  hundred  rank  and  file,  chiefly  of  the  Cameronians 
and  the  7th  or  Royal  Fusiliers,  and  our  orders  were  to  defend  the 
place  to  tbe  last ! 

"  We  were  soon  attacked  with  ffreat  vigour  by  the  American 
General  Montgomery,  at  the  head  of  Lord  knows  how  many 
rebellious  Yankees  and  yelling  Indian  devils ;  but  like  brave  men 
we  defended  ourselves  till  tbe  whole  place  was  unroofed  and 
riddled  hy  shot  and  shell — defended  ourselves,  amid  the  snows  of 
severe  \*  ''iter,  on  half-rations,  and  what  was  worse,  on  half-grog, 
till  our  ammunition  was  expended.  Then,  but  not  till  then,  we 
were  co»Tipelled  to  surrender,  and  give  up  our  arms,  baggage,  and 
everything  to  the  foe. 

"Disheartened  by  defeat,  and  denuded  of  everything  but  our 
regimentals,  we  were  marched  up  the  lakes  by  Ticonderoga.  As 
I  had  no  desire  for  remaining  a  prisoner  during  a  war,  the  end  of 
which  none  could  foresee,  and  not  beine  an  officer,  having  no 
parole  to  break,  I  resolved  to  escape  on  the  first  available  oppor- 
tunity, and  did  so  very  simply,  on  the  night-march  alone  the 
borders  of  Lake  George.  There  was  a  halt,  during  which  I  con- 
trived to  creep  unseen  into  a  thick  furzy  bush,  and  there  I  re- 
mained, scarcely  daring  to  breathe,  till  the  prisoners  fell  into  theii 
ranks  an  hour  before  daybreak,  and  surrounded  by  their  escort  ot 
triumphant  Yankees  and  Indians  in  their  war-paint,  proceeded  on 
their  sad  and  heartless  journey  into  the  interior. 

^'  After  the  poor  fellows  haa  departed  and  all  was  still,  while 
the  ashes  of  the  watch-fires  smouldered  and  reddened  in  every 
breath  of  wind  that  passed  over  the  snowy  waste — and  keen  and 
biting  blasts  they  were,  I  can  tell  ye,  dominie — I  slipped  out  of 
my  friendly  bush,  stealthily  as  a  snake  might  have  done,  and 
crawled  away  on  my  hands  and  knees  from  the  vicinity  of  the 
deserted  halting-place,  for  I  dreaded  to  encounter  some  straggler 
of  the  escort,  and  still  more  did  I  dread  some  rambling  Indian, 
who  would  have  swooped  down  upon  me  with  his  scalpmg-knife, 
and  I  had  not  the  slightest  ambition  to  see  my  natural  wig  added 
to  the  other  grizzly  trophies  on  a  warrior's  hunting-shirt. 

"  Arms  I  had  none,  and  was  scarcely  clothed.  I  was  hungry, 
weary,  and,  on  finding  myself  alone,  I  be^Mi  to  reflect  whether  I 
had  acted  wisely  in  escaping  to  face  individually  the  perils  that 
awaited  me,  lor  my  tattered  red  coat  marked  me  as  an  enemy, 
and  in  the  stern  frost  of  an  American  winter,  you  may  believe,  it 
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was  not  to  be  discarded  or  cast  aside  without  a  substitute.  Such 
a  garb  increased  my  perils,  and  we  all  know  what  it  cost  poor 
Major  Andr^,  of  the  Cameronians,  when  caught  in  his  uniform 
within  the  American  lines. 

"  The  cold  seemed  to  freeze  my  faculties,  and  vaguely  endea- 
vouring to  retrace  the  way  we  had  come,  I  hoped  by  some  chance, 
and  by  the  care  of  Providence,  to  reach  the  junction  of  the  Sorrel 
or  the  Richelieu  with  the  St.  Lawrence,  for  there  I  knew  that 
Colonel  Maclean  was  posted  with  the  royal  regiment  of  Scottish 
Emigrants,  but  concerning  how  far  I  was  from  thence,  and  how 
I  was  to  reach  it,  I  knew  no  more  than  of  what  the  man  in  the 
moon  may  be  about  at  this  moment. 

"  Vainly  I  toiled  on  till  day  dawned  fully  on  the  vast  extent 
of  snow-covered  country.  Then  I  found  myself  among  the  high 
and  wooded  hills  that  look  down  upon  the  bosom  of  the  Hudson. 
Par  in  the  distance  lay  Fort  St.  John  which  we  had  so  long 
defended,  and  which  had  the  Stars  and  Stripes  where  the  Union 
Jack  waved  before.  On  the  other  hand.  Lake  George,  a  sheet  of 
snow-covered  ice,  with  all  its  isles,  lay  like  a  map  at  my  feet,  far 
down  below. 

**  Cold,  cold,  ice,  frost,  snow,  a  biting  wind  everywhere !  I 
sighed  and  shuddered  with  misery,  and  longed  for  any  other 
garment  than  my  fatal  red  coat,  that  I  might  approach  a  house 
or  homestead,  and  crave  a  morsel  of  food,  and  permission,  for  a 
minute,  to  warm  myself  by  the  kitchen  fire ;  but  to  make  the* 
attempt  was  too  rash,  and,  though  my  prospects  were  not  cheer- 
ing, I  had  no  desire  to  court  a  rifle-shot  from  some  loophole  or 
upper  window. 

"  As  I  stumbled  on  by  the  skirts  of  a  fir  copse,  which  somewhat' 
sheltered  me  from  the  biting  north  wind,  and  while  the  drowsy 
numbness  of  exhaustion  was  stealing  over  me,  I  heard  a  loud  and 
sonorous  voice  commanding  me  to  *  stop.'  I  turned  and  saw  a 
man  approaching  me. 

"  His  form  was  powerful  and  athletic,  apparently,  rather  than 
tall,  and  he  seemed  about  fifty  years  of  age  or  more ;  very  browii 
and  weather-beaten  in  visage,  and  his  hair  was  white  as  the  snow 
around  us.  He  had  on  a  thick  fur  cap,  the  warm  earlaps  of 
which  were  tied  under  his  chin;  and  over  a  yellow  Indian 
hunting- shirt  he  wore  a  seaman's  pea-jacket,  with  two  rows  of 
large  white  horn  buttons  in  front.  It  was  girt  by  a  belt  of  un-' 
tanned  leather,  in  which  were  stuck  a  hunting-knife,  a  pair  of 
brass-mounted  pistols,  and  a  rusty,  basket-hilted  Highland  broad- 
sword. He  was  evidently  one  of  the  insurgents — '  Mr.  Washing- 
ton's rebels,'  as  we  named  them.  ^  He  carried  a  long  rifle,  and 
wore  a  pair  of  large  deer-skin  boots,  that  canne  weU  over  his 
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sturdy  thighs,  and  were  strapped  to  his  waist  belt.  Ilis  whole 
appearance  nnd  hearing  indicated  a  state  of  bodily  strength,  hardi- 
hood, confidence,  and  warmth,  all  of  which,  at  that,  particular 
moment,  I  greatly  envied.  With  his  right  hand  on  the  hammer 
and  his  left  on  the  barrel  of  his  rifle,  as  if  about  to  cock  it,  he 
said,  in  a  voice  t  hat  was  both  sharp  and  deep  in  tone — 

***  Stand,  Englishman,  if  you  would  not  be  shot  down,  as 
manv  a  time  I  have  seen  your  countrymen  shoot  others,  in  cold 
blood/ 

*•  '  I  don*t  think  even  death  could  make  my  blood  colder  thaa 
^*  '  '  *  «''H  T,  with  chattering  teeth;  'but  you  accuse  us 

vnjustly  of  outrage.' 

'* '  Do  1  f*  said  he.  with  a  fierce  sneer ;  '  by  your  doings  at 
Lix.ii^Lou,  1  uon'i  think  the  Redcoats  are  much  changed  since  I 
saw  them  in  Lochaber/ 

*'  *  I  am  not  an  Englishman,'  said  I,  ghmcing  at  the  sword  ia 
his  girdle. 

"  *  Then,  what  the  devil  are  vou  P'  he  asked  sharply. 

'"  1  am  a  Scotsman,  as  I  rather  think  you  are,'  1  acided,  for  he 
had  a  Skye-terrier  look  about  that  face  that  indicated  a  West 
Highlander. 

"  *  Indeed,'  said  he,  in  an  altered  tone,  placing  the  butt  of  his 
rifle  on  the  ground,  greatly  to  my  satisfaction  and  general  ease  of 
mind;  'you  are  one  of  the  force  that  defended  Fort  St.  John, 
under  Major  Preston  and  Captain  Andr^  f 

•*  *  Yes/ 

"  *  And  bow,  then,  are  you  here  ?* 

"  '  I  was  a  prisoner,  but  escaped ;  and  so  ^reat  is  my  misery, 
that  I  beg  of  you  to  make  me  a  prisoner  again,  if  you  are  in  the 
American  interest.' 

"  *  By  your  yellow  facmgs,  you  are  not  one  of  the  King's  Fusi- 
liers/ 

'* '  I  am  a  25th  man,'  said  I. 

"'A  25th  man?'  he  repeated,  coming  nearer,  and  looking  has- 
tily about  to  see  if  we  were  observed,  but  all  around  the  vast 
landscape  seemed  desolate  and  tenantless;  *I  will  screen  and 
save  you  if  I  can,  for  the  sake  of  the  old  countrv  neither  of  us 
may  ever  see  again ;  but,  more  than  all,  for  the  sake  of  the 
number  on  jour  buttons.  Here,  taste  this  firsts  and  then  follow 
me.' 

"He  drew  a  leather  hunting-bottle  from  the  pocket  of  his 
rough  pea-jacket,  and  gave  me  a  good  dram  of  Jamaica  mm,  but 
for  which,  1  am  sure,  I  should  have  died  there,  for  the  cold  was 
Cast  overpowering  me. 

'"So  you  are  a  85th  manP'  said  he,  surveying  me  with  oon- 
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siderable  interest ;  '  well,  for  that  reason,  if  it  were  for  nothing 
else,  I  shall  bet'rieDd  you.    Come  this  way.' 

"I  was  too  cold— too  intensely  miserable— to  question  his 
meaning,  but  accompanied  him  through  the  wood,  by  a  narrow 
path  where  the  snow  lay  deep,  and  where,  in  some  places,  it  had 
fallen  in  such  a  manner  over  the  broad,  horizontal  and  interlaced 
branches  of  the  pine  trees  as  to  form  quite  a  covered  passage, 
where  the  atmosphere  felt  mild— even  warm,  compared  with  the 
temperature  elsewhere.  After  a  time,  we  reached  an  open  pla- 
teau, on  the  slo{)e  of  the  hills  that  look  towards  Lake  George, 
where  we  found  his  hut,  a  comfortable  and  warm  little  dwelling^ 
sheltered  by  stupendous  pines,  and  built  entirely  of  fir  logs» 
dressed  and  squared  by  the  hatchet,  and  pegged  each  down  into 
the  other,  through  holes  bored  by  an  augur.  It  had  a  stone 
chimney,  within  which  a  smouldering  fire  soon  shot  up  into  a 
ruddy  blaze  as  he  cast  a  heap  of  crackling  fir  cones  on  it,  and 
then  added  some  dry  birch  billets,  that  roared  and  sputtered 
Qheerily,  and  threw  showers  of  sparks  all  over  us. 

"  He  gave  me  some  food,  broiled  venison,  hard  biscuits,  and  a 
good  can  of  Jamaica  grog;  and  he  also  gave  me  that  which  I 
needed  sorely — warm  clothing,  in  the  shape  of  an  old  frieze  coat, 
lined  with  martin  skins,  in  lieu  of  my  poor,  faded  and  tattered 
regimentals,  which,  for  security's  sake,  we  cast  into  the  fire  and 
burned. 

"Three  days  I  remained  with  the  trapper  or  hunter,  for  such 
he  seemed  to  be,  and  on  the  tourth,  after  having  carefully  recon- 
noitred all  the  neighbourhood,  he  announced  his  intention  of 
conducting  me  to  Colonel  Maclean's  outposts  upon  the  Richelieu ; 
and  being  now  thoroughly  refreshed,  I  was  glad  to  hear  the 
tidings. 

"  *  1  shall  never  forget  your  kindness  to  me,*  said  I ;  *  and  I 
yalue  it  all  the  more  because  you  are  one  of  those  who  are  in 
arms  against  the  king.' 

" '  It  is  maybe  not  the  first  time  I  have  been  so,'  said  he,  with 
a  deep  smile  puckering  all  his  eyelids. 

•*  *  And  you  saved  my  life  simply  because  I  was  a  25th  man  ?" 

"  *  Yes — because  one  of  your  regiment — it  was  Lord  Leven's— 
no.  Lord  Semple's  then — saved  mine,  at  a  harder  pinch,  some 
thirty  years  ago,'  said  he,  gravely,  as  he  marched  on  before  me 
throu<ih  the  snow,  with  his  long  rifie  sloped  on  his  shoulder. 

"  *  You  have  been  a  soldier,  then  P' 

*'  *  Like  yourself,  Lowlander,  for  I  know  you  are  southland 
bred  by  your  tongue ' 

"  *  In  what  regiment  P'  I  asked. 

« <  In  the  clan  regiment  qf  Macdonald  of  Keppoch.  Eest  bin, 

X 
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•Gbd !'  he  exokimed,  taking  off  his  cap  and  looking  npward,  while 
liis  keen  grev  ejes  glistened,  it  migkt  be  in  the  frosty  wind, 
.under  his  Bushy  eyebrows. 

" '  When  was  this— and  where  V 

"  *  Can  you  be  so  dull  as  not  to  ^ess  P  It  was  in  the  ever- 
memorable  and  ever-glorious  campaign  under  his  Royal  Highness 
^the  Prince  of  Wales,  whom  Heaven  long  preserve  I  It  was  in 
1746,  just  thirty  years  ago.  Look  at  tliese  scars,'  he  added, 
showing  me  several  sword  wounds  that  were  visible  among  his 
.thick  white  hair.  '  I  got  these  at  CuUoden,  from  Bland's  dra- 
l^ns,  when  fighting  for  Scotland  and  King  James  VIU.' 
,    **  *  You  must  be  an  old  man  ?'  said  1. 

"*01d,'  he  exclaimed;  *  1  am  barely  fifty— young  enough  to 
fight  and  ripe  enough  to  die  for  my  new  home,  this  land  o! 
America,  to  which  I  was  banished  a^  a  slave  with  many  more  of 
my  clen  and  kindred.'  He  was  now  warming  with  his  subject 
and  the  recollections  of  the  past.  *  There  is,'  he  resumed  a  pass 
in  the  hills  here  that  reminds  me  of  my  native  glen  in  Croy. 
Often  I  go  there  and  sit  on  the  16th  of  April,  as  the  fatal  day 
comes  round,  when  outnumbered,  three  to  one,  by  British  and 
Hanoverians,  the  Highland  swordsmen  went  down  like  grass  oa 
CuUoden  moor,  before  the  withering  fire  of  grape  and  musketry ! 
Then  the  river  that  flows  into  Lake  George  seems  the  Nairn — 
the  water  of  Alders ;  vender  open  moorland  seems  the  plain  of 
Bmmmossie,  and  the  distant  farm  among  the  pine-trees  passes  for 
Oulloden  House.  Afar  off  in  the  distance  the  bastions  of  Ticon- 
deroga  become  those  of  Fort  George,  that  jut  into  the  Moray 
J^irth^  and  yonder  wooded  mountain,  as  yet  without  a  name^ 
^eems  to  me  like  wild  Dun-daviot ;  and  then  as  with  the  e^es  of 
a  seer,  it  all  comes  before  me  again,  that  April  day,  with  its 
terrible  memories !  Then,'  he  continued,  with  flashing  eyes,  as 
be  pointed  across  the  plain,  'then  I  seem  to  see  the  white  battle> 
smoke  rolling  over  the  purple  heather,  and  the  far-extended  lines 
of  the  hell*aoomed  Cumberland  reaching  from  Bland's  scarlet 
horse  on  the  right  to  the  false  Lord  Ancrum's  blue  dragoon^ 
'npon  the  left — these  lone  and  steady  lines  of  infantry.  Barrel's, 
•Munro's,  the  Fusiliers,  the  Royals,  and  all  the  rest,  in  grim 
array,  three  ranks  deep,  the  colours  waving  in  the  centre,  the 
bayonets  glittering  in  the  sun.  On  the  other,'  his  voice  failed 
him,  and  almost  with  a  sob,  he  continued,  '  on  the  other  hand,  I 
see  the  handsome  Prince,  the  idol  of  all  our  hearts,  on  his  white 
ihorse,  half  shimmering  through  the  smoke  and  morning  mist,  and 
then  the  loyal  clans  in  all  their  tartans,  with  target  and  chiymore: 
Murray  on  the  right,  and  Perth  on  the  left,  in  the  centre  Athol, 
tiiochiel,  Appin. .  Ciuny,  and  Lovat,  Keppoch,  Glengarry,  and 
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others,  with  wild  Lord  Lewis  and  old  Glenbucket  in  the  rear. 
Then  once  again  from  yonder  pine  forest  I  seem  to  hear  the  war- 
pipes  playing  the  onset,  and  a  thrill  passes  over  me.  1  feel  my 
sword  in  my  hand' — he  dashed  down  his  rifle  and  drew  his  clay- 
more— *I  cfraw  down  my  bonnet;  I  hear  the  wild  cheer,  the 
battle-cry  of  Righ  Hamishgu  hraghl  pass  along  the  line,  as  with 
heads  stooped  and  targets  up,  we  burst  like  a  thunderbolt  through 
the  first  line  of  charged  bayonets  !  In  a  moment  it  is  dispersed 
and  overborne — it  is  all  dirk  and  claymore,  cutting,  hewing  and 
stabbing.  On  yet,  on — ^and  whoop !  we  break  through  the  second 
line;  on  yet,  through  the  third,  and  the  day  may  be  our  own  ! 
Its  fire  is  deadly  and  concentrated ;  I  am  beside  the  aged  and 
white-haired  Keppoch,  my  chief — ^all  our  people  have  fallen  back 
in  dismay  before  the  fire  of  musketry  ana  the  treachery  of  the 
Campbells,  who  turned  onr  flank.  Keppoch  waves  his  bonnet ; 
again  1  hear  him  cry.  My  God  !  my  God  !  have  the  children  of  my 
tribe  forsaken  meP  Again  the  bullets  seem  to  pierce  me,  and 
we  fall  to  the  earth  together — and  so  the  wild  vision  passes 
away !  * 

**  While  pouring  forth  all  this,  the  Highland  exile  seemed  like 
one  possessed,  and  in  his  powerful  imagination,  I  have  no  doubt 
that  while  speaking,  the  present  snow-clad  landscape  passed  away, 
and  in  fancy  he  saw  the  moor  and  battle  of  CuUoden  all  spread- 
ing like  a  bloody  panorama  before  him.  Until  he  sheathed  his 
sword  I  was  not  without  uneasiness  lest  he  might  fill  up  the 
measure  of  his  wrath  by  cutting  and  carving  on  me. 

"  *  At  last  it  was  all  over-,*  he  resumed  quietly  and  sadly ;  '  and 
then  came  the  butchery  of  the  wounded  by  platoon  firing  and  the 
desecration  of.  the  dead.  Sorely  woundec  and  faint  with  loss  of 
'  blood,  I  found  myself  on  the  skirt  of  the  field  near  the  wall  which 
the  Campbells  hstd  broken  down  to  enable  the  light  dragoons  to 
turn  our  right  flank. 

**  *  Weary  with  the  battle  of  the  past  day,  a  soldier  was  leaning 
against  the  wall,  screwing  a  fresh  flint  into  the  lock  of  his  musket. 
On  seeing  me  move,  he  mercifully  gave  me  a  mouthful  of  water 
from  his  wooden  canteen,  and  bound  up  my  head  with  a  shred 
torn  from  my  plaid.  I  then  begged  him  to  help  me  a  little  way 
out  of  the  fiela,  as  I  was  the  sole  support  of  an  aged  mother,  and 
must  live  if  possible.  The  good  fellow  said  it  was  as  much  as 
his  life  was  worth,  were  it  known  that  he  had  spared  mine ;  but 
as  he,  too,  had  an  old  mother  in  the  lowlands  far  away,  for  her 
take  he  would  run  the  risk  of  assisting  me. 

"  *  The  morning  was  yet  dark  and  we  were  unseen.  He  half 
carried,  half  dragged  me  for  more  than  a  mile,  till  we  reached  a 
thicket  where  I  was  in  safety  from  the  parties  who  were  butcher- 
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in^  the  wounded.  Some  of  these  burned  my  mother's  hut  and 
bayonetted  her  on  the  threshold. 

"  1  offert»d  the  soldier  the  tassels  of  my  sporran  or  the  silver 
buttons  of  my  waistcoat,  as  a  reward,  but  he  proudly  refused  them. 
I  then  pressed  upon  him  my  snuff-mull,  on  the  lid  of  which  my 
initials  were  engraved ' 

***Aiid  he  look  it  P'  said  I  eagerly.   ' 

"*He  did,  but  with  reluctance;  and  then  I  asked  his  name, 
that  I  mitfht  remember  it  in  my  gratitude ' 

"  *  And  be  told  you  that  he  was  John  Girvan  of  Semple's 
Foot— the  25th,'  said  I. 

"  *  Yes — ^yes ;  but  how  know  ifou  that  ?' 

"  *  Because  that  friendly  soldier  was  my  father.  He  served 
Aci^ainst  the  Prince  at  Culloden  (/bf^r  Scotch  regiments  did  so 
itiat  day),  and  often  have  I  heard  him  tell  the  story  of  how  the 
ihuli  came  into  his  possession,  and  of  the  brave  Highlanders  who 
adhered  to  old  Keppoch  when  all  the  clans  fell  back  before  the 
mingled  shock  of  horse  and  foot  in  front  and  flank !' 

"  '  Your  father ! — that  brave  man  your  father  ?  1  thank  God 
who  has  thus  enabled  me  to  repay  to  you  the  good  deed  done  to 
me  on  that  dark  morning  on  Culloden  Moor,' said  theHighhmder 
with  deep  emotion,  as  he  shook  my  hand  with  great  warmth. 

'*  *  Here  is  the  mull,'  said  I,  produsing  it,'  and  you  are  welcome 
to  a  pinch  from  it  again.' 

"  *  It  is  indeed  like  an  old  friend's  ^ce,'  said  he,  looking  with 
interest  at  his  initials,  D,  M*D,,  g.aven  on  the  silver  top.  •! 
made  and  mounted  it  in  my  mother's  hut  in  Croy.  Woe  is  me ! 
How  many  changes  have  I  seen  since  that  day  thirty  years  ago, 
when  last  I  held  it  in  my  hand  ?  And  your  father,  soldier — I 
hope  that  brave  and  good  man  yet  lives  ?' 

*'Alas!  no,'  said  I  sadly;  *he  entered  the  Eoyals  fifteen 
years  after  Culloden,  and  volunteered  as  a  sergeant,  with  the 
forlorn  hope,  at  the  storming  of  the  Moro  Castle.  He  fell  in  the 
breach,  and  the  mull  was  found  in  his  havresack  by  the  men 
who  buried  him  there.* 

**The  Highlander  took  off  his  cap  and  muttered  a  prayer,  cross- 
ing  himself  the  while  very  devoutly. 

**  *  But  for  him,'  said  he,  *  instead  of  being  a  lonely  trapper 
here  by  the  shore  of  Lake  George,  the  heather  bells  of  thirty 
summers  had  bloomed  and  withered  over  my  grave  on  the  fatal 
moor  of  Culloden ;  but  God's  blessed  will  be  done.' 

"  After  this  unexpected  meeting  with  one  of  whom  I  so  often 
heard  my  worthy  father  speak  when  I  was  but  a  bairn,  we  became 
j|uite  as  old  friends,  and  parted  with  regret  when  we  reached  the 
OQtposta  of  the  Royal  Scottish  Emigrants,  close  to  which  he 


Digitized  by  V_iVJ' 


Ogle 


THE   king's  own  BORDERERS.  Il7 

guided  me,  and  then  took  his  departure  to  join  General  Mont- 
gomery, who  deemed  Donald  Macdonald  the  chief  of  his  marks* 
men. 

"  I  never  heard  of  him  more ;  and  as  for  the  snuff-mull,  I  was 
robbed  of  it  by  some  Germans,  who  cut  the  knapsack  off  my  back 
as  I  lay  wounded  in  the  skirmish  at  Stoney  Point,  in  the  State 
of  New  York,  in  1776 ;  but  this  cnaLce  meeting  with  its  original 
proprietor,  shows  us,  dominie,  wha*  mexpected  thinj?s  may  come 
to  pass  in  the  world.  Life,  as  I  saii  is  full  of  strange  coinci- 
dences, and  we  may  meet  with  Quentin  Kennedy  or  hear  sure 
tidings  of  him,  when  least  expected." 

"  I  pray  Heaven  it  may  be  so/*  sighed  the  dominie,  over  his 
emptv  toddy  jug,  as  he  tied  an  ample  yellow  bandanna  over  his 
old  three-cornered  hat,  and  under  his  chin ;  and  then  assuming 
his  cane  prepared  to  depart. 

"  Jack  Andrews  has  brought  your  ponv  round  to  the  private 
door :  take  care  o'  the  Lollard's  Linn,  for  the  night  is  dark ;  and 
now  for  the  deocA—ihe  stirrup-cup." 

"  Whilk  the  Romans  ever  drank  in  honour  of  Mercury,  as  I 
do  now — that  he  may  bestow  a  sound  night's  sleep/'  said  the 
dominie,  smacking  his  lips  as  the  dram  went  down. 


CHAPTER   XX. 

THE    WAYFARER. 

"On,  on!  through  the  wind  and  rain, 
T^ith  the  blinding  tears  and  burning  vein! 
When  the  toil  is  o'er  and  the  pain  is  past. 
What  recks  it  all  if  we  sleep  at  last. 

All  the  Tear  Round, 

When  we  last  saw  him,  we  said  that  Quentin  was  going  forth 
into  the  world  to  seek  his  fortune,  though,  perhaps,  his  chief 
idea  or  emotion  was  to  get  as  far  away  as  possible  from  the 
vicinity  of  Rohallion,  its  naughty  ladv,  and  the  cold  and  crafty 
Master.  As  he  passed  through  the  ivied  archway,  he  dashed 
aside  the  tears  that  his  farewell  with  the  old  quartermaster  had 
summoned. 

"How  often,**  thought  be,  "have  I  read  in  novels  and 
romances,  in  dramas  and  story-books,  of  t-heir  heroes  doing  this 
—setting  out  on  the  vague  and  hopeful  errand  that  was  to  lea^i 
to  fame  and  fortune;  but  how  little  1  ever  expected  to  experience 
the  stern  reality,  or  believe  that  it  would  be  my  own  fate !  And 
now  the  hour  has  come— oh,  it  seems  so  strange  now-a-days !" 
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.  Passing  down  the  avenue,  the  stately  trees  of  which  were  toss- 
ing their  branches  wildly  in  the  gathering  blast,  he  issued  upon 
the  highway,  and  proceeding  along  it  without  caring,  and  perhaps 
without  considering,  whether  he  went  to  the  right  or  to  the  left. 

Intense  was  the  loneliness,  and  bitter  the  irritation  of  mind  in 
which  he  pursued  his  aimless  way,  by  the  old  and  narrow  road, 
which  was  bordered  by  ancient  hedgerows  where  brambles  and 
Guelder-roses  were  growing  wild  and  untrimmed,  and  where  the 
wind  was  howling  now  among  the  old  beech-trees,  as  an  occa- 
sional drop  of  rather  warm  rain  that  fell  on  his  face,  or  plashed 
-  in  the  dust  under  foot,  gave  warning  for  a  rough  and  comfortless 
night  for  a  belated  wayfarer. 

Again  and  a^ain  he  looked  back  to  the  picturesque,  turreted, 
and  varied  outline  of  Rohallion,  and  saw  its  many  lighted  windows, 
one  which  he  knew  well,  in  the  crowstepped  gaole  of  the  western 
wing.    It  was  the  sleeping-place  of  Flora  Warrender. 

She  would  be  there  now — her  head  resting  on  her  pillow^ 
perhaps,  sleepless  and  weeping  for  him,  no  doubt,  and  for  the 
probable  results  of  a  quarrel,  the  end  of  which  she  could  not  fore- 
see— weeping  for  the  voung  heart  that  loved  her  so  truly,  so  be 
flattered  nimself ;  and  in  the  morning  she  would  find  that  his 
room  was  tenantless,  his  bed  unslept  in,  and  that  he  was  gone— 
^one  no  one  knew  whither ! 

Hope  had  scarcely  yet  risen  in  Quentin's  breast;  he  felt  but 
the  stern  and  crushing  knowledge  that  he  was  leaving  his  only 
home  where  all  had  loved,  and  where  he  truly  loved  all  save  one, 
to  launch  out  upon  an  unknown  world,  and  to  begin  a  career 
that  was  as  frienaless  as  it  was  shadowy. 

He  had  no  defined  plan,  where  to  proceed,  or  what  to  essa^. 
He  naturally  thought  of  the  army ;  but,  as  he  had  ever  antici- 
pated a  commission,  he  shrunk  from  enlisting,  and  thereby  de- 
priving himself  of  all  liberty  of  action,  and  perhaps  of  forfeiting 
for  ever  the  place  which  he  felt  himself,  by  oirth  and  education, 
entitled  to  take  in  society.  .      ^ 

Of  business  or  the  mood  of  attaining  a  profession,  he  was  as 
isnorant  as  of  the  contents  of  the  Koran,  the  Talmud,  the 
Shasters,  or  the  books  of  Brahma :  and  had  he  dropped  from  the 
moon,  or  sprung  out  of  the  turf,  he  could  not  lu^ve  felt  more 
lonely,  friendless,  and  isolated  in  the  world. 

He  was  now  passing  the  old  ruined  church,  with  its  low  and 
crumbling  boundary-wall  that  encloses  the  graveyard,  where, 
long  ago,  his  drowned  father  had  been  reverently  laid  by  the 
Rohallion  Volunteers  and  the  worthy  old  quartermaster. 

How  well  Quentin  knew  the  spot  amid  the  solemn  obscurity ! 
he  could  see  it  from  the  time<wom  foot-stile  where  he  lingei^ 
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for  a  moment.  He  waa  Ijin^  beside  the  ancient  east  window/ 
near  the  Rohallion  aisle,  where  dead  Grawfords  of  ages  past, 
even  those  who  had  fallen  in  their  armour  at  Fiodden  and  Pinkej;. 
Sark  and  Arkinholme,  were  buried.  No  stone  marked  the  spot; 
but  now  the  rough-bearded  thistle,  the  long  green  nettle,  the^ 
broad-leaved  dock,  and  the  sweetbriar,  mingled  mournfully  over, 
the  humble  last  home  of  the  poor  dead  wanderer. 

Quentin  felt  his  heart  very  full  at  that  moment. 

Did  the  father  see  his  son  to-night  ?  Was  he  looking  upoa* 
him  from  some  mysterious  bourne  among  the  stars  P  Did  he 
know  the  tumult,  the  sorrow,  and  the  half-despair  that  were 
mingling  in  his  breast  P 

Quentin  almost  asked  these  questions  aloud,  as,  with  a  mind 
deeply  agitated  by  conflicting  thoughts,  the  poor  fellow  journeyed 
on. 

A  strong  regard  for  the  home  he  had  left  (of  any  other  he  had 
no  memory  now  save  a  vague  and  indistinct  dream),  with  painful 
doubts  lest  he  had  been  ungracious,  ungrateful,  or  unkind  t^  any 
there,  beset  him,  after  the  soft  revulsion  of  feeling  excited  by. 
the  solemn  aspect  of  the  midnight  churchyard. 

Then  came  dim  foreshadowing,  the  anxious  hopes— a  boy^s^ 
certainty  of  future  fame  and  distinction ;  but  how,  wiiere,  and  m, 
what  path  P 

His  romance-reading  with  Elora  and  the  yams  of  the  quarter- 
master had  filled  his  mind  with  much  false  enthusiasm  and  manj 
odd  fancies.  He  had  misty  recollections  of  heroes  expelled  or 
deserting  from  home  under  circumstances  pretty  similar  to  his 
own,  who  had  flung  themselves  over  awful  precipices,  when  their 
bones  were  picked  white  U  doubly  unpleasant  idea)  by  the  Alpine 
ea£;les  or  bears  of  the  Black  Forest :  or  who  had  thrown  them*- 
selves  upon  their  swords,  or  drowned  themselves  (the  Lollard's 
Linn  was  pouring  not  far  off;  but  the  night  was  decidedly  cold)^ 
yet  none  of  these  modes  of  exit,  suited  his  purpose  so  well  as 
walking  manfully  on,  and  imagining,  with  a  species  of  grim 
satisfaction,  the  surmbes  and  so  forth  at  Rohallion,  when  the 
supper-bell  rang  and  he  did  not  appear;  when  Jack  Andrews, 
with  militarjr  punctuality,  closed  the  old  feudal  fortress  for  the 
ni^ht,  and  still  he  was  not  to  be  found ;  and  then  the  next  day. 
with  its  increased  excitement,  was  a  thought  that  quite  cheered 
him! 

But  there  was  Flora — sweet  Flora  Warrender,  with  all  her 
winning  little  ways ;  and  her  image  came  upbraidingly  before 
him  despite  the  smarting  of  the  wound  given  him  by  the  Master, 
and  the  deeper  sting  of  Lady  Rohallion's  words. 

As  glittering  fancies  rose  like  soap-bubbles  in  the  snnshine; 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


no  tHE  KINGS  OWir  BORDERERS* 

as  the  Chateaux  en  Espagne  rose  too,  and  faded  awa^r  into  mud- 
hovels  and  even  prisons,  love  and  affection  drew  bis  thoughts 
ba4ik^  and  seemed  to  centre  bis  hopes  in  and  about  Rohallion. 
Flora's  face,  the  memory  of  past  years  of  love  and  kindness  ex- 

Eerienced  from  Lady  Winifred,  and  from  the  old  lord,  melted  his 
eart,  or  filled  it  with  regard  and  gratitude  towards  tbem,  and 
he  felt  that,  go  where  he  might,  lUhallion  could  never  be  for- 
gotten. A  verse  of  Bums  that  occurred  to  him,  seemed  but  to 
embody  his  own  ideas  and  emotions — 

<*  The  monarch  may  forget  his  crown, 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  hath  been; 
The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride. 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen; 
The  mother  may  forget  her  child, 

That  smiles  so  sweetly  on  her  knee ; 
But  Til  remember  thee,  Olencaim, 

And  all  that  thou  haet  done  for  me** 

From  an  eminence  above  the  oakwood  shaw,  he  turned  to  take 
nis  last  view  of  the  old  dwelling  place ;  but  he  could  only  see 
its  lights  twinkling  like  distant  stars,  for  the  night  was  obscure 
and  murky;  the  clouds  were  rolling  in  preat  masses;  the  wind 
came  in  fierce  and  fitful  gusts  from  the  Firth  of  Clyde,  while  the 
rain  began  to  descend  steadily. 

Bodily  discomfort  soon  recalled  all  his  emotions  of  hate  and 
anger  at  the  Master,  and  with  eyes  that  flushed  in  the  dark,  he 
turned  his  back,  almost  resentfully,  on  the  old  castle,  and  re- 
sumed his  aimless  journey. 

"There  is  somi'times,"  says  a  writer,  **a  stronger  sense  of 
lirihappiness  attached  to  what  is  called  being  hardly  used  by  the 
world,  than  by  a  direct  and  palpable  misfortune,  for  though  the 
suflerer  may  not  be  able  even  in  his  own  heart  to  set  out  with 
clearness  one  single  count  in  the  indictment,  yet  a  general  sense 
of  hard  treatment,  unfairness,  and  so  forth,  brings  with  it  a 
great  depression  and  feeling  of  desolation." 

"Why  was  I  orphaned  in  youth?**  thought  Quentin,  bitterly, 
as  this  sense  of  unfairness  and  depression  came  over  him ;  "  why 
was  1  cast  on  the  bounty,  the  mercy,  of  strangers  ?  Why  did  I 
love  Flora — why  do  we  love  each  other  so  yainly,  and  why  are 
we  to  be  hopelessly  separated  ?** 

All  these  questions  remained  unanswered ;  but  the  blinding 
rain  was  now  coming  down  in  sheets,  and  he  felt  the  necessity  of 
seeking  shelter  without  delay. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  YAX7LT  OP  KILHENZIE. 

"Through  gloomy  paths  unknown. 
Paths  which  untrodden  be. 
From  rock  to  rock  I  go 

Along  the  dashing  setu 
And  seek  from  busy  woe, 

With  hurrying  steps  to  flee  | 
But  know,  fair  lady  !  know, 
All  this  I  bear  for  thee !" 

Ancimi  Poetry  of  Spain. 

Ok  passing  the  lonj?  thicket  or  copse,  known  as  the  oakwood 
shaw,  a  number  of  fires  buruins^  on  the  heath  beyond,  and 
sheltered  by  the  oaks  from  the  west  wind,  at  ouce  indicated  to 
Quentin  that  a  gipsy  camp  was  there.  Indeed,  he  could  see 
their  figures  flitting  daikiy  to  and  fro  around  the  red  fires,  on 
which  ttiey  were  heaping  wood  that  smoked  and  sputtered  in  the 
wind  and  rdin.  He  could  also  see  the  little  tents  or  wigwams 
which  were  simply  formed  by  half  circular  hoops  stuck  in  the 
earth;  and  covered  by  canvas  or  tarpaulin. 

Tlftir  miserable  ponies  were  picquetted  on  the  open  heath, 
where,  with  drooping  ears  and  comfortless  aspect,  they  cropped 
the  scanty  herbage  or  chewed  the  whin  bushes.  Aware  that 
these  people  were  to  be  sedulously  avoided,  and  that  he  must 
neither  risk  the  loss  of  his  portmanteau,  or  the  money  so 
generously  lent  him  by  the  quartermaster,  he  clutched  his  walk- 
ing-cane,  turned  hastily  aside,  and  passing  up  a  lane  between 
hedge-rows,  proceeded  towards  a  farm-house,  the  occupants  of 
which  he  feared  might  know  him ;  but  he  was  resolved  t^  risk 
recognition,  for  the  weather  was  becoming  pitiless,  and  he  had 
no  mernative. 

A  watchdog  barked  furiously  and  madly,  straining  on  his 
chain  and  standing  on  his  hind  legs,  open-mouthed,  as  Quentin 
approached  the  house,  which  was  involved  in  darkness  and 
silence. 

The  rain  was  dashing  on  the  closed  windows,  washing  the 
bleak  walls  and  gorging  the  spouts  and  gutters,  as  he  handled 
vigorously  and  impatiently  a  large  brass  knocker,  with  which  the 
front  door  was  furnished.  After  the  third  or  fourth  summons,  a 
window  was  opened  in  the  upper  story,  and  by  the  light  within 
the  room  Quentin  could  perceive  the  face  and  figure  of  the  irate 
farmer,  Gibbie  Crossgrane,  in  a  white  night-can  and  armed  with 
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a  gun  or  musket,  for  Gibbie  was  one  of  the  Roballion  yolun* 
tears. 

**  Whh  are  ye,  and  w^t  do  you  seek  at  this  time  o'  night  P* 
he  demanded. 

"  Shelter ''  Quentin  began. 

"Shelter  !'*  shouted  the  other;  **mv  certie !  do  you  take  this 
for  a  change-house,  or  an  ale-wife's,  that  ye  rap  sae  loud  and 
lang?" 

"  I  have  lost  my  way,  Mr.  Crossgrane " 

"  Then  ye  are  tne  mair  fule !  But  be  off,"  he  added,  cocking 
his  piece ;  *'  I  warrant  ye  are  nae  better  than  ye  should  be.  This 
is  the  third  time  I  hae  been  roused  out  o*  my  warm  bed  this 
blessed  night  by  yon  cursed  tingler  bodies,  that  hae  been  fechting 
a;id  roost-robbing  about  Kilhenzie  a'  day,  so  be  off,  c«rle,  I  say, 
or  aiblins  I'll  shoot  ye  like  a  hoodiecraw,  ye  vagrant  limroer.*' 

With  these  threatening  words,  which  showed  that  he  was 
determined  to  consider  his  visitor  one  of  the  gipsies,  he  slapped 
the  butt  of  his  gun  significantly,  and  sharply  closed  the  winaow 
ere  poor  Qaentin  could  explain  or  reply. 

"  Churlish  wretch !"  he  sighed,  as  he  turned  away,  and  re-^ 
venged  himself  by  hurling  a  huge  stone  at  the  yelling  watdi-do^, 
which,  like  a  cowed  bully,  instantly  plunged  into  his  kenndL 
where  he  snapped  and  snarled  in  spite  and  anger. 

Aware  of  the  futility  of  making  any  further  attempt  in  this 
quarter,  Quentin  returned  to  the  high  road,  when,  passing  the 
ruins  of  Kilhenzie,  he  conceived  the  idea  of  taking  shelter  in  one 
of  the  remaiuing  vaults,  wherein  he  knew  that  Farmer  Crossgrane 
was  wont  to  store  straw  and  hay  for  his  cattle. 

Though  the  memory  of  John  the  Master's  wraith,  the  speotre- 
houud  of  the  holly  thicket  and  other  dark  stories  somewhat  im- 
pressed  him  at  this  hour,  and  awed  him  as  he  approached  the 
ruined  walls,  he  hastened  to  avail  himself  of  their  shelter, 
q  i  ckening  his  pace  to  a  run  as  he  passed  the  giant  tree  d 
kilheuzie,  on  tlie  branches  of  which,  the  quarternmster  and 
dominie  averred,  so  many  men  had  taken  their  leave  of  a  setting 
sun. 

He  went  straight  to  an  arched  vault  which  he  knew  well,  as  it 
opened  off  the  grass -grown  barbican,  and  finding  it,  as  he  ex« 
peeted,  full  of  dry  straw,  he  burrowed  among  it  for  warmth,  and 
placing  his  portmanteau  under  his  head,  strove  to  avoid  all 
thoughts  of  the  gloomv  ruin  in  which  he  had  a  shelter,  and  to 
sleep,  if  possible,  till  dawn  of  day. 

The  old  stronghold  was  a  familiar  place,  endeared  to  him  bf 
the  memory  of  many  an  evening  ramble  with  Flora  Warrender, 
with  whom  he  had  explored  every  turret,  nook,  and  comer  of  it$ 

Digitized  by  Google 


THB  KINO*S  OWN  BORDERBRa*  12S 

and  with  the  dominie,  too,  whose  old  legends  of  the  &eryt 
Kennedies  of  Kilheuzie-^with  whom  he  always  loved  to  connect 
his  pupil — were  alike  strange  and  stirring. 

"  Ah,  if  1  should  indeed  prove  to  be  the  Laird  of  Kilhenzie — 
I  who  lark  here  like  a  beggar  to-night !"  said  Quentin,  and  then 
the  quaiuU  figure  of  his  tutor  the  dominie,  with  his  long  ribbed 
galli.sraskins  drawn  over  the  knees  of  his  corduroy  breeches,  came 
vividly  before  him. 

He  thought  of  the  stately  Lady  Eglinton,  who  had  always  ridi- 
culed this  ideal  descent,  and  of  her  daughters,  but  chiefly  his  old 
playmate,  the  gentle  Lady  Mary,  and  wondered  whether  thej 
would  mourn  when  they  heard  of  what  had  befallen  him.  But 
Quentin  was  fated  never  to  see  the  fair  Montgomery s  more ;  for 
Lady  Mary  died  in  her  youth,  and  Lady  Lilias  died  far  away  in 
Switzerland,  where  she  was  interred  in  the  same  grave  with  her 
husband. 

It  was  now,  after  his  recent  rude  repulse  at  the  farmhouse, 
that  be  felt  himself  indeed  a  wanderer  and  an  outcast ! 

Wet  and  weary,  he  shuddered  with  cold ;  the  loss  of  blood  he 
had  suffered  rendered  him  weak  and  drowsy,  and  but  for  the 
brandy  so  thoughtfully  given  him  by  old  John  Girvan,  he  could 
not  have  proceeded  so  far  on  his  aimless  journey. 

He  strove  hard,  with  his  liervous  excitement,  to  sleep,  and  to 
find  in  oblivion 'a  temporary  release  from  thoughts  of  tne  happy 
days  of  past  companionship  and  of  love-making— days  that  would 
return  no  more — moments  of  delight  and  joy  never  to  be  lived 
over  again !  Flora's  voice,  as  low  and  sweet  as  ever  Annie 
Laurie's  was ;  her  clear  and  smiling  eyes,  her  ringing  laueh,  so 
silvery  and  joyous,  were  all  vividly  haunting  him,  witn  the 
memory  of  that  dear  and^as  it  proved— /1m^  kiss  in  the  ancient 
avenue. 

All  these  were  to  be  foregone  now,  it  too  probably  seemed  for 
ever,  and  Cosmo,  with  his  thousand  chances,  nad  the  field  to  him^ 
self,  nor  would  he  fail  to  use  them. 

Despite  his  strong  and  almost  filial  love  for  Lord  and  Ladj 
Kohallion,  Quentin  felt  in  his  heart  that  he  hated  the  cold  and 
haughty  Master  as  the  primary  cause  of  all  his  misery,  and  the 
memory  of  the  degrading  blow,  so  ruthlessly  dealt  by  Ms  hand, 
burned  like  a  pl^e-spot  on  his  soul,  if  we  may  use  such  a 
simile. 

Gradually,  however,  sleep  stole  upon  him,  but  not  repose,  for 
he  had  strange  shuddering  fits,  nervous  startings,  and  perpetual 
dreams  of  vague  and  horrible  things,  which  he  coula  neither 
understand  nor  realize. 

(^ce  he  sprang  up  with  a  half-stifled  cry,  having  imagined 
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that  the  hand  of  a  strange  man  had  clutched  his  throat !  So 
Tivid  was  this  idea,  that  some  minutes  elapsed  before  he  fully  re* 
covered  liis  sell -possession. 

"The  wound  on  mj  head  and  the  consequent  loss  of  blood 
cause  these  unusual  visions/'  thoufrht  he,  not  unnaturally.  ''Oh, 
that  1  could  hut  sleep — sleep  soundly,  and  forget  everything  for 
a  little  time!" 

The  rain  and  the  wind  had  ceased  now,  and  he  heard  only  the 
cawing  of  the  rooks  in  the  echoing  ruin.  He  could  see  the 
inornmg  star  shining  with  diamond-like  brilliance,  but  culdiy  and 
palely,  through  a  loophole  of  the  vault  aud  with  a  sigh  o(  im- 
patience for  the  cominjf  day  he  was  composing  himself  once  more 
to  sleep,  when  suddenly  his  band  came  in  contact  with  the  fingers 
of  another,  protruding  Irom  the  straw  near  him — the  straw  on 
which  he  was  lying ! 

His  first  emotion  was  terror  at  being  there  with  some  person 
unknown,  without  other  weapon  than  a  walking-cane. 

His  next  thought  was  flight  from  this  silent  companion,  whom 
he  addressed  twice  without  receiving  other  reply  than  the  echo 
of  his  own  voice  reverberating  in  the  vault. 

It  had  been  no  dream ;  a  hand  must  indeed  have  been  on  his 
throat — a  hand  that  if  he  stirred  or  breathed  might  clutch  him 
again ;  but  whose  hand  F 

Prepared  to  make  a  most  desperate  resistance,  he  listened,  but 
heard  only  the  beating  of  his  heart,  and  the  drip,  drip,  dripping 
moisture  trom  the  ivy  leaves  without,  or  the  occasional  rustle  of 
the  straw  within  the  vault.  Fearfully  he  put  forth  his  hand  to 
search  again,  for  a  streak  of  dim  light  was  glimmering  through  a 
loophole,  and  again  his  hand  came  in  contact  with  the  other. 
Cold,  rigid,  motionless,  it  was,  he  knew,  with  a  thrill  of  horror, 
the  hand  of  a  corpse ! 

With  an  irrepressible  and  shuddering  cry,  Quentin  sprang  up, 
and  as  did  so  he  could  now  see,  half-hidden  amid  the  straw  on 
which  he  had  slept,  and  literally  beneath  him,  the  dead  body  of  a 
man — the  features  white,  pale,  and  pinched;  the  hands  half  up- 
raised, as  if  he  had  died  in  the  act  of  resistance  or  in  agony.  A 
bunch  of  wooden  ladles,  porridge  spurtles,  and  horn  spoons  that 
jay  near,  all  covered  with  blood,  showed  that  he  was  a  gipsy,  who 
iiad  been  slain  in  one  of  the  scuffles  which  were  of  Irequeut 
occurrence  between  adverse  tribes  of  those  lawless  wanderers, 
and  that  he  had  been  concealed  in  the  vault  of  Kilhenzie,  or  had 
crawled  there  to  die.  Quentin  conceived  the  iormer  to  be  the 
most  probable  cause  for  the  body  being  there. 

All  that  the  foregoing  paragraph  has  embraced  Quentin's  eye 
and  mind  took  in  wil  h  the  rapidity  of  a  flash  of  lightning,  and 
•natching  his  portmanteau,  he.  sprang  out  of  the  vault,  ruahed 
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down  the  slope  on  which  the  old  castle  stands,  and  shivering  with 
disgust,  affright,  and  the  cold  air  of  the  damp  morniug,  found 
himself  a^ain  on  the  highway  that  led  to  Maybule. 

The  birds  were  singing  and  twittering  merrily  in  the  green 
hedfece-rows  and  among  the  dew-dripping  trees,  as  the  August 
day  came  in.  Already  the  roads  were  almost  dry,  and  as  a  biue- 
bonneted  plough bo^  passed  with  a  pair  of  huge  Clydesdale  horses 
afield,  whistling  gaily,  Quentin  shrunk  behiud  a  hedge,  for  his 
cloihes,  damped  by  the  rain  over  night,  were  nowise  improved  in 
aspect  by  the  bed  he  had  selected ;  and  now  on  examining  them, 
he  perceived  to  his  dismay  and  repugnance  that  they  exhibited 
several  spots  of  blood,  and  his  hands  wore  the  same  sanguine 
hue.  Whether  these  ominous  marks  had  come  from  his  own 
veins  or  from  those  of  the  corpse  near  which  he  had  so  un- 
pleasantly lain,  Quentin  knew  not,  but  in  great  haste  he  sought 
a  runnel  that  gurgled  by  the  wayside,  and  tiiere  with  the  aid  of  a 
handkerchief  he  removed  the  stains  with  as  much  dispatch  and 
care  as  if  they  had  been  veritable  signs  of  guilt,  and  shame. 

We  have  said  tliat  blood  gouts  had  been  found  in  the  gipsy 
bivouac,  and  Farmer  Crossgrane  had  mentioned  incidentally  tnat 
the  vagrants  had  been  fighting.  They  were  notorious  for  the 
free  and  reckless  use  of  their  knives  and  daggers,  so  doubtless, 
the  body  lying  in  Kilhenzie  was  the  result  of  a  recent  affray. 
Quentin  now  discovered  that  he  had  lost  his  walking-cane,  and 
that  in  his  flight  from  the  ruin  he  had  left  it  in  the  vault  beside 
the  dead  man.  Jde  regretted  this,  as  the  cane  was  a  present 
from  Lord  Rohallion,  and  had  his  initials  graven  on  its  silver 
head ;  but  he  could  not  overcome  his  repugnance  sufficiently  to 
face  again  his  ghastly  bedfellow,  or  to  return,  and  so  hastened 
from  the  vicinity  of  the  old  castle. 

He  had  not,  however,  proceeded  two  miles  or  so,  before  the 
alarming  idea  occurred  to  him,  that  this  cane,  if  found  beside  the 
dead  man,  might  serve  to  implicate  him  in  the  affair ;  and  through 
the  naedium  of  his  active  fancy  he  saw  a  long  train  of  circum- 
stantial evidence  adduced  against  him,  and  in  his  ruin,  disgrace, 
it  might  be  death,  a  triumph  given  to  Cosmo  Crawford  which 
even  Ae  could  not  exult  in. 

These  terrible  reflections  gave  the  additional  impulse  of  fear 
to  urge  him  on. 

The  moi  ning  was  sunny,  breezy,  and  lovely ;  the  sky  a  pure 
blue,  and  without  a  cloud;  the  light  white  mists  were  nsing 
from  the  shady  glens  and  haughs  where  the  wimpling  burns  ran 
through  the  leafy  copse  or  under  the  long  yellow  broom,  when 
from  an  eminence  Quentin  took  hb  last  farewell  of  scenery  that 
was  endeared  to  him  by  all  his  recollections  of  childhood  and 
youtli,  and  heavy,  heavy  grew  his  heart  as  he  did  so.    He  oould 
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feee  tlie  glorious  Firth  of  Clyde  openinj^  in  the  distance,  and 
all  the  bold  and  beautiful  shore  of  Camck  stretching  from  the 
high  Black  Vault  of  Dttnure  away  towards  the  bluff  and  castle 
bf  Rohallion. 

Dunduff  and  Carrick's  hrown  hill  had  mist  yet  resting  on  their 
summits,  and  afar  off,  paling  away  to  greyish  blue,  was  Ailsa 
Craig,  rising  liko  a  cloud  from  the  water — the  white  canvas  of 
many  a  ship,  homeward-bound  or  outward-bound,  merchantman, 
privateer  and  letter-of-marque,  like  sea  birds  floating  on  the 
oosom  of  the  widening  river.  On  the  other  side  he  saw  the  rich 
undulations  that  look  down  on  the  vast  and  fertile  plains  of  Kyle 
and  Cunninghame,  and  in  the  middle  distance  Mavbole,  amid  the 
golden  morning  haze,  the  quaint  little  capital  of  Carrick,  with 
Its  baronial  tower  and  Tolbooth  spire. 

There  he  considered  himself  as  certain  of  being  recognized  by 
some  of  the  vintners,  ostlers,  or  by  Pate,  the  town  piper,  for  the 
place  had  been  a  favourite  turning  point  with  him  and  Flora 
Warrender,  in  their  evening  rides ;  and  he  also  knew  that  if  he 
iirere  not  recognised,  the  smallness  of  his  portmanteau  suc^gested 
that  the  estimate  which  might  be  formed  of  him  by  Boniface,  by 
waiters  and  others,  would  not  be  very  high. 

He  therefore  resolved  to  avoid  that  ancient  Burgh-of-Barony 
altogether,  and  the  carrier  for  Ayr  coming  up  at  that  moment, 
he  struck  a  bargain  with  him  for  conveyance  thither.  Remem- 
bering how  Roderick  Random  and  other  great  men  had  travelled 
by  this  humble  mode  of  locomotion,  he  gladly  took  his  seat  by 
the  side  of  the  driver,  a  lively  and  cheerful  fellow,  who  knew  all 
the  cottars  and  girls  on  the  road,  and  who  whistled  or  sang  in- 
bessantly  varying  marches,  rants,  and  reels,  with  Bums*  songs, 
every  one  of  which  he  knew  by  heart — and  he  knew  Burns  too, 
having,  as  he  boasted,  "flitted  the  poet  from  Irvine  to  Mossgiel 
in  '84— just  four -and- twenty  jears  sinsyne." 

He  blithely  shared  his  humble  breakfast  of  sour  milk  in  a 
luggie,  barlejmeal  bannock  and  Dunlop  cheese,  with  our  hero, 
whose  spirits  seemed  to  rise  as  the  morning  sun  soared  into  the 
cloudless  sky,  and  he  seemed  to  feel  now  the  necessity  of  ceasing 
to  mope,  of  becoming  the  maker  of  his  own  fate,  the  arbiter  of 
his  own  destiny,  and  he  determined,  if  possible,  to  "  wrestle  with 
the  dark  angel  of  adversity  till  she  brightened  and  blessed  him." 

When  left  to  himself,  however,  lulled  by  the  monotonous 
rumble  of  the  waggon  wheels,  he  lay  back  among  the  carrier's 
bales,  and  gave  himself  up  to  day-dreams  and  his  old  trade  of 
ahy  castle- building. 

He  had  forty  guineas  in  his  pocket,  he  was  sound  wind  and 
timb,  and  had  all  the  world  before  him  ! 
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All  tinted  in  rosy  and  golden  coloars,  he  saw  the  future  scenes 
in  which  he  was  to  figure — kings  being  at  times  but  accessories 
and  ''supers"  of  the  grouping.  He  held  imaginary  conversa- 
tions with  the  great,  the  noble  and  the  wealthy ;  he  was  the  hero 
of  a  hundred  achievements,  but,  whether  on  land,  on  sea,  or  in 
the  air,  he  had  not  as  yet  the  most  remote  idea;  but  they  all 
tended  to  one  point,  for  his  fancies,  ambitions,  and  hopes  seemed, 
not  unnaturally,  to  revolve  in  an  orbit,  of  which  Flora  War- 
render  and  Lady  Rohallion— for  he  dearly  loved  her  too — were 
the  combined  centre  of  attraction. 

Full  of  himself  and  of  the  little  world  of  fancy  he  was 
weaving,  he  cared  not  where  he  went  or  how  the  time  passed,  for 
he  was  just  at  that  delightful  and  buoyant  period  ot  life  when 
noTcls  and  tales  of  adventure  fill  the  mind  witli  sentiments  and 
imageries  that  seem  quite  realities ;  thus,  he  felt  assured  that 
like  some  of  the  couutless  heroes,  whose  career  he  had  studied 
at  times  in  history  but  much  of'tener  in  fiction,  he  was  destined 
for  a  very  remarkable  and  brilliant  future. 

Travelling  in  the  corner  of  a  carrier's  waggon,  after  sharing 
the  proprietor's  sour  milk  and  home-baked  bannocks,  did  not 
look  very  like  it ;  but  was  not  this  simply  the  beginning  of  the  end? 

When  again  they  met,  how  much  would  he  have  to  tell  Flora, 
commencing  with  the  very  first  night  of  his  departure,  and  that 
horrible  adventure  in  the  vault  of  Kilhenzie. 

But  how  if  she  married  the  Master,  with  his  sneering  smile 
and  cat-like  eyes  P 

This  fear  chilled  him  certainly ;  but  he  felt  trustful.  Hope 
inspires  fresh  love  as  love  inspires  hope,  for  they  must  grow  and 
flourish  together ;  and  so  on  and  on  ne  dreamed,  until  a  sudden 
jolt  of  the  waggon  roughly  roused  him,  and  he  found  that  it  was 
just  -crossinj^  **  the  auld  briff  o'  Ayr,"  the  four  strong  and  lofty 
arches  of  which  first  spanned  the  stream  when  Alexander  II.  was 
Jung. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  QUEEN  ANNE's  HEAD. 

**  Well,  suppose  life  be  a  desert  ?  There  are  halting-places  and  shades, 
and  refreshing  waters ;  let  us  profit  by  them  for  to-day.  We  know  that 
we  must  march  on  when  to-moirow  comes,  and  tramp  on  our  destiny 
onward." — Th^lceray. 

Having  amply  satisfied  the  worthy  carrier,  Queutin  quitted  the 
waggon,  and  proceeded  through  the  bustling,  but  then  narrow^ 
.unoaved,  and  ill-lighted  streets  of  Ayr,  towiurds  one  of  the  prin- 
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cipal  inns,  the  Queen  Anne's  Head,  the  onlj  one  in  the  town  with 
woich  he  was  familiar,  as  Lord  Rohallion's  carriage  occasionally 
stopped  there.  It  was  a  lar^e,  rambling,  old-fashioned  house, 
with  a  ^lleried  court,  ample  stabling,  low  ceiled  rooms ;  with 
dark  oak  panels,  heavy  dormant  beams,  and  stone  fire-places; 
wooden  balconies  projecting  over  stone  piazzas,  tall  gables,  and 
turret-like  turnpike  stairs  ;  and  a  mouldered  escutcheon  over  the 
entrance  door  showed  that  in  palmier  days  it  had  been  the  town 
mansion  of  some  steel-coated  lesser  baron. 

Hotels  were  still  unknown  in  the  three  bailiwicks  of  Carrick, 
Kyle,  and  Cunninghame;  thus  in  the  yard  behiud  the  Queen 
Aune's  Head,  the  sta^  coach,  his  Majesty's  mail  (whose  scarlet* 
coated  guard  bore  pistols,  and  a  blunderbuss  that  might  have 
frightened  Bonaparte),  the  carrier's  waggon,  the  farmer's  sdg,  and 
the  lumberinsr,  old- fashioned  coaches  of  my  Lord  Rohallion,  or 
the  Earls  of  Cassilis  and  Eglintou,  with  their  wooden  springs  and 
stately  hammercloths,  might  all  be  seen  standing  side  by  side. 
Thouo^h  war  rendered' the  continent  a  sealed  book  to  the  English. 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  poems  and  novels  had  not  as  yet  opened  up 
all  Scotland  to  the  tourists  of  Europe  and  Cockneydom.  The 
kingdom  of  the  Jameses  could  not  be  "done"  then  as  now,  by 
Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,  with  knapsack  on  back  (with  Black's 
Guide  and  Bradshaw's  Tables,  tartan  pegtops  and  paper  collars), 
in  a  fortnight  by  rail  and  steam ;  hence  a  traveller  on  foot,  and 
portmanteau  in  hand,  was  apt  to  be  considered  in  the  rural 
districts  as  an  English  pedlar  or  worse,  indeed,  Scotland  and 
England  were  then  very  little  changed  from  what  they  had  been 
in  the  days  of  William  and  Mary,  and  but  for  worthy  old  James 
Watt  they  might  have  been  so  still, 

''I'll  be  extravagant— I'll  have  a  jovial  dinner  and  a  glass  of 
wine,"  thought  Quentin,  who,  though  pale  and  weary,  had  the 
appetite  of  ayoung  hawk,  notwithstanding  all  his  doubts  and 
troubles.  **  Which  way  P"  he  inquired  of  a  surlj-looking  waiter, 
who  stood  at  the  inn  door,  with  a  towel  over  his  arm;  but  this 
official,  instead  of  replying,  very  leisurely  surveyed  Quentin  from 
head  to  foot,  and  then  glanced  superciliously  at  his  portmantean. 

His  wetting  over  nigiit,  his  repose  among  the  straw,  and  the 
subsequent  journey  among  the  carrier's  bales  and  butter  firkins 
had  not  improved  his  external  appearance.  Quentin  felt  aware 
of  this,  and  reiterated  angrily, 

"  Which  way — did  you  not  hear  me  P" 

•*  You've  taen  the  wrang  gate,  my  friend,  I'm  thinking,"  replied 
tlie  waiter,  shaking  his  heaa. 

"  Wrong  way !     What  do  you  mean,  fellow  P" 

''Kae  mail  a  fellow  than  yourseiV  said  the  waiter^  saudly. 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE   king's  own   BORDERERS.  129 

"  The  •  Blue  Bell/  doon  the  next  wynd,  or  the  *  Souter  Johnnie,* 
opposite  the  Tolbooth,  will  better  suit  ye  than  the  *  Anne's  Head.* 
They  are  famous  resorts  for  packmen  and  dustifute  bodies.'* 

"  I  mean  to  remain  where  I  am.  Show  me  to  a  bedroom,  and 
order  dinner  for  me  in  the  dining-room,"  said  Quentin,  flushing 
up  with  sudden  passion.  "  The  best  in  the  house,  and  lose  no 
time!" 

"  Some  military  gentlemen  are  in  the  best  chamber,**  urged  the 
waiter,  whom  this  manner  did  not  fail  to  impress,  as  he  lingered 
with  his  hand  on  the  lock  of  a  door. 

"  If  the  devil  himself  were  there,  what  is  it  to  *me  ?  Do  as  1 
order,  or  I  will  kick  you  into  the  street  !** 

The  waiter,  who,  as  tourists  and  idle  travellers  were  then  un- 
known in  Ayr,  was  utterly  at  a  loss  to  make  out  the  character  of 
this  new  guest,  bowed  and  ushered  him  into  a  bedroom,  after 
which,  he  hastened  away,  no  doubt  to  report  upon  the  dubious 
kind  of  occupant  who  had  almost  forced  his  way  mto  No.  20. 

Though  the  contents  of  Quentin's  portmanteau  were  limited, 
he  speedily  made  such  an  improvement  in  his  toilet,  that  when  he 
came  forth  he  received  a  very  gracious  bow  from  Boniface,  who 
liad  been  hovering  about  the  corridor  on  the  watch ;  and  he  was 
ushered  into  the  principal  dining-room  of  the  establishment,  a 
long  and  rather  low-roofed  apartment,  having  several  massive 
tables  and  oval-backed  old-fashioned  chairs,  a  gigantic  sideboard, 
within  the  brass  rail  of  which  stood  three  upright  knife  and  spoon 
cases,  several  plated  tankards,  salvers,  and  branch  candlesticks 
of  quaint  and  antique  form. 

The  room  was  decorated  with  prints  of  Nelson's  victories,  the 
siege  of  Gibraltar,  the  battle  of  Alexandria,  and  other  recent 
glories  of  our  arms  by  sea  and  land ;  while  over  the  mantelpiece 
was  one  of  Gillray's  gaudily-coloured  political  caricatures,  which 
were  then  so  much  in  vogue — for  he  was  the  H.  B.  and  Punch  of 
the  Regency. 

Two  officers  in  undress  uniform,  with  blue  facings  (their  swords, 
sashes,  and  caps  lying  on  the  table  beside  them),  were  lounging 
over  some  brandy  and  water,  and  laughing  at  Gillray's  not  over- 
delicate  print,  while  Quentin  retired  to  a  remote  corner  of  the 
room,  and  smarting  under  the  waiter*s  impertinence,  now  felt 
more  lonely  and  depressed  than  he  had  done  since  leaving  home. 
He  could  remember  that  his  last  reception  in  that  very  house  had 
been  so  different,  when,  in  Lady  RohaUion's  carriage,  he  and  Flora 
Warrender  had  driven  up  to  the  door  and  ordered  luncheon. 

One  of  the  military  guests  was  a  tall,  weather-beaten,  soldier- 
like man,  about  thirty-nve  years  of  age,  a  lieutenant  apparently 
by  the  bullion  of  liis  epaulettes;  the  other  was  slender,  fair- 
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haired,  and  rather  plainly  featured,  and  proved  to  be  the  ensign 
of  his  recruiting  party,  which  was  then  beating  up  at  Ayr.  As 
the  churlish  waiter  passed  them  after  putting  some  wine  before 
Quentin,  the  lieutenant  asked,  in  a  low  voice — 

"What  is  Af?" 

«  Who,  sir  r 

"  That  young  fellow  in  the  corner." 

"Too  proud  for  a  recruit — an  officer,  I  think,"  said  the  waiter, 
with  a  grin. 

"  A  sberiflTs  officer  ? — that  boy,  do  you  mean?" 

"  No,  sir — ^in  the  army,"  whispered  the  waiter,  with  a  still 
more  impertinent  grin,  and  retired  before  Quentin  could  hurl  the 
decanter  at  his  head,  which  he  felt  very  much  inclined  to  do. 

He  was  seriously  offended,  but  affected  to  look  out  of  the 
window,  while  the  two  subalterns,  turning  their  backs  on  him, 
resumed  their  conversation  as  if  he  had  not  been  present. 

"  And  so.  Pimple,"  said  the  senior,  "  when  you  proposed  for 
the  Bailie's  daughter  you  were  deep  in  love — " 

"Yes— very." 

"  And  in  debt  and  drink,  too  P" 

*'  I  was  in  love,  I  tell  you,''  said  the  ensign,  angrily. 

"For  the  twenty  fifth  time,  eh  P" 

"Not  exactly,  Monkton ;  but  you  are  aware  that  fathers  have 
flinty  hearts,  and  seldom  see  with — with — " 

"  With  what— out  with  it,  old  fellow." 

"Their  charming  daughters*  eyes,"  sighed  the  ensign. 

**  True,  or  I  should  nave  been  seen  to  advantage  long  ago. 
But  an  ensign  under  orders  for  foreign  service  is  not  the  most 
eligible  of  sons-in-law." 

"  True — ^but  in  my  case,  at  least,"  continued  the  ensign,  who 
was  quite  serious,  while  his  senior  officer  was  purple  with  sup- 
pressed laughter,  "  in  my  case,  as  a  young  gentleman  possessed 
of  moderate  fortune,  moderate  accomplishments " 

"And  moderate  virtue— eh.  Pimple?" 

"  You  are  very  impertinent,  Monkton,"  remonstrated  the  other, 
upbraidingly. 

"  But  truthful,  my  dear  boy,  very  truthful,"  said  the  quizzing 
lieutenant,  for  half  the  conversation  was  mere  "barrack-room 
chaff,'*  to  use  a  phrase  then  unknown;  "and  if  oldSquaretoes " 

"Who  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Mean?  why  this  rich  old  flax-spinner,  the  father  of  your  fair 
one.  If  he  should  come  down  handsomely,  we  fellows  of  the  25  th 
would  consider  you  quite  as  our  factor — eh.  Pimple  ?" 

On  hearing  this  number,  which  was  so  familiar  to  Ids  ear, 
Quentin  Kennedy  tamed  to  observe  the  speakers  more  particii- 
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.Iwly,  when  a  third  officer,  a  very  handsome  man,  about  forty 
years  of  age,  with  a  nut-brown  cheek,  a  rollicking  blue  eye,  and 
a  hearty  laugh,  a  square,  well-built  form,  clad  in  full  regimentals, 
scarlet-faced  and  lapelled  with  green  and  gold  to  the  waist,  and 
wearing  large  loose  epaulettes,  burst  into  the  room,  noisily  and 
without  ceremony.  Ai  he  did  so,  he  threw  his  arms  round  a  very 
pretty  chambermaid,  who  was  tripping  past  with  something  from 
the  sideboard,  and  kissing  the  girl,  who  was  half  pleased  and  half 
scared,  he  shouted  in  a  tragi-comic  manner,  a  passage  from  the 
Merchants  Wife,  a  now  forgotten  play : — 

"  Woman,  thou  stoFst  my  heart— just  now  thou  stol'st.it, 

A  cannon-bullet  might  have  kis^Bd  my  lips 

And  leffc  me  as  much  life  i" 

"If  the  sour-visaged  landlord  catches  you  kissing  any  of  his 
squaws" suggested  the  lieutenant. 

"  It  is  a  custom  we  learned  in  the  Dutch  service,"  replied  the 
new  comer,  laughingly. 

"  Have  you  got  the  route  for  to-morrow,  Warriston  ?"  asked 
the  lieutenant. 

"All  right,*'  said  the  other,  flourishing  an  oblong  official  paper; 
*'it  was  brought  by  an  orderly  dragoon — here  it  is.  His  majesty's 
will  and  pleasure,  &c.,  to  civil  (query,  uncivil)  magistrates  and 
others,  and  so  forth,  to  provide  billets  for  the  noisy,  carriages  for 
the  drunken,  and  handcuffs  for  the  disorderly,  of  three  officers, 
three  sergeants,  and  seventy  rank  and  file,  proceeding  by  Muir- 
kirk  and  Kirknewton  to  Edinburgh—^  seventy  miles'  march." 

"  Ugh !"  groaned  the  lieutenant. 

"  So,  Pimple,  your  love  affair  must  be  off  like  ourselves,  by 
beat  of  drum  to-morrow." 

The  ensign  heaved  a  kind  of  mock  sigh,  and  raised  his  white 
eyebrows. 

"  Now,  waiter,  quick  with  the  dinner — the  best  in  larder  and 
-cellar,"  said  the  captain  to  that  churlish  attendant,  who  laid  a 
knife  and  fork  for  Quentin  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  long  table. 

"  Who  is  the  solitary  or  exclusive  person  that  is  to  be  carved 
for  there,  half  a  mile  off?"  asked  the  captain. 

The  waiter  glanced  towards  Quentin. 

"Nonsense,"  said  the  captain  of  the  Odst.h,  "lay  his  cover  with 
ours — absurd  to  dine  alone  at  the  end  of  this  devilish  long  table. 
You'lljoinus,  ehP" 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  Quentin,  bowing. 

"  A  glass  of  wine  with  you.    What  are  you  drinking  P" 

"Sherry." 

They  filled  their  glasses,  bowed,  and  drank,  after  which  Quen- 
tin came  forward  and  joined  them. 
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"  Fm  Dick  Warriston,  94th.  My  friends,  Mr.  Monkton  and 
Mr.  Bojle,  25tL 

"Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Quentin,  introducing  himself,  with  a 
heii^litened  colour. 

Quentin  soon  learned  from  their  conversation  that  the  captain 
had  been  recruiting  for  the  94th,  and  the  other  two  officers  for 
the  25tli,  in  Ayrshire,  with  considerable  success ;  that  they  had 
obtained  a  sufficient  number  of  men,  and  were  under  orders  to 
march  for  the  head-quarters  of  their  respective  corps  by  daybreak 
on  the  morrow.  He  also  heard,  incidentally,  some  ot  the  little 
secrets  of  recruitino^,  and  the  tricks  played  by  knowing  sergeants 
to  trepan  men  into  paying  smart-money,  and  so  forth  ;  that  the 
lieutenant  had  been"  rowed  "  with  a  threat  of  being  summoned 
to  head-quarters  for  enlisting  men  beneath  the  proper  height,  his 
sergeants  having  supplied  them  with  false  heels,  hve  feet  seven 
being  the  minimum  for  "  the  Borderers ;"  and  next,  that  he  had 
narrowly  escaped  a  court-martial  for  sending  some  half-dozen 
O'Neils  and  O'Donnels  (all  Irish)  to  the  regiment,  as  MacNeils 
and  MacDonnels  from  the  Western  Isles. 

The  three  officers,  in  their  jollity,  thoughtlessness,  laughter, 
and  general  lightness  of  heart,  formed  a  strong  contrast  to  poor 
Quentiu's  dejection  of  spirit.  He  envied  them,  and  asked  of  him- 
self why  was  he  not  happy  and  merry  too — why  was  he  not  one 
of  them  ? 

Kichard  Warriston,  the  senior,  had  begun  life  as  a  subaltern 
in  General  Sir  Ralph  Dundas's  regiment  of  the  Scots-Dutch,  as 
they  were  named — the  famous  old  Scots  brigade  of  six  battalions, 
which  served  their  High  Mightinesses  the  States  of  Holland 
from  the  days  of  James  VI.  to  those  of  the  French  Revolution — 
in  all  the  bloody  wars  of  two  centuries,  bearing  themselves  with 
honour  and  never  losin.^  a  standard,  though  they  had  captured 
many  from  every  army  In  Europe.  They  volunteered,  as  the 
94th  Eoot,  into  the  British  service  about  the  end  of  the  last 
century,  and  came  back  to  Scotland  clad  in  the  old  Dutch  yellow 
uniform ;  hence  Warriston's  stories  and  memories  were  all  of 
Holland  and  Flanders,  Prussia  and  Austria,  and  many  a  strange 
anecdote  he  had  to  tell  at  times. 

Desirous  of  showing  the  suspicious  landlord  and  impertinent 
waiter  how  other  persons  viewed  him,  Quentin  ordered  another 
bottle  of  wine. 

"  The  deuce  !'*  he  heard  the  captain  whisper  to  Monkton;  "we 
can't  permit  this  mere  boy  to  treat  us  to  wine." 

"  Two  bottles,  and  be  sharp,  waiter,"  said  Quentin,  whose  pride 
the  well-meaning  officer  had  piqued. 

"  He  is  a  regular  trump,"  said  Monkton,  adjusting  his  uapkim. 
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A  gentleman — a  phrase  I  prefer,  added  Warriston  in  the  same 
undertone,  as  he  proceeded  to  slice  down  a  gallant  capon ;  for  he 
could  perceive  at  once,  by  Quentin's  bearing  at  the  dinner-table 
— the  truest  and  best  test--that  he  knew  all  its  etiquette  and 
had  been  used  to  good  society.  As  the  wine  circulated  and  re- 
serve thawed  (not  that  there  was  much  of  it,  certainly,  in  the 
present  quartett),  Quentin  asked  Monkton  if  he  remembered  an 
officer  named  Girvan  in  his  corps. 

"  Girvan — Girvan — remember  him? — ^yes;  an  old  quartermaster 
— ^rose  from  the  ranks,  didn't  he  ?*' 

"Yes." 

**  He  left  ns  on  a  half-pay  commission  in  the  year  I  joined, 
during  Lord  Bx)hallion*s  lieutenant-colonelcy.  (By-the-bye,  his 
lordship  lives  somewhere  hereabout ;  should  leave  our  cards  for 
him,  but  have  no  time.)  Girvan  was  a  queer  old  fellow,  who 
always  wore  a  yellow  wig — do  you  know  him  ?" 

"  Intimately.  I  have  known  him  from  my  cliildhood,"  said 
Quentin,  his  eyes  sparkling  and  heart  swelling  with  pleasure,  that 
he  could  speak  of  some  one  at  home. 

"  Any  relation  of  yours  ?"  asked  Monkton ;  and  so  weak  is 
human  nature  that  Quentin  blushed  that  any  one  should  tliink  he 
was  so,  and  then  blushed  deeper  still  that  he  was  ashamed  of  his 
true  and  sterling  old  friend. 

"  Perhaps  he  is  your  father  P"  suggested  the  ensign,  mischie- 
vously. 

"  Sir,  I  said  my  name  is  Kennedy ;  my  father  was  a  captain  of 
the  Scots  Brigade  in  the  French  service." 

"  Ah — indeed!"  said  Warriston,  becoming  suddenly  interested ; 
*'  is  he  still  alive  ?" 

"Alas,  sir,  no !" 

"  Killed  in  action,  likely  P" 

"  He  was  drowned  at  sea,  after  an  engagement  with  a  French 
ship  off  the  mouth  of  the  Clyde." 

'*  And  where  have  you  come  from,  that  you  travel  thus  alone P" 

'<  I  cannot  say." 

*  'Then  where  are  you  going  to  ?"  asked  the  ensign. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Quentin,  sadly. 

"  Can't  say  and  don*t  know !"  said  the  captain  of  the  Scots 
Brigade ;  "  then  my  advice  would  be  to  stay  where  you  are." 

"  That  is  not  possible." 

"You  are  an  odd  fellow — quite  an  enigma,"  said  Monkton, 
laughinff. 

"  Perhaps  I  am,"  replied  poor  Quentm,  with  a  sickly  smile. 

"  Do  you  know,  my  young  friend,  that  I  have  been  observing 
you  closely  for  some  time  (pardon  me  saying  so),  but  with  some- 
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thing  of  friendly  interest,  and  I  perceive  an  air  of  dejection 
about  YOU  that  shows  there  is  something  wrong — a  screw  loose 
somewbere/'  said  Captain  Warriston,  kindly. 

"  Wrong  ?  **  repeated  Quentin,  flushing,  and  in  doubt  how  to 
take  the  remark. 

"  Yes ;  I  have  seen  so  much  of  the  world  that  I  can  read  a 
man's  face  like  an  open  book.'' 

"  And  the  reading  of  mine——-" 

"  Is  satisfactory ;  but  there  is  something  in  your  eyes  that 
tells  me  you  are  in  a  scrape  somehow — at  home,  perhaps  P" 

**  Home ! "  exclaimed  Quentin,  in  a  voice  that  trembled,  for 
the  wine  was  affecting  him ;  "  I  have  none  !  " 

The  three  officers  glanced  at  each  other,  and  the  fair-haired 
ensign's  white  eyebrows  went  up  rather  superciliously. 

"  I  find  that  I  must  talk  with  you,  my  young  iriend,"  said 
Warriston— " will  you  have  a  cigar?"  he  added,  offering  his 
case  after  the  cloth  was  removed. 

"  Thajik  you — no ;  I  am  not  a  smoker." 

In  fact,  Quentin  had  never  seen  the  soothing  "  weed  "  in  such 
a  form,  until  his  foe,  the  Master,  came  to  Rohallion. 

"Waiter,  bring  candles — another  bottle,  and  then  be  off 
these  decanters  are  empty — fill  again ;  le  Roi  est  mort — vive  le 
Roi!'' 

"In  short,  Mr.  Kennedy,  you  have  run  from  college  or  home, 
I  fear,"  said  Monkton;  "what  have  you  been  about — making 
love  to  some  of  your  lady-mother's  maids,  and  got  into  a  double 
scrape,  or  what  P  See  how  he  flushes — there  has  been  some  love 
in  the  case,  at  least." 

"  Were  you  never  in  love  ?"  asked  Quentin,  who  certainly  did 
redden,  but  with  annoyance. 

"  Who — I — me  ?— what  the  devil — in  love !"  and  the  bulky 
lieutenant  lay  back  in  his  chair  and  fairly  laughed  himself  crim- 
son, either  at  the  idea  or  the  simplicity  of  the  question.  "I 
have  long  since  learned  that  there  is  nothing  so  variable  in  the 
world  as  woman's  temper." 

"  The  Horse  Guarcls  excepted,"  said  Warriston ;  "  the  great 
nobs  there  never  know  their  own  minds  for  three  days  consecu- 
tively ;  witness  all  the  vacillation  about  who  is  to  command  the 
Spanish  expedition." 

"Then,  Mr.  Pimple,"  began  Quentin,  "have  you  ever " 

"Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  the  ensign,  angrily,  "I'll  have  you  to 
know,  sir,  that  my  name  is  Boyle^Ensign  Patrick  Boyle,  at 
your  service." 

"  So  it  is,"  said  the  lieutenant,  choking  with  laughter,  on  per- 
ceiving that  Quentin  looked  quite  bewildered;  "  but  we  call  him 
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Pimple  at  the  mess  for  being  only  five  feet  and  an  inch  or  sol 
He  is  not  big  enough  to  be  a  Boyle,  though  he  is  one  of  a  tal. 
Ayrshire  stock.  Is  it  not  so,  Pat,  old  boy  ?  Perhaps  you  are 
some  relation  of  the  famous  chemist  ?" 

"Which— who?" 

"  I  mean  Robert  Boyle  was  seventh  son  of  the  Earl  of  Cork, 
and  hecdxaQ  father  of  chemistry.  Now,  don't  think  of  calling 
me  out,  Pat,  for,  'pon  my  soul,  I  wont  go.  The  25th  couldn't 
do  without  us.  You  must  know,  Warriston,  that  Pimple  was  in 
the  Royals  before  he  joined  us;  but  he  had  always  a  fancy  for 
the  Borderers.  Yon  used  to  pass  yourself,  in  mufti,  as  a  25th 
man ;  didn't  you.  Pimple  ?-— long  before  you  had  the  honour  to 
admire  that  blessed  number  on  your  own  buttons-^eh  ?*' 

Though  hearty,  hospitable,  and  jovial,  to  Quentin  it  seemed 
that  Monkton  had  an  irrepressible  desire  to  quie  the  ensign, 
even  to  rudeness,  and  the  latter  took  it  all  good-naturedly 
enough  till  the  fumes  of  the  wine  mounted  into  his  head. 

"But,  to  return  to  what  we  were  talking  of,"  said  War- 
riston, earnestly  and  kindly.  "  Can  I  advise  you  in  any  way,  my 
friend  ?  Are  you  already  a  prodigal,  who  has  neither  a  herd  of 
promising  pigs,  nor  the  husks  wherewith  to  feed  them  ?" 

"  Excuse  me  entering  much  into  my  own  affairs.  My  father, 
I  have  told  you,  is  dead.  I  have  no  mother— no  frieads— to 
counsel  me,"  he  continued,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  "  and  I  know 
not  whether  to  join  the  service  or  drown  myself  in  the  nearest 
river." 

"  The  Ayr  is  not  very  deep,"  said  Monkton,  despite  a  depre- 
catory glance  from  his  senior  j  "  why  don't  you  say  hang 
yourself?" 

"  WeU,  then,  or  hang  myself,"  said  Quentin,  bitterly. 

"And  the  alternative  is  joining  the  service  P" 

"Yes." 

"  You  pay  his  Majesty  and  his  uniform  a  high  compliment,*' 
said  Warriston,  with  a  hearty  laugh,  in  which  Quentin,  seeing 
the  ungraciousness  of  his  remark,  was  fain  to  join ;  "  but  as  for 
entering  the  ranks,  you  must  not  think  of  that.  Why  not  do  as 
I  did,  and  many  better  men  have  done— join  some  regiment  of 
Cavalry  or  Infantry,  as  a  gentleman  .volunteer  P" 

A  new  light  seemed  to  oreak  upon  Quentin  with  these  words 
—-a  new  hope  and  spirit  flashed  up  in  his  heart. 

"  How,  sir,"  he  asked,  "  how,  sir  P    Explain  to  me,  pray." 

"  Zounds,  man  !  it  is  very  simple.  A  letter  of  recommcnda- 
tion  to  the  officer  commanding  any  regiment  now  under  orders 
for  the  seat  of  war,  a  few  pounds  in  your  pocket  to  pay  your 
way  till  under  canvas  or  before  the  enemy,  are  all  that  ia 
necessary." 
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"  Thanks  to  a  dear  friend,  I  have  money  enough  and  to  spare ; 
but  tlie  letter " 

"  We  have  too  many  volunteers  already  with  both  battalions 
of  the  Scots  Brigade,"  said  Warriston,  reflectively. 

"  But  you  can  give  him  a  letter  to  our  commanding  oflScer," 
interposed  Monkton. 

"  Why  not  give  him  one  yourself,  Dick  P" 

"  Old  Middleton  would  never  believe  in  any  person  who  was 
warmly  recommended  for  the  first  vacant  commission  by  such  a 
fellow  as  I." 

"Egad,  you  are  perhaps  right,"  said  Warriston,  laughing; 
"get  me  ink  and  paper.  Pimple " 

"  Boyle,"  said  the  ensign,  sullenly. 

"  Beg  pardon,  Boyle,  1  mean — thanks.  Here  goes  for  all  the 
virtues  that  were  ever  recorded  on  a  rich  man's  tombstone." 
With  great  readiness  Captain  Warriston  wrote  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction and  recommendation  for  Quentin  to  the  officer  command- 
ing the  25th  Foot,  in  which  he  gave  him  as  many  ^ood  qualities 
as  the  sheet  of  paper  could  contain,  and  wrote  of  him  as  warmly 
as  if  he  had  known  him  from  boyhood.  It  was  unanimously  ap- 
proved of  by  all  present— by  none  more  than  Quentin  himself, 
and  after  it  was  duly  sealed,  lie  pocketed  it  as  carefully  as  ever 
Gil  Bias  did  his  patent  of  nobility. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

KEW  FRIENDS. 

"  Why  unite  to  banish  care  ? 
Let  him  come  our  joje  to  share; 
Doubly  blest  our  cup  shall  flow 
When  it  soothes  a  brother's  woe ; 
*Twas  for  this  the  powers  divine 
Crowned  our  boara  with  generous  wine.** — Tannahill, 

"The  first  skirmish,  perhaps,   and    the  first  general  action, 

certainly,  will  see  you  an  officer  ;  you  shall  be  one  yet,  my  boy, 

and  a  gallant  one,  I  hope/'  said  Warriston,  shaking  Quentin's 

hand. 

The  weird  sisters*  prophecy  was  not  more  grateful  to  the  ears 

of  the  Scottish  usurper  than  these  words  were  to  Quentin 

Kennedy ;  but  he  asked — 
"  If  I  should  be  disabled  before  appointment  P" 
"Ah,  the  devil!  don't  think  of  that;  you  would  get  only  a 

private  soldier's  pension." 
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"  That  is  not  very  encouraging." 

**  'Tis  better  for  the  volunteer  to  be  shot  outright  than  merely 
mutilated.  But  remember,  that  many  of  our  best  officers  have 
joined  the  army  as  simple  volunteers.  There  was  Lord  Heath- 
lield,  the  gallant  defender  of  Gibraltar,  began  life  as  a  volunteer 
with  the  23rd  at  Edinburgh;  and  one  of  our  Highland  regi- 
ments, the  71st,  I  think,  had  as  many  as  fifteen  such  cadets 
serving  in  its  ranks  during  the  American  war,  and  splendid 
officers  they  have  all  become.  I  did  not  serve  in  America,  for 
our  corps  was  then  in  the  Dutch  service.  The  Prussian  army 
under  old  Frederick  was  the  Paradise  of  such  volunteers,  and  I 
know  one  instance  in  which  a  soldier  of  my  father's  regiment 
was  made  a  general  in  one  year,  by  Frederick's  mere  caprice." 

"  A  general !"  exclaimed  Monkton,  who  was  somewhat  soured 
by  the  slowness  of  his  promotion. 

"It  was  at  the  battle  before  Prague,  and  while  my  father, 
John  Warriston  of  that  ilk,  then  a  very  joung  man,  commanded 
the  senior  battalion  of  the  Prussian  Foot  Guards,  that  Marshal 
Daun  forced  Frederick  to  raise  the  siege  and  retire.  As  the 
Prussians  fell  back,  their  left  wing  became  confused  by  the  fury 
of  the  Austrian  advance.  Frederick's  aides-de-camp  were  all 
killed,  and  he  was  compelled  to  gallop  about,  giving  his  own 
orders,  accompanied  by  a  single  orderly,  Strutzki,  the  old  Put- 
kammer  Hussar,  in  whose  arms  he  died  thirty  years  after.  The 
ground  was  rough  and  his  horse  was  weary,  so  it  stumbled  sud- 
denly and  threw  him  at  a  place  where  the  field  was  covered  by 
the  killed  and  wounded  of  my  father's  battalion,  which  was  then 
retreatmg,  but  in  good  order.  As  Frederick  gathered  himself  up, 
a  soldier  who  lay  near  him  wounded,  exclaimed, — 

"  '  Sire,  sire,  get  a  brigade  of  guns  into  position  on  yonder 
eminence,  or  it  is  all  up  with  your  left  wing !' 

"  *  How  so,  fellow  ?'  asked  the  king,  whose  temper  was  in  no 
way  improved  by  his  tumble. 

"  'Because  there  is  an  ambuscade  in  the  valley  beyond  it.' 

"  *  I  have  twice  tried  to  make  a  stand,  comrade.' 

"  *  Try  a  third  time.  Father  Frederick.' 

"*Why?^ 

"  *  A  third  chance  is  ever  the  lucky  one.' 

"  *  Good ;  I'll  throw  forward  the  Putkammer  Hussars,  and  let 
the  Brigade  of  Seydlitz  support  them.' 

"  '  But  try  the  effect  of  a  few  round  shot  in  the  defile,'  per- 
sisted the  wounded  man.  *  A  devil  of  a  day  this  for  us,  Father 
Frederick!  Macchiavelli,  in  his  'Art  of  War,'  declares  the 
invention  of  gunpowder  a  mere  matter  of  smoke,  not  to  be 
deemed  of  the  smallest  imnortance.    Ach  Gott !  I  wish  he  was 
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here  before  Prague  with  this  Austrian  bullet  in  the  calf  of  his 
leg.' 

"  'What,  my  friend,  tou  are  a  reader  as  well  as  a  soldier P' 

" '  Yes,  sire,  I  have  had  the  hcMiottr  to  read  all  the  works  of 
your  Majesty/ 

" '  A  man  of  sense !'  said  Frederick,  taking  a  pinch  of  rappee  ; 
'your  name?* 

"  *  Peter  Schrentzer,  of  Colonel  Warriston's  battalicm  of  the 
Guards/ 

'*  Frederick  drew  frmn  one  of  his  fingers  a  ring  of  small  Tilae, 
(he  was  not  a  man  given  to  trinkets  or  adornment),  and  gave  it 
to  the  soldier,  saying : 

" '  If  you  escape  this  field  of  Prague,  bring  this  ring  to  me 
yourself,  comrade  Peter/ 

''  Mounting  his  horse,  he  galloped  after  his  retreating  army, 
and  overtaking  a  few  pieces  of  artillery,  he  posted  them  on  the 
height  indicated  by  Scbreutzer,  and  opened  fire  on  the  wooded 
defile — a  measure  which  dislodged  a  great  ambuscade  of  Marshal 
Daun's  infantry,  and  saved  from  destruction  the  Prussian  left 
wing,  the  retreat  of  which  was  nobly  covered  by  the  Warriston 
battfdion. 

''Three  months  after  this,  when  Frederick  was  seated  in  his 
tent,  surrounded  by  his  staff  and  dictating  orders,  a  private  of 
the  Guards  limped  in,  supported  by  a  stick,  and  kneeling  pre- 
sented him  with  a  ring. 

'"Acb,  Gott,  what  is  this?'  said  Frederick;  'Oho,  His  my 
student  of  Macchiayelli ;  well,  comrade,  I  followed  your  advice 
and  saved  my  left  win^/ 

" '  Thank  God,  who  inspired  me  with  the  idea '/  said  Scbreutzer. 

"  'For  that  day's  work  I  name  you  a  Captain  in  the  Line,  ex- 
claimed the  king. 

"  At  Rosbach,  where  in  the  same  year  Frederick  defeated  the 
French,  Peter  gained  his  majority  in  the  morning  and  his  lieu- 
tenant-colonelcy in  the  evening.  Then  came  the  affair  at  Dresden, 
where  the  advice  given  by  him  at  a  council  of  war  was  so  sound 
nnd  skilful  that  he  was  appointed  major-general.  What  think 
you  of  that,  my  young  volunteer — in  one  year  to  have  the  pri- 
vate's shoulder-knot  replaced  by  the  aiguillette  of  a  general 
officer?" 

"It  was  talent,  but  strangely  favoured  by  kingly  caprice,**  . 
said  Monkton. 

"  Schreutzer  succeeded  my  father  in  command  of  the  Guards, 
when  he  fell  under  Frederick's  displeasure  and  quitted  the  Prus- 
•iian  service  in  disgust.  Remind  me  on  the  march  to-morrow  to 
tell  you  how  that  came  about,  for  it  is  rather  a  good  story/' 

"And  now  to  bed,"   said  Monkton,  who  had  imbibed  a  con- 
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siderable  quantity  of  wine ;  "at  last  we  may  put  our  *  beatin^^ 
orders '  in  the  fire,  for  march  is  the  word  I" 

"  What  are  they  ?"  asked  Quentin. 

"  Warrants  to  raise  men  by  beat  of  drum,"  explained  the  cap- 
tain, politely.  ''  They  are  originally  signed  by  the  royal  hand, 
but  copies  are  taken  from  them  and  signed  by  the  secretary  of 
state  for  war,  and  without  them  no  officer  can  beat  a  recruiting 
drum  anywhere.  You  haye  raised  nearly  a  hundred  men  here, 
Dick,  and  must  have  made  something  of  it." 

"Much  need,"  grumbled  the  lieutenant,  making  ineffectual 
attempts  to  buckle  on  his  sword,  as  if  he  was  going  to  bed  with 
it.  "  I  am  Dick  Monkton,  of  Monkton  in  Lothian,  of  course ; 
but  in  name  only,  for  those  paternal  acres  are  so  covered  by 
original  sin  in  the  shape  of  mort^^es  that  never  a  penny  comes 
to  me ;  so  I  am  compelled  to  live  and  be  jolly  on  six  shillings 
and  sixpence  per  diem,  less  the  infernal  income  tax ;  and  being  a 
fellow  of  a  generous  disposition,  I  am  always  losing  my  heart  and 
nay  money  among  the  fair  sex." 

"  Good  night,  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Captain  Warriston ;  "  if  you 
are  still  in  the  same  mood  oi  mind  to-morrow,  you  may  turn  my 
letter  to  some  account.    The  drum  will  beat  at  daybreak." 

"Put  your  pride  in  a  knapsack  or  wherever  else  it  can  be 
conveniently  carried,  my  boy,"  said  Monkton,  making  a  fearful 
lurch  over  a  chair ;  "  volunteer  and  come  with  us  to  fight  Nap^ 
and  his  Frenchmen."    Then  he  began  to  sing,  tipsily : 

"  *  Since  some  have  firom  ditches 

And  coarse  leather  breeches 
Been  raised  to  be  iiilers  and  wallowed  in  riches, 
Prjthee,  Dame  Fortune,  come  down  from  thy  wheel ; 

For  if  the  gipsies  don't  Ue 
I  shall  be  a  general  at  least  ere  I  die  !* 

"Ah,  damme,  but  we  are  not  in  the  Prussian  service,  like  that 
old  cock,  Peter  Shooter,  or  wlmt's  his  name  ?" 

Monkton  was  becoming  seriously  tipsy,  so  Quentin,  on  receiv- 
ing a  warning  glance  from  Captain  Warriston,  took  his  candle 
and  retired  to  No.  20  for  the  night,  feeling  sensibly  that  he  had 
imbibed  more  wine  than  he  was  wont  to  do  after  supper  at  Ro- 
hallion. 

He  could  not  sleep,  however,  till  the  night  was  far  advanced, 
and  the  knowledge  that  the  drum  was  to  oeat  by  daybreak  kept 
him  nervously  wakeful,  lest  he  might  not  hear  it,  ana  perhaps  be 
left  behind.  The  drum  was  to  beat,  and /or  him  I  There  was  a 
strange  charm  in  the  idea:  it  seemed  to  realize  somewhat  of 
his  old  day-dreams  and  romantic  aspirations.  Already  he  felt 
himself  a  soldier,  and  bound  for  service  and  adventure !  How 
much  would  he  have  to  relate  when  he  wrote  to  the  good  old' 
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quartermaster,  annoimcin;:;  that  be  was  off  to  join  the  army,  and 
his  own  old  corps,  the  25th,  whose  memory  he  so  treasured, 
though  his  name,  alas !  was  long  since  forgotten  in  its  ranks. 

And  there  was  Flora — dear,  loving,  gentle  Flora.  When  was 
he  to  write  to  her,  and  through  what  channel  ?  Ah,  it  he  could 
•calculate  on  promotion  like  that  of  Peter  Schreutzer !  He  had 
only  been  aosent  from  Flora  a  night  and  a  day,  just  four-aiid- 
twenty  hours,  and  already  weeks  seemed  to  have  elapsed,  (what 
would  months — what  would  years  seemP)  while  the  arrival  of 
Cosmo  and  long  prior  events  seemed  to  have  happened  but  yes- 
terday. Under  these  circumstances,  severance  frequently  causes 
the  same  inverted  ideas  of  time,  that  a  sudden  death  or  other 
great  calamity  occasions. 

At  the  moment  Quentin  was  dozing  off  to  sleep,  and  to  dream 
of  past  pleasures  or  of  future  triumphs  (the  ensign  being  \o\i^ 
^ince  in  deep  slumber  on  a  sofa),  he  heard  his  two  new  friends 
parting  in  the  corridor  after  having  had  one  bottle  more. 

"1  say,  Warriston,  old  boy,  see  me  to  my  door,  and  just  shove 
me  in — there's  a  good  fellow — ^here  it  is — thanks,"  stammered 
Monkton ;  "  may  you  not  have  been  rash  in  giving  such  a  fi — 
ii— fiery  old  Turk  as  Middletonof  ours,  a  letter  for — for— damme, 
41  perfect  stranger — perfect  stranger  ?" 

"  Not  at  alt"  he  heard  Warriston  reply;  the  lad  has  a  bear- 
ing I  like,  and  on  his  own  good  and  unerring  conduct  as  a  gentle- 
man and  volunteer  must  depend  his  chances  of  ever  wearing  these 
honourable  badges  on  his  shoulders.  (Ee  shook  his  large  gold 
epaulettes  as  he  spoke.)  One  o'clock — in  three  hours  the  drum 
will  beat !  I  hope  we  shall  have  a  fine  day ;  last  night  the  rain 
fell  as  if  old  Noah  had  hove  up  his  anchor  again.  Good-night, 
Monkton — sleep  if  you  can." 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE    YOUNG    VOLUNTEER. 

'*  When  I  was  an  infant,  gossips  would  say 

I'd  when  older  be  a  soldier ; 
Sattles  and  toys  I'd  throw  them  away. 

Unless  a  gun  or  a  sabre. 
When  a  younker  up  I  grew, 
I  saw  one  day  a  grand  review, 

Ck)lour8  fl^g  set  me  dying, 
To  embark  m  a  life  so  new. 
Eoll  drums  merrily— march  away ! — Old  Song, 

♦QuENTiN  had  been  asleep — to  him  it  seemed  but  five  minutes, 
though  two  hours  had  elapsed — when  he  started  as  if  lie  had 
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received  an  electric  shock.  The  warning  drum  was  being  beaten 
loudly  and  sharply  under  his  window,  and  soon  after  followed  the 
long  roll,  whose  summons  admits  of  no  delay  even  to  the  most 
weary  soldier. 

Half  asleep  and  half  refreshed,  he  sprang  from  bed ;  grey  day- 
light was  stealing  faintly  in,  and  all  Ayr  seemed  yet  a-bed,  the 
shutters  closed,  the  chimneys  smokeless.  The  morning  mist  was 
curling  in  masses  along  the  slopes  of  the  uplands ;  the  summits  of 
the  town  steeples  and  the  gothic  tower  of  St.  John  were  reddened 
by  the  first  rays  of  the  sun  that  was  yet  below  the  horizon,  and 
the  little  drummer  boy  as  he  paced  slowly  to  and  fro,  in  heavy 
marching  order,  with  a  black  glazed  knapsack  strapped  on  his  back, 
and  a  white  canvas  havresack  slung  crosswise  over  his  pipe-clayed 
swordbelt,  seemed  to  be  the  onljr  person  abroad  in  the  streets  as  yet. 

"  Rouse !"  said  a  voice,  which  Quentin  knew  to  be  that  of 
Captain  Warriston,  who  knocked  sharply  on  the  room  door  ; 
"  pack  your  traps,  Kennedy,  as  quickly  as  you  can.  My  nmn 
will  put  your  portmanteau  on  the  baggage-cart.  A  cup  of  hot 
coffee  awaits  you  in  the  dining-room.  Never  march  with  an 
empty  stomach,  unless  you  can't  help  it." 

While  dressing  hurriedly,  Quentin  heard  the  worthy  captain 
rousing  his  lieutenant,  which  seemed  a  process  of  some  diflBcully, 
and  productive  of  considerable  banter  and  vociferation.  As  for 
the  ensign,  he  had  never  undressed  or  been  in  bed,  so  he  was 
already  awake,  and  accoutred  with  sword,  sash,  and  gorget,  and 
looked  very  pale  and  miserable  as  he  swallowed  his  hot  coffee  in 
the  twilight  of  the  wainscoted  dining-room. 

The  early  morning  air  was  chilly,  and  Quentin  but  half  awake, 
felt  his  teeth  chattering  as  he  issued  into  the  street.  The  reflec- 
tion flashed  on  his  mind  that  it  was  not  yet  too  late  to  retrace 
his  steps,  and  alter  his  intentions.  But  why  do  so  ?  asked  reason. 
What  other  course  was  open  to  him  ?  On  this  morning,  with 
his  new  friends  and  patrons — particularly  Warriston,  for  whom 
he  had  conceived  a  great  friendship — he  felt  his  position  was 
very  different  from  what  it  was  yesterday,  when,  without  views, 
objects,  or  a  defined  future,  he  awoke  among  Gibbie  Crossgranc's 
straw  in  the  vault  of  Kiihenzie. 

Already  the  soldiers  of  the  recruiting  parties,  with  their  various 
recruitj,  were  falling  in.  There  were  three  sergeants,  three 
corporals,  three  privates,  three  drummers,  and  three  fifcrs  of 
the  25th,  the  90th  (Lord  Lynedoch's  Greybreeks),  and  the 
94th,  with  fifty-five  recruits,  all  sturdy  rustics,  with  cockades 
of  tricoloured  ribbon  streaming  from  their  bonnets,  for  that  most 
hideous  of  head-dresses,  the  round  hat,  was  almost  unknown  then 
among  the  peasantry  of  Scotland. 
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All  seemed  sleepy,  heavy-eyed,  and  were  yawning  drowsily,  aa 
they  shouldered  against  each  other,  and  shamed  awkwardly  while 
forming  line  and  answering  to  their  names,  which  were  called 
over  by  Monkton's  sergeant,  a  portly  old  halberdier,  named 
Norman  Calder. 

"Now  then.  Master  William  Monkton,  are  we  to  march  with- 
out you,  or  must  I  detail  a  fatigue  party  to  tumble  you  out  of 
bed  ?'*  cried  Warriston,  angrily,  in  the  hall  of  the  inn.  "There 
goes  the  last  roll  of  the  drum,  and  all  are  present  but  i/ou  !  " 

"  Ugh  r*  said  the  lieutenant,  as  he  came  forth  adjusting  his  regi- 
mentals in  the  street,  tying  his  sash,  and  buckling  his  sword-belt, 
•and  certainly  not  looking  the  better  for  his  potations  overnight ; 
^*as  Scott  of  Amwell  says,  *I  hate  that  drum's  discordant 
sound' — ^'pon  my  soul,  I  do!  Such  a  restless  dog  you  are, 
Warriston  !  Two  hours  hence  would  have  done  just  as  well  for 
you,  and  immensely  better  for  all,  than  this.  Half-past  four, 
a.m. — damme !"  he  added,  glancing  up  at  a  church  •dial  which 
was  flittering  in  the  rising  sun ;  "  this  is  a  most  unearthly  pro- 
ceedmg,  and  likely  to  be  the  death  of  poor  Pimple.  Grood  morn- 
ing, Kennedy,  my  young  volunteer ;  how  do  you  like  this  kind 
of  work  ?" 

Quentin  felt  bound  to  say  he  enjoyed  it  very  much* 

"Ball!  after  being  two  hours  in  bed,  having  to  tumble  up 
in  this  fashion,  is  just  as  pleasant  as  having  to  go  out  with  a 
dead  shot  in  the  honeymoon,  or  in  the  morning  on  which  you 
have  made  an  assignation  with  a  pretty  girl  on  your  way  home ;  or 
having  a  bill  returned  on  your  hands ;  a  horse  lamed  when  the 
starting  bell  rings,  or  when  you  are  about  to  ride  a  steeple  chase, 
or  lead  a  charge ;  or  any  other  thing  that  annoys  you,  by  jingo  !'* 

As  Quentin  had  never  experienced  any  of  the  five  grievances 
enumerated  by  Monkton,  he  could  only  laugh,  and  ask — 

"  Then  what  about  *  the  lark  at  Heaven's  gate' — has  his  voice 
no  charms?" 

"  I*d  rather  hear  his  morning  reveille  when  going  home  to  my 
quarters." 

The  scene  had  now  become  very  animated.  The  soldiers,  fifteen 
in  number,  were  all  in  heavy  marching  order,  with  only  their  side- 
arms,  however,  and  were  all  sturdy,  weatherbeaten  fellows,  with 
whom  Quentin  found  himself  rather  an  object  of  interest,  as  he 
had  ^iven  Sergeant  Calder  a  couple  of  guineas  to  enable  them  all 
to  drink  his  health. 

Many  of  the  townsp'eople  were  crowding  round  to  see  them 
depart ;  and  many  a  repentant  recruit  now  bade  a  last  farewell 
to  sobbing  parents,  to  brother,  or  sister,  or  sweetheart,  all 
deploring  the  step  which  they  deemed  would  lead  him  to  miu 
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and  death,  for  there  were  no  marshal's  batons  to  be  found  in  the 
knapsacks  of  the  25th  or  94:th,  as  in  those  of  "the  Corsican 
Tyrant,"  whose  name  was  as  that  of  a  bogle  for  nurses  to  scare 
their  children  with. 

While  Warriston,  an  indefatigable  officer,  bustled  about|^getting 
the  motley  party  into  something  like  military  order,  and  detailed  a 
€orporal  and  three  men  to  take  charge  of  the  impressed  cart  which 
was  to  carry  their  baggage,  with  some  of  the  soldiers*  wives  and 
children,  his  lieutenant  lounged  at  the  door  of  the  Queen  Anne's 
Head,  smoking  a  pipe,  with  his  shako  very  much  over  one  of  his 
wicked  eyes,  as  he  joked  and  bantered  those  about  him. 

"  Come,  landlord,"  said  he  to  the  sulky  boniface,  who  made 
his  appearance  with  a  red  Kilmarnock  nightctu)  on  his  head; 
"give  us  a  farewell  smile,  do,  there's  a  good  fellow;  Til  take  a 
kiss  from  your  wife,  too,  on  credit  (I'm  her  debtor  a  long  way 
already),  and  you  may  put  both  in  the  bill  when  we  next  halt 
here.  Gad,  Kennedy,  these  people  hate  the  sight  of  a  laillet- 
order  as  the  devil  hates  holj;  water.  Those  who  grudge  the 
British  soldier  a  night's  lodging  should  have  a  trial  of  a  few 
Cossacks  or  Austrians ;  but  it  all  comes  of  the  levellers,  the 
opposition,  and  the  democrats,  damme !  So  Pimple,  my  boy, 
have  a  dram — ^you  have  had  your  run  of  flirtation  with  the  flax- 
dresser's  daughter,  and  yet  have  got  off  without  having  to  pro- 
pose for  the  pass^e  heiress,  or  go  out  about  sunrise  with  the  in- 
censed parent." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  ensign,  playing  with  the  tassels  of  his 
sash,  and  assuming  a  woulabe  gallant  air;  "close  run,  though 
—once  thought  I  was  nearly  in  for  it." 

"  Ah,  you're  safe  now ;  but  what  says  the  couplet  P" 

"  What  couplet  P    I  don't  know." 

"  It  says  that  to  you,  my  friend, 

«*  From  wedlock's  noose  thus  once  by  fate  exempt, 
The  next  may  prove,  alas !  a  noose  of  hemp ! 

The  ensign  was  about  to  make  an  angry  retort,  when  Warriston 
^ave  the  command, 

"Threes  right — quick  march!  come,  come,  move  off,  gentle- 
men." The  sharp  drums  and  shrill  fifes  struck  up  merrily  in  the 
echoing  streets  (it  was  the  unvarying  *  Girl  I  left  behind  me ') ; 
a  iusty  cheer  from  the  departing  recruits  was  loudly  responded 
to  by  the  people  around  and  from  those  at  many  a  window. 
Others  followed,  loud,  long,  and  hearty,  and  catching  the  spirit 
of  enthusiasm  from  those  about  him,  Qaentin  felt  every  pulse 
throb,  every  nerve  and  fibre  quicken,  as  his  heart  became  light 
and  joyous,  and  as  Warriston  drew  his  arm,  through  his  own. 
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and  falling  into  the  rear  of  the  party,  they  departed  from  the 
inn. 

How  different  were  Quentin's  emotions  now,  when  compared 
to  the  sense  of  dejection  and  desolation,  with  which,  portmanteau 
in  hand,  he  had  entered  that  ancient  caravanserai  jresterday ! 

"  Now  for  your  first  day's  march,  Kennedy,"  said  the  captain ; 
"nevfT  mind  the  past — it  is  gone  for  ever,  and  is  useless  now." 

"Unless  it  afford  me  some  hint  to  guide  me  for  the  future." 

"Right,"  said  the  captain;  "faith!  boy,  I  like  your  spirit 
and  reflective  turn;*' 

The  cheers  of  the  people  and  the  rattle  of  the  drums,  as  the 
party  marched  over  the  new  bridge  of  Ayr,  defied  every  attempt 
at  conversation.  All  viewed  the  departing  band  with  interest, 
for,  ere  long,  they  would  be  all  sent  to  the  seat  of  war,  and  be 
before  the  enemy ;  and  of  those  blue-bonneted  recruits  who  were 
leaving  the  banks  and  braes  of  Ayr,  and  old  Coila's  hills  and 

flens,  few  or  none  might  ever  return.  But  there  was  then  a 
igh  spirit  in  all  the  British  Isles. 

The  lon^  dread  of  invasion  from  France,  political  and  religious 
rancour,  with  years  of  continued  victory  by  sea  and  land — ^the 
glories  and  the  fall  of  Nelson  and  Abercrombie,  the  brilliant  but 
terrible  career  of  Napoleon  following  close  on  the  atrocities  of 
the  French  Revolution — all  conspired  to  fill  honest  Mr.  Bull's 
heart  with  a  furore  for  military  fame ;  he  ceased  to  smoke  the 
pipe  of  peace,  and  the  worthy  man's  funny  red  coat  and  warlike 
pigtail  were  never  off.  Gillray's  coloured  caricatures  of  French 
soldiers  in  cocked  hats  and  long  blue  coats,  and  of  their  "  Cor- 
sican  tyrant,"  in  every  ridiculous  and  degrading  situation  that 
art  could  conceive  or  malevolence  inspire,  filled  every  nrint-shop ; 
and  the  press,  such  as  it  was,  groaned  alternately  unaer  puffs  of 
self- glorification  and  scurrilous  abuse  of  France  and  its  emperor, 
with  a  systematic  expression  of  true  British  contempt  for  any- 
thing foreign  and  continental.  Thus  the  whole  country  swarmed 
with  troops  of  every  arm,  and  all  Britain  was  a  species  of  gar- 
rison, from  London  to  Lerwick,  and  from  Banff  to  Bristol. 

They  had  been  some  hours  on  the  march  before  Quentin 
thought  of.  obtaining  a  very  requisite  piece  of  information — to 
wit,  their  destination,  when  he  was  informed  by  Captain  Warris- 
ton  that  the  three  recruiting  parties  were  to  embark  at  Leith  on 
board  an  armed  smack  or  letter-of- marque,  for  Colciiester  barracks 
in  England,  where  the  three  Scottish  regiments  were  stationed. 

"  After  I  travel  so  far,"  said  Quentin,  "  I  do  sincerely  hope 
the  commanding  officer  will  approve  of  me." 

**  Rest  assured  that  he  will,"  replied  Warriston,  confidently ; 
•*he  is  a  plain,  sometimes  rough  old  soldier,  but  he  knows  me  well." 
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**  Who  is  colonel  of  the  regiment  ?*' 

"Lieuteuant-General  Lord  Elpbinstone  is  our  colonel,"  said 
Monkton;  "and  our  lieutenaut-colonei  being  aged — an  old 
Minden  officer,  indeed-^  has  permission  to  sell  out.  Jack  Middle- 
ton,  the  major,  is  in  command  at  present,  and  as  he  is  too  poor 
to  purchase,  he  is  revenging  himself  upon  the  regiment." 

"  How  P"  asked  Quentin,  witli  surprise. 

"  Though  our  corps  is  a  crack  one  (what  corps  is  not  so  in  its 
own  estimation?)  he  harangues  us  daily  on  the  bad  discipline 
and  disorder  in  which  his  predecessor  has  left  us ;  so  all  have 
gone  to  school  again,  from  the  oldest  captain  down  to  the  youngest 
iSfer." 

"  Indeed,"  said  the  bewildered  volunteer;  "that  is  very  hard !" 

"So  it  is,  damme!  but  old  fellows  who  smelt  powder  against 
Washington  at  Brandywine,  and  under  the  Duke  in  Holland,  at 
Alkmaar  and  Egmout-op-Zee,  are  now  at  the  goose-step  and 
pacing-stick;  and  woe  to  the  private  who  fails  to  have  the 
barrel  and  lock  of  his  musket  bright  as  silver,  and  his  pouch 
bottled  to  perfection,  so  tliat  he  might  shave  or  dress  his  pigtail 
in  it.  We  have  punishment  parades,  extra  drills,  kit-inspections, 
drums  beating,  bugles  sounding  all  day,  and  often  check-rolls 
thrice  in  the  night,  and  orderlies  flying  all  over  the  barracks  like 
madmen,  and  all  because  old  Jack  Middleton  has  not  enough  of 
tin  to  purchase  the  lieutenant-colonelcy.  There  is  little  Pimple 
— by  Jove !  he*ll  not  be  in  Colchester  a  week  before  the  major 
frightens  him  into  the  measles." 

**  Who  is  to  succeed  the  lieutenant-colonel?"  asked  Warriston, 
who  laughed  at  the  subaltern's  angry  description  of  the  state  of 
matters  at  head-quarters. 

"  The  Horse  Guards,  those  Fates  who  sit  on  high  over  the 
British  soldier,  alone  know.  Some  good  kind  of  fellow,  I  hope, 
before  I  rejoin ;  for  rather  than  serve  under  old  Middleton  (ex- 
cuse me,  Warriston,  as  he  is  a  friend  of  yours,)  Td  send  in  my 
pajiers — go  recruiting  for  the  2nd  West  India  at  Sierra  Leone, 
or  join  that  line  body  of  men,  the  York  Rangers  I" 

"What  are  they?" 

"A  condemned  corps,  named  for  the  good  duke;  but  whose 
officers,  damme,  sleep  at  night  with  loaded  pistols  under  their 
pillows,  for  fear  of  their  own  men." 

"  This  is  not  very  cheering  for  you,  Kennedy,"  said  Warriston, 
laughing  heartily ;  "  but  you  must  not  mind  all  Monkton  says." 

"  No  matter ;  I  have  given  rav  word,  and  go  I  shall." 

It  was  evident  that  Monkton  was  a  little  soured,  for  he  alter- 
nately vowed  himself  tired  of  the  service  and  then  an  enthusiast 
for  it,  and  his  corps  in  particular;   but  he  was  rather  blue- 
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devilled  this  morning,  and  nncheered  by  the  blue  sonny  sky  and 
golden  cornfields,  the  songs  of  the  birds  and  mild  morning  breeze ; 
he  swore  at  the  long  dusty  road,  and  grumbled  at  the  slowness 
of  his  promotion,  and  that  by  circumstances  beyond  his  control, 
after  fifteen  years'  service  and  having  seen  much  fighting,  he 
wa3  only  a  lieutenant  still;  '*but  you  will  learn,  ere  long,  Ken- 
nedy,*' he  added,  ''that  the  lieutenants  are  the  salt  of  the  service, 
and  do  all  the  actual  work.  Middleton  will  judge  of  you,  not 
from  others,  but  from  yourself  alone.  The  battalion  will  likely 
go  abroad  under  his  orders ;  a  month  more  may  see  us  before 
the  enemy,  and  you  in  possession  of  your  epaulettes,  if  some 
poor  sub—say  Pimple  here — is  knocked  on  the  head." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Boyle;  "why  not  suggest  yourself — one 
sub  is  the  same  as  another." 

"  Not  at  all — ^not  at  all ;  it  would  be  no  use.  They  never  hit 
me  seriously  in  Flanders  or  Denmark,  and  they  wont  do  it  in 
Spain  or  North  Holland." 

"  My  old  friend  Middleton  must  have  changed  sorelv  to  have 
become  the  Tartar  and  martinet  you  describe  mm,"  said  Warris- 
ton ;  "if  so,  he  would  have  suited  old  Frederick  of  Prussia  to  a 
hair." 

"You  told  us  to  remind  you  of  a  story  whicH  was  worth 
telling." 

"  About  Frederick  and  my  father  P" 

"Exactly,"  said  Quentin. 

**  And  how  he  and  I  came  to  be  in  the  Dutch'  service.  Well, 
the  story  has  something  droll  in  it,  and  though  some  may  have 
heard  the  affair,  as  it  lound  its  way  into  the  newspapers,  i  shall 
give  you  the  version  which  I  gave  to  Mr.  Thomas  Holcroft,  when 
he  iras  preparing  that  veir  light  and  most  readable  work  on  the 
Life,  Times,  and  Works  of  the  Great  Frederick,  in  thirteen  huge 
royal  octavo  volumes." 

'*  Then  it  is  to  be  found  there  P" 
On  the  contrary,  he  omitted  it,  not  considering  it  quite  a 
leather  in  his  hero's  cap." 

"And  the  story-; — " 

**  Occurred  in  this  way." 

But  the  story  with  which  Warriston  beguiled  a  few  miles  cjf 
the  morning  march  deserves,  perhaps,  a  chapter  to  itself. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  PKUSSIAN   CUUBNADUB». 

**  There  was  a  criminal  in  a  cart 

A-going  to  be  hanged ; 
Bespite  to  him  was  granted, 

And  eart  and  crowd  did  stand. 
To  know  if  he  would  marry  a  wife 

Or  rather  choose  to  die ; 
*T'other*s  the  worst — drive  on  the  cart  I* 

Kie  criminal  did  reply." — Old  ballad. 

You  have  all  heard,  I  presume  (the  captain  began),  of  the 
singular  predilection  which  the  late  King  of  Prussia  had  for  tall 
swinging  grenadiers,  how  he  raked  all  Germany  and  Pomerania 
to  procure  them,  and  had  them  formed  into  corps  and  companies 
sparing  nothing  in  their  equipment  to  add  to  their  vast  stature 
and  warlike  aspect — giving  them  the  highest  of  heels  to  their 
boots,  the  tallest  bearskin  caps,  and  the  longest  and  largest 
feathers  that  could  be  worn  with  safety  to  the  neck  and  vertebral 
column.  Those  cross-belted  Goliaths  were  quite  a  passion  with 
him,  and  the  first  battalion  of  his  Foot  Guards,  whicn  my  worthy 
father  had  the  honour  to  command,  was,  no  doubt,  the  mos^ 
gigantic  regiment  in  the  Prussian  army,  perhaps  in  Europe ;  and 
to  see  its  twelve  companies  of  giants  marching  past  in  review 
order,  and  in  optn  column,  on  that  little  meadow  near  Halle, 
which,  from  the  time  of  the  old  Dessauer,^  has  been  the  training 
ground  of  the  Prussian  infantry,  was  truly  a  sight  to  marvel  al 
and  remember. 

The  Battalion  Von  Warriston  was,  to  Frederick  the  Great,  his 
pet  band — the  flower  and  pattern  corps  of  his  carefuUy-trained 
and  well- developed  army ! 

Now  it  chanced  that  one  day,  about  the  year  1780,  he  had 
been,  riding  in  the  environs  of  Berlin,  attended  only  by  Strutzki, 
his  old  Putkammer  orderly,  with  the  gunpowder-spotted  visage. 
As  he  pottered  along  on  his  old  shambling  horse,  with  a  pair  of 
large  spectacles  on  hie  nose— the  royal  nose,  I  mean — one  eye 
was'fixed  on  his  bridle  and  the  other  on  Herr  Doctor  Johann 
Georg  Zimmerman's  then  famous  but  dreary  work  on  Solitude, 
with  his  flap  pockets  stuffed  with  letters  from  Voltaire  and  Hume, 
general  orders,  proof-sheets  of  plays,  and  other  rubbish,  he  sud- 

•  Prince  Leopold,  of  Anhalt  Dessau,  bom  there  in  X676,  the  bravtat  of 
three  generations  who  held  the  highest  rank  in  the  Prussian  army>— > 
General  Seydlits^s  Life. 
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denly  saw  something  in  the  opinions  of  the  Herr  Doctor  which 
displeased  him,  an^  jotting  off  a  note  on  the  subject,  he 
despatched  it  by  Strutzki. 

Then  resuming  his  meditations  he  rode  on  alone  into  the  fields, 
smoking  a  pipe  which  had  belonged  to  his  old  and  faithful  com- 
rade, Seydhtz,  and  which  he  had  picked  up  on  the  field  of 
Eosbach,  when  that  general  gave  his  usual  signal  for  the  Hussars 
to  charge  by  flinging  his  pipe  into  the  air. 

In  a  lonely  place  he  came  suddenly  upon  a  peasant  girl  who 
possessed  remarkable  beauty,  but  that  which  he  greatly  preferred, 
astonishing  stature.  She  was  fully  six  feet,  and  so  splendidly 
proportioned  that  Frederick  reined  up  his  horse  and  slung  his 
pipe  at  his  button-hole  to  observe  her,  which  he  could  do  for 
some  time  unobserved,  as  she  was  busy  twining  creepers  and 
flowers  over  the  front  paling  of  a  cottage  named  the  Wilde  Katze, 
a  wayside  tavern. 

"  JSey'm  Henker !"  thought  he,  "  could  I  but  get  you  married 
to  one  of  my  grenadiers,  my  long-legged  Fraulein,  what  sons  you 
might  have  1  What  recruits — what  a  progeny  of  giant  children 
to  recruit  the  next  generation  of  my  guards  !" 

The  tall  girl  now  perceived  the  king  observing  her,  and 
curtseyed  and  laughed,  for  she  had  no  idea  of  his  rank.  His 
horse  furniture  was  shabby,  and  his  own  appearance  was  far  from 
being  stately  or  imposing.  He  stooped  about  the  shoulders,  and 
had  a  snuffy  drop  at  the  end  of  his  nose.  Over  his  uniform  and 
decorations  he  wore  a  greasy  old  military  surtout-coat  of  blue 
cloth,  lined  with  white  merino,  its  buttons,  sleeves,  and  all  of 
the  plainest  kind ;  an  old  battered  cocked -hat,  with  what  had 
once  been  a  white  feather  binding  the  edge  of  it,  and  its  rim 
being  perforated  by  musket-shot;  a  pair  of  common  dragoon 
pistols  in  holsters  without  flaps,  and  a  pair  of  rusty  spurs  on  loug 
jack-boots  that  had  never  been  blackened  since  they  left  the 
maker's  hands,  though  they  were  greased  by  Strutzki  every 
morning. 

"  What  is  your  name,  my  handsome  Fraulein  ?**  he  inquired, 
while  lifting  his  hat. 

"  Gretchen  Viborg,"  replied  the  tall  beautjr. 

"Are  you  married?"  he  asked  with  increasing  suavity. 

"  No,  mein  Herr." 

"  But  anxious  to  be,  doubtless  ?"  said  Frederick,  perpetrating 
a  wink. 

Then  the  girl,  supposmg  that  this  funny  old  man  was  about 
to  make  some  proposal  to  her,  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  in 
which  the  king  good-humouredly  joined,  and  then  asked, 

"How  old  are  you?" 
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**  Nearly  twenty,  mein  herr.** 

"  Good.    Axe  you  the  keeper  of  the  Wilde  Katze  ?" 

"  No — my  father  is." 

"  Would  you  like  to  earn  easily  a  rix-doUar !" 

"That  will  I  io  readily,  mein  herr,"  said  the  girl,  coming 
briskly  lor  wart,  vOr  a  ri^- dollar  \jas  then  about  the  value  of  four 
of  our  guineas. 

"Then  you  must  deliver  a  note  for  me ?** 

"Where?" 

"In  the  city." 

"  And  to  whom,  mein  herr?" 

"  To  the  Colonel  von  WarristoL  at  the  palace  near  the  Weissc 
Saal." 

The  girl,  little  suspecting  what  was  in  store  for  her,  curtseyed 
and  signified  her  readmess,  while  the  king,  drawing  forth  his 
tablets,  and  using  his  holster  for  a  desk,  wrote  to  my  father  in 
this  manner : — 
"My  dear  Colonel  von  Warriston, 

"  On  receipt  of  this  order,  you  are  to  marry  the  tallest  of  your 
grenadiers  to  the  bearer  thereof,  taking  particular  care  to  have  the 
ceremony  performed  in  your  own  presence ;  and  for  the  execu- 
tion of  this,  I  hold  you  responsible. 

"  Fried  RICH." 

"P.S.— If  he  refuse,  to  pandau  with  him,  until  further 
orders." 

"  Can  you  read,  Fraulein  ?"  asked  he,  while  holding  this  re- 
markable order. 

"No,  mein  Herr." 

"  Good ;  then  there  is  the  less  use  for  a  seal,  which  I  have 
not  here."  He  placed  the  note  and  the  rix-doUar  in  the  large 
fair  hand  of  the  girl,  and  added,  "  I  have  noted  this  place — the 
Wilde  Katze  in  my  tablets,  and  I  trust  to  your  honesty  and 
fidelity,  Gretchen,  m  delivering  my  note  without  delay,  as  the 
matter  is  of  great  consequence  to  me,  and  may  not  prove  un- 
pleasant to  yourself."  And  giving  her  a  look  that  somehow 
impressed  her,  he  put  spurs  to  nis  old  charger,  and  shambled  off. 

As  ignorant  of  the  contents  of  the  letter  as  of  the  exalted 
rank  of  its  writer,  Gretchen  Viborg  was  hurrying  along  the  road 
towards  Berlin,  when  she  suddenly  remembered  that  she  had  to 
keep  an  appointment  with  her  lover,  a  remarkably  jealous  little 
fellow,  who  had  a  mill  on  the  Spree — an  assignation  which  the 
delivery  of  this  note  would  completely  mar  !  While  pausing  to 
consider  this  dilemma,  honesty  impelling  her  forward,  and  love 
or  fear  staying  her  steps,  she  met  an  old  crone  who  was  employed 
by  her  at  the  Wilde  Xatzc,  to  till  the  ground,  carry  wood  ancf  do 
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other  out-door  work ;  and  supposing  it  was  all  one  who  delivered 
the  note,  provided  that  it  safely  reached  its  destination,  she 
offered  her  a  ducat  to  bear  it  to  the  palace  near  the  White  Hall. 

Now  this  old  crone  could  read ;  she  scanned  the  note,  saw  the 
whole  bearings  of  the  case,  and  knew  who  the  writer  was  iu  an 
instant.  She  grinned  a  horrible  grin  of  intense  satisfaction, 
undertook  the  mission,  and  already  beheld  in  prospect  her  victim 
—the  tallest  grenadier ! 

This  ctinning  hag  was  past  fifty  years  of  age,  and  one  of  her 
legs  was  shorter  than  the  other  leg  at  least  by  half  an  inch ;  she 
stooped  in  gait  and  was  not  much  more  than  four  feet  high,  and 
was  remarkably  hideous,  even  for  a  continental  woman,  her  face 
being  a  mass  of  wrinkles,  her  pointed  chin  covered  with  wiry- 
sprouts  of  grey  hair,  while  her  teeth  were  reduced  to  a  few 
yellow  fangs ;  thus,  great  was  my  father's  astonishment,  when 
he  perused  the  note  which  she  gave  him  faithfully  at  the  palace- 
gate,  just  as  he  was  mounting  his  charger  to  join  the  evening 
parade  of  his  boasted  battalion  of  the  Guards. 

He  was  too  familiar  with  the  handwriting  of  the  great  Frede- 
rick to  doubt  for  a  moment  the  authenticity  of  the  note ;  but  he 
could  by  no  means  reconcile  its  singular  contents  with  the  ex- 
treme years  and  appdling  aspect  of  the  old  witch  who  brought  it, 
and  he  surveyed  them  alternately  for  some  time,  in  utter  bewilder- 
ment, till  the  "P.S."  about  Spandau,  that  formidable  state  prison 
in  Brandenburg,  made  him  dread  a  trip  there  in  person,  if  the 
king's  orders  were  trifled  with  or  delayed;  so  tuminff  with 
repugnance  from  the  woman,  who  continued  to  grin  and  drop 
endless  curtsies  by  his  side,  he  summoned  the  sergeant-major. 

**  Who  is  the  tallest  of  our  grenadiers  ?"  he  asked. 

"Otto  Vogelwiede,"  replied  the  sergeant,  with  a  profound 
salute. 

"How  tall  is  heP' 

"  Six  feet,  eight  inches  and  a  quarter." 

"  Is  he  on  parade  with  his  company  f '* 

"  No,  Herr  Colonel— on  duty." 

«  Where  r 

*'  With  the  guard  at  the  Zeughaus."  (This  was  the  arsenal 
on  the  narrow  bridge  over  the  Spree.) 

"  Have  him  relieved  by  the  next  file  for  duty,  and  brought 
here  immediately.'* 

Private  Vogelwiede,  a  sturdy  Silesian  campaigner,  who  had 
oeen  woundef  at  Cunnersdorf,  and  had  served  under  my  father 
in  all  the  great  battles  of  the  Seven  Years*  War,  soon  appeared 
at  ^e  palace,  with  a  mmgled  expression  of  surprise  and  alarm 
on  his  large  visape^  supposing  that  «ome  misdemeanour  was  to 
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be  alleged  against  him ;  but  this  soon  changed  into  downright 
horror,  when  my  father,  with  a  manner  oddly  indicative  of  half 
comicality  and  entire  commiseration,  read  the  king's  peremptory 
order,  and  pointed  to  the  blooming  bride. 

"  Sturm  und  Gewitter !"  swore  the  luckless  grenadier  in  great 
wrath ;  **  do  you  mean  to  say,  Herr  Colonel,  that  I  am  to  marry 
tliis  old  bag  of  bones — this  very  shrivling  ?" 

"  My  poor  Vogelwiede,  it  is  marry,  or  march  to  Spandau." 

"  Ach  Gott,  what  an  old  vampire  it  is !"  said  Vogelwiede, 
shuddering. 

"  I  am  utterly  bewildered,  comrade,"  said  my  father. 

"  In  mercy  to  me,  Herr  Colonel,  tdl  me  what  I  have  done  that 
I  am  to  be  punished  thus  ?" 

''  I  can't  say,  my  poor  fellow,  that  I  understand  the  affair  in 
any  way ;  but  we  all  know  our  father  Frederick,  and  that  the 
dose,  however  nauseous,  must  be  swallowed.  You  must  either 
be  chained  to  her,  or  to  a  thirty-six  pound  shot  in  Spandau — a 
companion  you  wUl  not  get  rid  of,  even  by  day.'* 

"  Der  Teufel !  der  Teufel !"  groaned  the  grenadier,  who  was 
actually  perspiring  with  the  idea  of  the  whole  affair,  while  the 
old  woman,  with  her  grey  hairs,  yellow  fangs,  and  grimy  wrinkles, 
grinned  like  some  gnome  sent  by  the  Ruberzahl,  or  a  witch  from 
the  Elocksberg ;  and  to  him  it  seemed  as  the  sentence  of  death 
when  my  father  said,  — 

"  Send  for  the  chaplain  of  the  brigade,  and  desire  him  to  bring 
his  prayer-book  and  surplice." 

*'  Oh,  Colonel,  remember  Cunnersdorf,  and  how  when  a  boy  I 
held  Eieldmarshal  Keith  dying  in  my  arms  at  Hochkirchen — I 
was  his  favourite  orderly,"  urged  poor  Vogelwiede,  melted  almost 
to  tears ;  but  it  was  espouse  or  Spandau,  and  he  was  married  in 
the  military  chapel,  to  his  own  intense  misery,  to  the  utter 
bewilderment  of  his  comrades,  who  knew  not  what  to  make  of 
the  affair,  and  to  the  exulting  joy  of  the  hideous  old  crone. 

Six  months  after,  Frederick  returned  from  the  reviews  at  Halle 
to  Berlin,  and  desired  my  father  to  bring  before  him  the  couple, 
who  had  been  married  by  his  orders. 

''  Ach  Gott !"  he  exclaimed,  on  seeing  the  grinning  hag  and 
the  miserable  grenadier,  who  thready  looked  grey  and  worn ; 
"  what  the  devil  is  this  you  have  done,  Herr  Colonel  P" 

"I  obeyed  your  majesty's  singular  command,"  replied  my 
father,  haughtily. 

"  Is  this  the  woman  to  whom  you  have  married  Otto  Vogel- 
wiede, the  premier  grenadier  of  my  Guards  ?  '* 

"  'Tis  the  woman  who  bore  your  Majesty's  somewhat  peremp- 
tory order,  as  all  the  corps  can  testify.'^ 
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"Der  Teufel!  she  is  no  more  to  compare  to  the  one  who  re- 
ceived it,  than  a  cup  of  Dresden  china  is  to  a  bowl  of  Bunzlau 
clay!  But  I  shall  find  her  out  yet,  and  married  she  shall 
be  to  the  next  tallest  man  in  the  battalion,  so  sure  as  Heaven 
hears  me !  and  as  for  you.  Colonel — dummer  Teufel—as  for 
you " 

"  No  more  dummer  Teufel  (blockhead)  than  yourself,  Frede- 
rick of  Prussia !"  exclaimed  my  father,  furiously.  "  This  to  me  ? 
Have  you  forgotten  my  services,  and  that  day  at  Amoneburpr, 
when  side  by  side  we  built  up  breastworks  of  the  fallen  dead, 
and  fired  over  them  ?" 

"I  have  not,  Herr  Colonel ;  but  potztausend ! '* 

"  llemcmber  that  I  am  the  well-born  Warriston  von  Warriston, 
which  in  plain  Scottish  means  of  that  ilk,  and  I  shall  not  be 
sworn  at  even  by  a  king  of  Prussia." 

Frederick  danced  with  rage  in  his  old  jackboots,  and  dashed 
his  Kosbach  pipe  upon  the  floor,  exclaiming 

"  Out  of  my  sight,  sir !  Begone  to  your  Bergschotten.*  I 
have  done  with  you  !" 

Whether  Gretchen  Viborg  was  married  to  the  next  tallest 
grenadier,  or  to  the  miller  on  the  Spree,  I  know  not,  for  that 
very  day  my  father  doffed  the  uniform  of  which  he  was  so  proud, 
the  trappings  of  the  1st  Guards — the  same  uniform  in  which 
Frederick  was  buried  six  years  after  at  Potsdam,  and  resigned 
his  commission,  in  which  he  was  succeeded  by  Peter  Schreutzer, 
the  king's  new  favourite.  Entering  the  service  of  the  States 
General,  he  was  made  Colonel-in-Chief  of  their  Scots  Brigade, 
then  consisting  of  six  battalions,  in  one  of  which  I  obtained  a 
cadetship ;  so  you  may  perceive  the  strange  chain  of  events  by 
which — because  Gretchen  Viborg  had  to  meet  her  miller,  and  her 
note  found  another  bearer — I  ultimately  find  myself  a  captain  ia 
his  Britannic  Majesty's  94th  Foot,  and  in  the  service  of  my 
native  country." 

Wc  shall  have  other  marches  of  more  importance  to  detail  thau 
the  first  essay  of  our  young  volunteer,  who,  though  cheered  from 
time  to  time  by  the  merry  music  of  the  drums  and  fifes  (which, 
in  fact,  are  more  inspiring  and  martial  than  any  brass  band  can 
ever  be),  found  the  route  weary  enough  by  the  pre-macadamite 
roads  of  those  days,  which  were  somewhat  like  the  dry  beds  of 
mountain  burns.  So  marching  was  rough  and  weary,  yet  Quentin 
never  flinched,  as  they  proceeded  bv  the  dark,  heathy,  and  solitary 
ufls  of  the  Muirkirk-of-Kyle,  by  Camwath,  where  a  party  of  the 
Gordon  Highlanders,  under  Logan  of  that  ilk,  joinea  them,  and 
by  Kirknewton,  where,  from  an  eminence,  over  which  the  roadway 
*  Scots  Highlanders ;  this  is  a  true  anecdote  of  Frederick's  caprice. 
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wound,  he  saw,  for  the  first  time,  the  wooded  expanse  of  the 
beautiful  Lothians,  with  the  swelling  outline  of  Arthur's  Seat, 
the  blue  Firth,  widening  to  a  sea,  the  fertile  hills  of  Eife,  the 
lordly  Ochil  mountains,  and  those  of  thirteen  counties,  stretching 
far  away  even  to  the  distant  Lammermuirs,  and  in  the  middle 
distance,  grey,  dim,  and  smoky,  the  **  Queen  of  the  North,  upon 
her  hilly  throne." 

Then  the  soldiers  hailed  her  with  a  cheer  a.  -^  a  roll  on  the 
drums,  announcing  that  there  ended  their  last  day's  march. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

GOLCH£ST£R  BAI>EACKS« 

**  Hail,  sweet  recruiting  serrlce,  pleasing  tcil, 
Ball-room  campaigns,  tea-parties,  dice  and  Hoyle! 
Ye  days  when  danjjling  was  my  only  duty, 
Enyied  by  cits,  c^esscS  by  every  beauty ; 
Envied  by  citp,,  so  scared  by  every  glance, 
Shot  at  their  daughters,  going  down  the  dance." 

Military  Magazine,  1812. 

Faithful  to  his  promise,  before  embarking,  Quentin  Kennedy 
wrote  from  Edinburgh  to  his  friend  the  old  quartermaster,  in- 
forming him  of  the  step  he  had  taken,  of  the  lucky  chance  that 
had  turned  up  for  him  in  the  Queen  Anne's  Head  at  Ayr,  and 
that  he  was  off  to  join  the  army  as  a  simple  volunteer ;  but  being 
resolved  to  owe  all  to  himself  and  to  his  own  spirit,  courage,  and 
energy,  and  to  prevent  his  old  friend.  Lord  Rohallion,  from  doing 
anything,  strange  to  say,  he  did  not  mention  what  regiment  of  the 
line  he  had  chosen,  though  he  knew  well  that  the  mystical  No. 
25  would  have  made  the  hearts  of  the  veteran  general  and  the 
quartermaster  leap  within  them,  while  poor  old  Jack  Andrews- 
would  be  certain  to  get  helplessly  groggy  m  honour  of  the  occasion. 

He  sent  no  messages  or  memories  to  any  one,  for  the  letter 
was  indited  amid  the  hurly-burly  of  Boole's  gay  and  then  well- 
known  military  coffee-house  in  Prince' s-street,  nearly  opposite 
the  North  Bridge;  and  Captain  Warriston,  who  was  standing 
fully  accoutred  with  a  group  of  other  officers  of  various  Scottish 
regiments,  all  talking,  laughing,  and  smoking,  urged  him  **  to  be 
sharp,"  as  they  had  not  a  moment  to  lose  before  the  mail  started, 
and  that  the  smack^  Lord  Nelson,  had  her  topsail  loose;  so  he- 
seut  no  remembrance  to  his  dear  Flora  Warrender,  though  he 
sealed  his  letter  with  a  sigh,  and  his  soul  seemed  to  go  with  it 
to  her. 

Sailing  in  an  armed  Leith  ship,  without  convoy.  Captain  War« 
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riston*s  detachments  of  recruits,  after  beating  against  a  bead 
wind  for  two  weeks,  but  without  encountering  a  storm,  a  gale,  or 
an  enemy's  ship  of  wur,  made  the  coast  of  Essex,  landed  at  Har- 
wich, and  marched  to  Colchester  Barracks,  where  each  subaltern 
reported  himself  to  his  commanding  oi&cer,  and  handed  over  his 
detachment  of  recruits,  doubtless  glad  to  be  rid  of  them. 

How  often  were  the  last  scene  with  Flora,  those  last  words  and 
those  last  kisses,  under  the  old  sycamores  in  the  avenue,  rehearsed 
over  and  over  again. 

"Ah,"  thought  he,  "  could  I  but  persuade  myself  that  she  will 
not  entirely  forget  me ;  that  some  tender  recollections,  some  soft 
memory  of  the  poor  lonely  and  friendless  lad,  who  loved  her  so 
well,  will  remain  in  her  heart,  now  that  I  am  far  away — gone  she 
knows  not  where,  but  gone  for  ever !  For  ever ! — ^then  what  will 
love  or  memory  avail  me  ?" 

The  novelty  of  his  situation,  the  sudden  and  remarkable  change 
of  scene,  the  short  sea  voyage,  the  crowded  and  somewhat  noisy 
barracks  of  Colchester,  then  filled  with  troops,  preparing  by 
hourly  training,  prior  to  their  departure  for  the  seat  of  wer; 
squads  undergoing  manual,  platoon,  and  pacing-stick  drill,  others 
worked  up  in  companies,  battalions,  and  brigades,  the  general 
bustle  and  light-heartedness  of  all  around  him ;  the  new  occupa- 
tion, new  faces  and  new  episodes,  all  so  different  from  his  former 
monotonous  life  in  that  old  castle  by  the  Firth  of  Clyde— a  life 
that  seemed  like  a  dre^un  now — ^soon  weaned  Quentin  from  his 
sadder  thoughts ;  and  he  was  startled  to  find  that,  after  a  time, 
instead  of  brooding  over  Flora's  image  and  idea  perpetually,  he 
could  only  think  of  her  occasionally,  and  ere  long,  that  he  bc^^an 
to  take  an  interest  in  the  crowds  of  ladies  who  came  to  view  the 
evening  parades,  to  promenade  with  the  officers  who  were  not  on 
duty,  and  to  hear  the  bands  play.  "  Love  sickness,  according  to 
our  revised  medical  code,  is  nothing  more  than  a  disarranged  di- 
gestion," says  a  writer;  so,  in  this  year  of  the  world — five 
thousand  and  odd,  according  to  Genesis,  and  Heaven  knows  how 
many  more,  according  to  geology— no  one  dies  of  love,  and,  in  the 
jovial  barracks  of  Colchester,  our  friend  Quentin  showed  no  signs 
of  the  malady. 

But  we  are  anticipating. 

The  battalion  of  the  25th,  or  the  Einj^'s  Own  Borderers,  to 
which  he  was  attached,  occupied  a  portion  of  the  stately  and 
spacious  barracks,  which  were  built  for  the  accommodation  of  ten 
thousand  infantry,  and  had  a  fine  park  of  artillery  attached  to 
them.  These  have  all  been  since  pulled  down  by  an  absurd  spirit 
of  mistaken  economy,  so  that  there  are  barely  quarters  for  a 
tingle  regiment  in  the  town. 
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On  the  day  after  his  arrival,  anxious  to  create  a  good  impres- 
sion, he  made  a  most  careful  toilet,  and  with  a  throbbing  heart 
was  introduced  by  Monkton  to  the  officer  oomnianding,  tbe 
irritable  Major  Middleton,  of  whom  he  had  heard  so  much,  and  to 
whom  he  presented  the  letter  of  introduction  and  recommendation 
given  by  his  good  friend  Captain  Wjuriston,  who  unfortunately 
was  compelled  to  be  absent  elsewhere. 

The  major  was  a  fine-looking  old  man,  who  had  entered  the 
service  from  the  militia  somewhat  late  in  life,  and  hence  the  ex- 
treme slowness  of  his  promotion,  for  he  was  now  near  his  sixtieth 
year.  He  had  a  clear,  keen,  and  bright  blue  eye ;  a  suave,  but 
grave  and  decided  manner,  with  a  deep  and  authoritative  tone  of 
voice.  He  still  wore  his  thin  hair  queued,  though  after  being  re- 
duced to  seven  inches  in  length,  by  the  general  order  of  1804,  by 
another  order  in  1808,  the  entire  army  was  shorn  of  those 
appendages. 

tearing  a  mutiny,  or  something  like  it,  the  obnoxious  mandate 
was  countermanded  the  next  day,  but,  Tchabod !  the  glory  had 
departed.  The  regimental  barbers  had  done  their  fatal  work,  and 
not  a  pifftail  remained  in  the  service,  from  the  Life  Guards  to  the 
Shetland  Volunteers,  save  among  a  few  privileged  men  of  the 
old  school,  who  stuck  to  it  in  defiance  alike  of  taste  and  autho- 
rity ;  and  one  of  these  was  Major  Middleton,  who  now  appeared 
in  full  uniform,  with  his  snow-white  shirt-frill  peeping  through 
his  gorget, — a  badge  retained  till  1830— and  a  spotless  white 
waistcoat  covering  the  comely  paunch,  while  his  queue,  seven 
inches  long,  with  its  black  silk  rosette,  wagged  gracefully  at  the 
back  of  his  fine  old  head,  which  was  powderSi  by  time  to  a  white- 
ness his  servant  could  never  achieve  with  the  puff. 

He  cordially  shook  hands  with  Quentin  and  with  Monkton,  and 
welcoming  the  latter  back  to  head-auarters,  bowed  them  to  chairs 
with  great  formality,  his  sword  and  pigtail  going  up  and  down 
like  pump-handles  the  while,  and  then  with  his  sturdy  back 

{)lanted  a^inst  the  chimney-piece,  he  proceeded  to  read  over  the 
etter  of  Warriston,  Quentin  in  the  meantime  undergoing  the 
pleasant  process  of  being  occasionally  eyed  askance  with  those 
clear,  keen  eyes — and  a  steady  glance  they  had — the  glance  of 
one  who  had  often  been  face  to  face  with  death  and  danger,  in 
the  East  Indies  and  the  West,  in  Anaerica,  and  wherever  conquests 
were  to  be  added  to  Britain's  growing  empire. 

"  My  old  friend  Warriston  recommends  yon  highly,  Mr. 
Kennedy — ver^  highly  indeed,"  said  the  major,  as  he  folded  the 
letters  and  again  snook  Quentin  by  the  hand ;  **  but  I  hope  that 
the  step  you  are  taking  has  the  full  concurrence  of  all  who  are 
interested  in  your  welfare  ^*' 
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With  a  heightened  colour,  Quentin  begged  the  worthy  major 
to  be  assured  that  it  had. 

**  I  need  not  lell  you,  my  young  friend,  that  no  ordinary 
bravery  is  required  of  the  gentleman  volunteer,  for  something 
more  dashing  than  mere  service  in  the  ranks  is  necessary  to  win 
the  notice  of  those  in  authority  and  to  obtain  a  commission  in 
His  Majesty's  service.  *I  trust,  therefore,  that  you  have 
weighed  well  and  examined  your  mind,  and  are  assured  that  you 
possess  the  qualifications  necessary  for  the  profession — I  may 
well  say,  the  perilous  career — on  which  you  are  about  to 
enter." 

"  Qualifications,  sir  ? "  stammered  Quentin,  who  was  some- 
what oppressed  by  the  major's  exordium,  and  began  to  think  of 
Dominie  SkailFs  Greek  and  Latin  roots. 

"  Yes  ;  for  the  task  before  you  requires  a  daring  spirit,  and  a 
most  stoical  indifference  to  privation,  to  suffering,  and  to  death, 
as  you  will  have  to  bear  a  voluntary  part  in  every  dangerous  or 
arduous  enterprise,  on  every  desperate  duty ;  and  have  to 
volunteer  for  every  forlorn  hope  and  reckless  adventure." 

"I  have  weighed  well,  major,  and  I  shall  shrink  from 
nothing !  I  long  only  for  the  opportunity  of  showing  that  I 
shall  be — shall  be  what  my  father  was  before  me,"  said  Quentin, 
with  flashing  eyes  and  quivering  lips,  while  he  felt  that  these 
were  not  the  kind  of  men  to  boast  before. 

The  old  major  regarded  the  lad  attentively,  and  said — 

"  Give  me  your  hand  again ;  I  like  your  spirit,  and  hope  ere 
long  to  wet  your  commission  and  welcome  you  as  a  brother 
officer.  I  enforce  the  strictest  obedience,  and  some  term  me 
severe,  yet  I  hope  you  will  like  me ;  for,  if  pleased  with  you, 
your  future  prospects  shall  be  my  peculiar  care." 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,"  said  Quentin,  with  a  very  full  heart. 

"  I  like  to  regard  the  regiment  as  one  large  family ;  and  when 
we  consider  the  manifold  dangers  we  dare,  and  the  sufferings  we 
endure  together,  all  soldiers — officers  and  men  alike — more  than 
any  other  human  community,  have  reasons  for  stroni?  mutual 
attachment,  and  for  feeling  themselves  indeed  brothers.  There 
are  some  of  the  brotherhood,  however,  over  whom  I  have,  at 
times,  to  keep  a  tight  hand — yourseit^  for  instance — Dick  Monk- 
ton,  eh  ?" 

"True,  major,  the  adjutant  has  come  to  me  in  his  harness 
more  than  once  for  my  sword ;  but,  like  a  good  fellow,  you 
always  sent  it  back  again,"  said  Monkton,  laughing. 

"Two  remarks  of  the  great  General  Monk  should  always  be 
borne  in  mind  by  those  who  enter  the  service,"  said  the  major, 
who  seemed  a  well-read  and  intelligent  officer ;  "  and  in  youth  I 
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learned  them  by  rote,  and  so  have  never  forgotten  them  since. 
'  War,  the  profession  of  a  soldier,  is  that  of  all  others  which,  as 
it  conferreth  most  honour  upon  a  man  who  therein  acqaitteth 
himself  well,  so  it  draweth  the  greatest  infamy  upon  one  who 
demeaneth  himself  ill;  for  one  fault  committed  can  never  be  rc- 

E aired,  and  one  hour  causeth  the  loss  of  that  reputation  which 
ath  been  thirty  years  acquiring !  *  Elsewhere  he  says,  *  A 
soldier  must  be  always  ready  to  confront  extremity  of  danger  by 
extremity  of  valour,  and  overtop  fury  with  a  higher  resolution. 
A  soldier  ought  to  fear  nothing  but  Ood  and  Dishonour,  and  the 
officer  who  commands  should  feel  for  him  as  a  parent  does  for 
his  child !  *  And  now,  to  become  more  matter  oi  fact,  Monkton 
will  tell  you,  Mr.  Kennedy,  all  about  a  volunteer's  outfit ;  the 
plainer,  and  the  less  there  is  of  it,  the  better." 

"  Thanks,  sir ;  you  are  most  thoughtful." 

"  You  shall  have  to  carry  the  arms  and  accoutrements  of  a 
private,  and  a  knapsack  too,  perhaps,  under  some  circum- 
stances, till  luck  turns  up  a  commission  for  you.  In  all  respects 
you  will  be  treated  as  a  gentleman ;  but  doing  the  duty  and 
yielding  the  implicit  obedience  of  a  private  soldier.  Do  you 
understand  me?" 

"  Perfectly,  sir,"  replied  Quentin,  cheerfully. 

"  As  for  the  knapsack,'*  said  Monkton,  "  its  weight  matters 
little  if  your  heart  be  light,  my  friend." 

Quentin  smiled,  as  if  he  meant  to  confront  fortune  boldly,  and 
the  future  too. 

*•  We  are  now  under  orders  to  hold  ourselves  in  readiness  for 
foreign  service,  and  a  fortnight  at  farthest  will  see  the  regiment 
on  board  ship." 

"  For  where  P  "  asked  Monkton. 

"  The  continent  of  Europe." 

Quentin  was  glad  to  hear  this,  as  he  knew  that  his  funds 
would  not  last  him  lon^  in  Colchester,  and  if  reduced  to  his 
volunteer  pay  of  one  shilhng  per  diem,  current  coin  of  the  realm, 
what  would  become  of  him  then  P 

"  You  shall  dine  with  me  at  the  mess  to-day  as  my  guest,  Mr. 
Kennedy,"  said  the  major,  "  and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
introducing  you  to  the  corps." 

"  And  as  my  guest  to-morrow,  Quentin,"  said  Monkton ;  "  it 
is  the  last  time  we  shall  have  our  legs  under  its  blessed  maho- 
gany, as  it  is  to  be  broken  up." 

"  What— the  table  P" 

"  No,  the  mess.    Adieu  till  the  drum  beats,  major." 

With  Monkton,  Quentin  quitted  Middleton's  quarters,  ex- 
tremely well-pleased  with  his  interview,  convinced  that  the 
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lieoteutant  must  have  quizzed  him  about  the  major's  alleged 
severity,  aiid  now  with  satisfaction  feeling  himself  in  some 
manner  a  member  of  the  corps  and  of  the  service,  a  part,  or 
portion  of  the  25th  Foot. 

His  uniform,  a  plain  scarlet  coatee,  faced,  lapelled,  and 
buttoned  like  that  of  an  officer,  with  two  little  swallow-taik  nine 
inches  long  (then  the  regulation),  though  destitute  of  lace  or 
epaulettes,  with  his  other  requisites,  made  a  sad  hole  in.  his 
httle  exchequer ;  and,  as  he  sat  in  his  room  that  night,  and 
counted  over  the  fifteen  that  remained  of  the  good  quarter- 
master's guineas,  he  felt  something  like  a  miser,  and  trembled 
for  the  future. 

However,  fifteen  guineas  were  more  than  a  subaltern's  pay  for 
a  month  j  he  was  only  to  be  two  weeks  in  barracks,  and  when 
once  in  camp,  a  small  sum  with  rations  would  go  a  long  way. 
He  had  a  subaltern's  Quarters  assigned  him,  with  an  officer^s 
allowance  of  coal,  oaadle,  and  barrack  furniture — to  wit :  one 
hard  wood  tMe ;  two  ditto  chairs,  of  the  Windsor  pattern ;  an 
elegant  ooal-box,  like  a  black  iron  trough,  bearing  the  royal 
arms,  and  the  huge  enigmatical  letters  B.O.,  of  which  he  could 
make  nothing ;  a  pair  of  bellows,  fire-irons,  fender,  and  an  iron 
candlestick,  unique  in  form  and  colour. 

These,  with  a  pallet,  formed  his  principal  household  gear,  and 
for  two  at  least  of  the  remaining  fourteen  days  he  would  have 
the  luxury  of  the  festive  mess,  the  perfection  of  a  dinner  table ; 
and  thereafter,  as  he  had  been  told,  it  would  be  broken  up,  its 
rich  old  plate  and  appurtenances  consigned  to  iron-bound 
chests,  ana  left  behind  in  the  barrack  stores,  and  many  who 
dined  therewith  might  never  meet  around  that  jolly  table  more, 
for  war  and  peril  were  before  them,  and  the  dust  would  be 
gathering  on  the  forgotten  mess  chests,  as  the  grass  would  be 
sprouting  on  the  graves  of  the  slain. 

But  little  thought  "The  Borderers"  of  that— for  the  soldier 
luckily  for  himselt,  is  seldom  of  a  very  reflective  turn — ^whcn  the 
orderly  drum  and  fife  struck  up  "The  Roast  Beef"  in  front  of 
the  mess-house  to  announce  that  dinner  was  being  served ;  anci 
there  Quentin  hurried,  in  company  with  tlie  msyor  and 
Monkton. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  LOST  LETTER. 

«  And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heatjs, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear : 
And  he  that  speaks  doth  grip  the  hearer's  wrist. 
Whilst  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action, 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  c^es." 

Shakespeare. 

As  Quentin's  heart  foreboded,  the  Master  of  Eohallion  made  the 
best  use  of  his  time  with  Flora  Warrender ;  but  without  much 
avail.  Late  events  had  engendered  in  her  breast  a  spirit  of 
obstinacy  and  antagonism  to  his  proposals,  together  with  a  desire 
for  freeaom  of  thought  and  liberty  of  action  that  proved  very 
damaging  to  the  cause  of  Cosmo,  and  in  a  fit  of  spleen  he  de- 
parted for  a  week  or  two,  to  visit  Earl  Hugh  at  Eglinton ;  for 
though  by  no  means  a  marrying  man,  the  Honourable  Cosmo,  as 
we  have  stated,  conceived  that,  in  the  present  state  of  his 
finances,  he  might  get  through  the  world, — "battle  the  watch," 
as  he  phrased  it, — pretty  well,  if  he  obtained  the  lands  of  Ardgour, 
the  accumulated  rents  of  which  had  been  so  long  under  trust, 
and  would  prove  to  him  a  very  lucky  accession,  even  though 
encumbered  by  Elora  Warrender  as  a  wife  or  appendage.  But 
on  obtaining  the  command  of  a  regiment  of  the  line,  with  all  the 
perquisites  which  then  attended  that  appointment,  he  did  not 
despair  of  ultimately  getting  rid  of  his  betes  noires,  the  chilckea 
of  «J  udah. 

Thus  his  cold  hauteur  and  nonchalance  on  one  hand,  and  Ladv 
Rohallion's  steady  resolve  on  the  other  to  bend  her  to  their  will, 
together  with  sorrow  for  Quentin,  whom  she  viewed  as  a  victim, 
rendered  Flora  Warrender  inexorable  in  her  opposition,  and,  as^ 
Lord  Koballion  said,  their  own  mismanagement  still  continued 
to  spoil  the  whole  affair. 

After  an  absence  of  some  days  Cosmo  returned,  and  resolved 
to  make  a  last  effort  with  Flora,  and  thought  to  pique  her  by 
praises  of  the  fair  daughters  of  Earl  Hugh,  the  Ladies  Jane, 
Lilias,  and  Mary;  but  this  artifice  was  so  shallow  that  she 
merely  laughed  when  she  heard  him,  while  poor  simple  Lady 
Eohallion  &ared  that  his  heart  had  really  been  affected  in  another 
quarter. 

"  And  so  you  really  admire  Lady  Lilias  Montgomery,  our  old 
friend's  daughter  P*'  she  asked,  as  they  sat  in  the  bay  window  of 
tha  old  yellow  drawing-room. 
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"I  always  did  so,"  replied  the  Master;  "there  is  certainly 
an  exquisite  air  of  refinement  about  the  girl,  and  she  has  a 
splendid  seat  on  horseback." 

**  Her  air  is  peculiar  to  all  the  Montgomery s ;  I  remember  me 
well  of  Earl  Alexander,  who  was  shot  by  the  villain  Mungo 
Campbell,  and  he  had  the  air  of  a  prince !  But  what  do  you 
think  of  LadvLilias?" 

"  Think  ?  pondered  Cosmo,  dreamily,  as  he  lay  back  in  a 
satin  fauteuil,  and  gazed  on  the  far-stretching  landscape  that  was 
steeped  in  sunny  haze. 

*•  Yes,"  said  his  mother,  anxiously. 

"  I  think  she  has  not  the  lands  and  rental  of  Ardgour,  or  their 
equivalent." 

"Cosmo,  Cosmo,"  said  Lady  Rohallion,  with  asperity,  "I 
would  have  you  to  love  Elora  for  herself,  and  herself  only." 

"  My  dear  mother,  you  old-fashioned  folks  in  Carrick  here  are 
sadly  behind  the  age ;  but  I  am  booked  for  foreign  service,  and 
a  wife  would  only  prove  a  serious  encumbrance  after  all/' 

"  Flora  Warrender  may  change,  or,  what  would  be  better,  she 
may  know  her  own  mind  before,  or  long  before,  you  come  back." 

"  Perhaps,"  sneered  Cosmo ;  "  love  of  change  or  change  of 
love  effects  miracles  in  the  female  heart  at  times.  Till  the)ij  we 
must  content  ourselves  with  drawing  stakes,  while  I  march  off, 
not  exactly  with  the  honours  of  war,  but  with  the  band  playing 
*the  girl  I  left  behind  me* — very  consoling  it  is  no  doubt, 
damme !" 

"  Do  you  really  love  that  girl,  Cosmo  ?"  asked  the  old  lady, 
looking  up  from  a  mysterious  piece  of  needlework,  with  which 
she  always  believed  herself  to  be  busy,  and  mistaking  Cosmo's 
wounded  self-esteem  for  a  softer  sentiment. 

"  Love  her — ^yes,  of  course  I  do — that  is,  well  enough,  perhaps 
to  marry;  her,  as  marriage  goes  now-a-days;  but**  (and  here  he 
spoke  with  concentrated  passion)  "  I  hate  the  beggar's  brat  who 
has  come  between  her  and  me !" 

"  Oh,  Cosmo,  don't  say  so,  I  implore  you !"  said  Lady  Ro- 
hallion, sighing  bitterly ;  "  after  all  the  past,  and  with  the  doubt 
and  mystery  that  overhang  his  future,  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  our 
lost  Quentin  spoken  of  thus." 

"Poor  chick — our  lost  darling!"  said  Cosmo;  "but  after 
seventeen  years  spent  in  the  Household  Brigade,  to  be  out- 
manoeuvred by  a  country  Dolly  such  as  Flora  and  a  fellow  like 
this  Quentin  of  yours,  is  simply  and  decidedly  absurd !"  he  added, 
with  fierce  grimace,  while  his  father,  who  entered  at  that  moment 
and  overheard  him,  laughed  heartily  at  his  chagrin. 

And  now  about  this  time  John  Legate,  the  tall  spindle-shanked 
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running  footman,  brought,  among  other  letters  from  Mavbole, 
one  for  the  Master,  endorsed  "  on  His  Majesty's  Service,"  and 
another  for  Mr.  John  Girvan,  so  worn,  frayed,  and  covered  with 
postage-marks,  that  the  good  man  was  quite  puzzled  by  its  appear- 
ance, and  thrice  wiped  nis  spectacles  to  decipher  ail  the  names 
and  dates,  until  the  dominie,  who  was  seated  by  him,  beside 
a  friendly  jug  of  toddy,  suggested  that  candles  should  be  pro- 
cured, as  the  tvrilight  was  deepening  into  night,  and  tUe  interior 
of  the  missive  would  resolve  all  their  doubts  and  expectations. 

It  was  opened,  and  proved  to  be  from  Quentin  Kennedy — 
from  Quentin,  and  dated  at  Poole's  Military  Coffeehouse,  Edin- 
burgh, more  than  a  month  back  !  He  had  addressed  it  simply 
to  the  Castle  of  Rohallion,  and  it  had  gone  by  mail  and  stage 
over  all  Britain,  until  some  chance  hand,  endorsing  "  try  Ayrshire," 
sent  it  to  its  destination. 

"  Awa  soldiering  as  a  volunteer !  Wae  is  me,  wae  is  me,  but 
this  is  pitiful,  exceedingly  pitiful !"  exclaimed  the  dominie,  lifting 
up  his  hands  and  eyes;  "think  of  my  wasted  latinity !" 

"  Dominie,  you  are  a  gowk !  I  like  the  lad's  spirit,  and  respect 
it,"  said  the  quartermaster,  whose  eyes  were  so  full  that  he 
could  scarcely  peruse  the  letter ;  **  but  he's  ower  young  for  such 
hard  work.  I  mind  well  of  what  I  had  to  go  through  in  my 
time  in  Germany  and  America." 

"  Ower  young,  think  ye  ?" 

"  But  he  is  hardy  and  manly." 

"According  to  Poly  bins,  in  his  sixth  book,  the  Romans  could 
be  soldiers,  indeed,  had  to  be  soldiers,  in  their  seventeenth  year." 

"  Bother  your  Romans  !  fill  your  jug — a  steaming  brimmer, 
and  drain  it  to  Quentin's  health  and  success,  and  his  safety  too." 

Then  standing  up  erect,  the  quartermaster  drained  his  jug  at 
a  draught,  a  process  promptlv  followed  by  the  dominie;  but 
after  what  they  had  imbibed  already,  it  had  the  effect  of  rapidly 
multiplying  the  lights  and  other  objects,  and  also  tended  to 
make  their  utterance  thick  and  indistinct. 

"  I  must  away  to  my  lord  wi'  this  braw  news,"  said  Girvan ; 
"  the  puir  lad !  he  didna  deceive  me  after  all,  but  wrote  when  he 
had  time.  And  this  Captain  Warriston  who  befriended  Quentin 
—(God  bless  him,  say  I !) — befriended  him,  dominie,  because  he 
was  a  soldier's  son.  Ah,  dominie,  dominie ! — that  is  the  pee- 
muisonry  of  the  service^  which  makes  all  in  it  brothers — ^the  true 
spirit  of  camaraderie !  Another  jorum  to  the  health  of  this  cs^- 
tain,  whoever  he  be." 

**  Bring  forth  the  amphora — ^the  greybeard  o'  whisky ;  but  John, 
John,"  said  the  dommie,  shaking  his  old  wig  sententiously, 
«'  what  saith  Habakkuk  ?" 

H 
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"  How  the  deevil  should  I  ken  ?  and  it  is  but  little  I  care,** 
added  the  irreverent  quartermaster. 

"  He  saith,  '  Woe  unto  him  that  giveih  his  neighbour  drink, 
that  putteth  a  bottle  to  him,  and  maketh  him  drunken,"  "  said 
the  dominie,  balancing  himself  by  turns  on  each  leg;  anid  open- 
ing and  shutting  each  eye  alternately. 

"  Drunken,  you  whaislin  precentor  P** 

**  Yea,  as  thou,  wicked  quartermaster,  hast  made  me,  and  when 
!)re  are  close  on  the  hour  *  o'  night's  black  arch  the  keystone,'  as 
^'uir  Burns  has  it." 

"  Never  mind,  dominie,  the  night  is  dark,  and  naebody  will 
see  you,"  stammered  Girvan ;  "  stick  your  knees  into  the  saddle 
— gie  your  powny  the  reins,  and  he'll  take  you  straight  home,  as 
he  usually  does.  But  I  must  away  to  mv  lord  with  this  news ; 
and  so  good-night.  Now,  dominie,  steady— eyes  front,  if  yoa 
can ! — Imt  cocked  forward,  cockade  over  the  left  eye — queue 
dressed  straight  with  the  <seam  of  the  coat — ^head  up,  little  nng^ 
of  each  hand  on  the  seam  of  the  breeches — ^left  foot  thrown  well 
out — pike  advanced — forward,  march !  and  hip,  hip,  hurrah  for 
Quentm,  the  volunteer !" 

And  arm  in  arm  the  two  old  tojjers  quitted  the  "  snuggery/* 
the  dominie  to  go  home  in  oare  of  his  pony,  and  his  entertainer 
to  seek  Lord  and  Lady  Eohallion  before  they  retired  for  the 
night. 

That  sure  tidings  had  come  of  Quentin's  safety  occasioned  the 
noble  and  worthy  couple  sincere  joy. 

"  So,  so,"  sa-d  the  old  lord ;  "it  is  as  I  feared— the  ijoor  lad 
has  joined  the  service." 

"  As  a  volunteer,"  added  Girvan,  with  great  empressement. 

"  As  a  poor,  friendless  volunteer,  Winny ;  think  of  that,  when 
one  line  from  me  to  the  Duke  of  York  would  give  him  an  en^ 
signcy.  We  have  cruelly  mismanaged  this  boy's  prospects  !  I 
would  that  we  knew  the  regiment  he  has  joinea ;  but,  strange  to 
say,  he  omits  to  mention  it." 

In  his  joy  and  hurry,  the  quartermaster  had  never  thought  of 
the  omission. 

"  This  officer,  Warriston,  whom  he  mentions,  must  be  a  right 
eood  fellow,  and  his  name  may  be  a  clue.  We  shall  search  the 
Army  List  to-morrow,  John ;  till  then,  good-night." 

Tidings  that  a  letter  had  come  from  Quentin  at  last,  spread 
through  the  castle  like  wild-fire,  and  it  was  the  first  news  with 
which  Flora's  maid  greeted  her,  when,  an  hour  before  the  usual 
time,  she  tapped  on  her  bedroom  door,  and,  as  the  reader  may 
imagine,  the  aoigail  was  despatched  at  once  to  the  quartermaster 
for  a  sight  of  the  all-important  letter,  which  she  took  oare  to 
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read  before  it  reached  the  hands  of  her  impatient  young  mistress. 
Piora  read  it  over  twice  or  thrice,  examining  all  the  successive 
postmarks  which  indicated  its  devious  wanderings  In  the  tex: 
there  was  no  mention  of  her.  She  was  disappointed  at  first,  but 
after  reflecting,  she  deemed  that  his  silence  was  delicate  and 
wise. 

There  were  great  and  genuine  rejoicings  in  the  servants'-hall, 
where  the  gamekeepers,  grooms,  the  gardeners,  Mr.  Spillsby  the 
butler,  John  the  running-footman,  the  housemaids,  and  Old 
Andrews,  made  such  a  clatter  and  noise  that  thev  kindled  the 
somewhat  ready  wrath  of  the  Master,  who  rang  his  bell  furiously 
to  "  still  the  infernal  hubbub,"  as  he  lay  a-bed  reading  his  mis- 
sive, which  was  not  quite  to  his  taste ;  and,  as  for  the  veteran 
Jack  Andrews,  he  got  most  disreputably  tipsy  by  ioibibing  a 
variety  of  drams  to  Quentin's  health  in  Mr.  Spillsby's  pantry  . 
and,  in  short,  the  quartermaster's  letter  proved  a  nine  days' 
wonder  in  Bohallion. 


CHAPTER    XXVIIL 

A  LAST  REJECTION. 

"  Ae  fond  kiss  and  then  we  sever ! 
Ae  £eurewell,  alas  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sighs  and  ^ans  I'll  wage  thee; 
Who  aluul  say  that  Fortune  grieves  him 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  ?" — ^Busira. 

Ignoring  the  source  or  cause  of  the  excitement  among  the 
household,  Cosmo  lounged  into  the  breakfast-parlour,  where  the 
silver  urns  were  hissing  amid  a  very  chaste  equipage,  and 
where  the  September  sun  was  shining  in  through  clusters  of 
sweet  briar  and  monthly  roses,  and  as  he  seated  himself  he 
handed  to  his  father  a  long  official-like  document,  at  the  sight 
of  which  his  mother  changed  colour,  and  even  Plora,  who  looked 
charming  in  her  smiling  radiance,  lace  frills,  and  morning  dress 
of  spottSi  white  muslin,  lifted  her  dark  eyelashes  with  interest. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Cosmo  ? — ^your  leave  cancelled  ?"  asked 
Kohallion. 

"  Oh  no,  my  lord — ^nothing  so  bad  as  that.*' 

"A  summons  from  head-quarters,  I  see." 

"  Something  very  like  it,"  drawled  Cosmo ;  "  read  it  to  the 
.adies.    Spillsoy,  some  coffee — ^no  cream,** 

The  letter  ran  briefly  thus  :— 
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"  Horse  Guards,  &c.  &c. 

"  Sir, — ^I  have  the  lionour  to  acquaint  you,  by  direction  of 
His  Royal  Highness  the  Field-Marshal  Commandinff-in- Chief, 
that  it  is  now  in  his  power  to  appoint  you  to  one  of  the  second 
battalions  lately  raised  for  the  line  and  for  immediate  foreign 
service,  provided  that  within  a  fortnight  you  are  prepared  to 
assume  the  command,  in  which  case  your  name  shall  appear  in 
the  next  Gazette. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c.  &c. 

"  Major  the  Hon.  C.  Crawford, 
&c.  &c." 

"  A  fortnight ! — are  we  to  have  you  only  for  a  fortnight,  mj 
dear,  dear  Cosmo?"  exclaimed  Lady  Rohallion,  all  her  maternal 
tenderness  welling  up  at  once. 

"  You  will  not,  I  fear,  have  me  so  long,  my  dear  mother,"  saic* 
he ;  "  and  you,  Flora,  he  added  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  purposely 
held  his  plate  across  her  for  a  wing  of  grouse ;  "  and  you '* 

"  Give  you  full  leave  to  go,  with  my  dearest  wishes,  and  your 
heart  unbroken.  Come,  Cosmo,"  she  added  in  the  same  low 
voice,  and  with  a  soft  smile ;  "  let  us  part  friends,  at  least." 

Cosmo's  eyes  seemed  to  shrink  and  dilate,  while  a  cold  and 
haughty  smile  spread  over  his  otherwise  handsome  features,  as  he 
turned  quietly  to  discuss  his  grouse,  and  said  to  the  butler, — 

"  Spillsby,  tell  the  groom  to  have  a  horse  saddled  for  my  man 
— take  Minden,  the  Day  mare — as  I  must  despatch  a  letter  to 
Maybole  within  an  hour." 

Breakfast  was  hurried  over  in  silence  and  constraint ;  then 
Cosmo,  kissing  the  brow  of  his  mother,  who  was  already  in  tears, 
— for  the  only  real  emotion  that  lingered  in  the  Master's  heart 
was  a  regard  for  his  mother — played  with  the  silk  tassels  of  his 
luxurious  dressing-gown,  and  lounged  into  the  library  to  write 
his  answer  to  the  military  secretary,  and  profess  himself  to  be 
completely,  as  in  duty  bound,  at  the  disposal  of  His  Royal  High- 
ness, and  proud  to  accept  the  command  offered  him. 

He  soon  penned  the  letter,  and  sealed  it  with  the  coronet,  the 
Shield  ffules  and  fess  ermine  of  Rohallion,  muttering  as  he  did 
so, — 

"The  line — ^the  line  after  all;  a  horrid  bore,  indeed,  to  come 
down  to  that !" 

He  threw  open  his  dressing-gown,  as  if  it  stifled  him,  almost 
tearing  the  tasselled  girdle  as  he  did  so,  and  planting:  his  foot  on 
the  buhl  writing  table,  lounged  back  in  an  easy-chair,  where  he 
strove  to  read  up  Sir  David  Dundas's  "Eighteen  Manoeuvres," 
and  fancied  how  he  wonld  handle  his  battalion  without  clubbing 
the  companies  or  bringmg  the  rear  rank  in  front ;  by  taking  tkem 
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into  action  with  snappers  instead  of  flints,  as  old  Whitelock  did 
at  Buenos  Ayres,  or  committing  other  little  blunders,  which 
might  prove  very  awkward  if  a  brigade  of  French  twelve-pounders 
were  throwing  in  grape  and  canister  at  half-musket  range. 

Soothed  by  his  pipe,  and  by  the  silence  of  the  place,  and  by  the 
subdued  sunlight  that  stole  through  the  deep  windows  of  that 
old  library,  so  quaint  with  its  oak-shelves  of  calf-bound  and  red- 
labelled  folios  and  quartos,  its  buhl  cabinets,  and  square-backed 
chairs  of  the  Covenanting  days,  its  half-curtained  oriel  window, 
through  which  were  seen  the  ripe  corn  or  stubble  fields  that 
stretched  in  distance  far  away  to  the  brown  hiils  of  Carrick. 
Soothed,  we  say,  by  all  this,  Cosmo  dawdled  over  the  pages  and 
the  diagrams  of  the  famous  review  at  Potsdam  for  some  time 
before  he  became  conscious  that  Flora  was  seated  near  him,  busy 
with  a  book  of  engravings. 

Then  begging  pardon  for  his  pipe  and  his  free-and-easy  posi 
tion,  a  bachelor  habit,  as  he  said,  he  arose  and  joined  her. 
Leaning  over  the  back  of  his  chair,  as  if  to  overlook  the  prints, 
while  in  reality  his  admiring  eyes  wandered  alternately  and 
admiringly  over  her  fine  glossy  hair,  the  contour  of  her  head,  and 
little  white  ears  (at  each  of  which  a  rose  diamond  dangled),  and 
her  delicate  neck,  which  rose  so  nobly  from  her  back  and  beauti- 
fully curved  shoulders,  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  consider- 
able softness  of  manner,  for  him  at  least, — 

**  Ton  my  honour,  friend  Flora,  I  believe  you  really  begin  to 
love  me,  after  all." 

"How  do  you  think  so,  or  whyP"  she  asked,  looking  half 
round,  with  her  bewitching  eyes  full  of  wonder  and  amusement. 

**  Because  we  always  quarrel  when  we  meet,  and  that  is  called 
a  Scots  mode  of  wooing,  isn't  it  ?'* 

**  So  our  nurses  used  to  say,  long  ago." 

**  And  were  they  right  ?" 

"Now,  dear  Cosmo,  let  us  talk  of  something  else,  if  you 
please,"  she  urged  pleadingly. 

"Why  so?" 

"  A  dangerous  topic  has  a  strange  fascination  for  you." 

"Dangerous?" 

"  Unpleasant,  at  least,"  said  Flora,  pettishly.  ♦ 

Cosmo  flung  the  "Eighteen  Manoeuvres"  of  Lieutenant- 
General  Dundas  very  angrily  and  ignominiously  to  the  extreme 
end  of  the  library,  and  folding  his  arms  stood  haughtily  erect 
before  Flora,  whose  bright  eyes  were  fixed  on  his,  with  a  smiling 


expression  of  fear  and  perplexity  combined. 
"  Can  it  be  possible,"  he  began,  "I  ask  you,  ( 
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•*  Oh,  you  are  about  to  address  me  officially — well,  sir  P** 

•*Can  it  be  possible,  Flora,  that  you  still  love  this  unknown 
prot^g6  of  my  foolish  mother — this  nameless  rascal,  who  has  run 
away,  heaven  knows  where  ?  By-the-bye,  I  wonder  if  Spillsby 
has  overhauled  the  plate  chest  since  he  went !" 

Flora  was  silent,  but  his  drusfuerie  and  categorical  manner 
offended  her,  and  filled  her  eyes  with  tears. 

"  This  weeping  is  enough,"  continued  the  exaoperated  Cosmo, 
who,  though  he  had  no  great  regard  for  Flora,  felt  his  self-esteem — 
which  was  not  small — most  fearfully  wounded;  "you  do  love  him." 

'*And  what  if  I  do?"  she  asked,  very  quietly,  but  withal 
rather  defiantly. 

"  Very  fine.  Miss  Warrender— very  fine,  'pon  my  soul !  That 
old  jade,  Anne  Eadcliffe,  with  her  *  Romance  of  the  Forest,'  her 
'Castles  of  Athlin  and  Dunbayne,'  and  this  new  Edinburgh 
fellow,  Scott,  with  his  '  Marmion,'  and  so  forth,  have  perfected 
your  education.    Your  teaching  has  been  most  creditable !" 

"  This  taunting  manner  is  not  so  to  you,"  replied'-Flora,  re- 
suming her  inspection  of  the  book  of  prints. 

''  Oho  !  we  are  in  a  passion  again,  it  seems  ?" 

"  Far  from  it,  sir — I  never  was  more  cool  in  my  life,*'  said  she, 
looking  up  with  a  wicked  but  glorious  smile. 

"  And  where  has  this  runaway  gone  ?  His  friends  in  the 
servants'  hall  heard  something  of  him  last  night  or  this  morning, 
if  I  may  judge  from  the  pot-house  row  they  made." 

"  He  has  gone  into  the  army,"  replied  Flora,  with  a  percepti- 
ble modulation  of  voice. 

"The  &nnj !"  replied  Cosmo,  really  surprised ;  "enlisted — ^for 
what  ? — a  fifer  or  triangle  boy  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Flora,  curling  her  pretty  nostril,  while  her  eyes 
gleamed  dangerously  under  their  long  thick  lashes. 

"For  what,  on  earth,  has  he  gone  then?" 

"A  gentleman  volunteer." 

"A  valuable  acquisition  to  His  Majesty's  service!"  said 
Cosmo,  laughing,  and,  greatly  to  Flora's  annoyance,  seeming  to 
be  really  amused ;  "  do  you  know,  friend  Flora,  what  a  volunteer 
is?" 

"Not  exactly,  sir,"  said  Flora,  again  looking  down  on  her 
book  of  prints  with  a  sigh  of  anger. 

"Shall  I  tell  you?" 

"  If  you  please." 

"We  never  had  any  in  the  Household  Brigade— such  fellows 
are  usually  to  be  found  only  witli  the  line  corps." 

"Ah— with  corps  that  go  abroad  and  really  see  service — I 
understand." 
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*  Sliss  WarrcDder,  the  Guards- 


"Well,  wkai  is  a  volunteer?"  asked  Flora,  beating  the  carpet 
with  a  very  pretty  foot. 

**  A  volunteer  is  a  poor  devil  who  is  too  proud  to  enlist,  and  is 
too  friendless  to  procure  a  commission ;  who  has  all  a  private's 
duty  to  do,  and  has  to  carr^r  a  musket,  pack,  and  havresack, 
wherein  are  his  ration-beef,  biscuits,  and  often  his  blackball  and 
shoebrushes ;  who  mounts  guard  and  salutes  me  when  I  pass  him, 
and  whom  I  may  handcuff  and  send  to  the  cells  or  guardhouse 
when  I  please ;  who  is  not  a  regular  member  of  the  mess  and 
may  never  be ;  who  gets  a  shilling  per  diem  with  the  chance  of 
Chelsea,  a  wooden  leg,  or  an  arm  with  an  iron  hook  if  his  limbs 
are  smashed  by  a  round  shot;  who  is  neither  officer,  non-com* 
missioned  officer,  nor  private — ^neither  fish,  flesh,  nor  goo4 
red-herring  (to  use  a  camp  phrase).  Oh,  Flora,  Flora  Warrender^ 
can  you  be  such  a  romantic  little  goose  as  to  feel  an  interest  in 
such  a  fellow  as  I  have  described  ?" 

Mingling  emotions,  indignation  at  the  Master's  insulting 
bitterness,  pity  for  Quentin,  and  pure  anger  at  the  annoyance  to 
which  she  was  subjected,  made  Flora's  white  bosom  heave  as  she 
quietly  turned  her  eyes,  wjth  a  flashing  expression,  however,  upon 
the  cat-like  regards  of  the  sneering  questioner,  and  said, — 

"Who  are  you,  sir,  that  would  thus  question  or  dictate  to 
me  ?" 

"  Who  am  I  ?"  he  asked,  while  surveying  her  through  his  glass 
with  amusement,  perplexity,  and  something  of  sorrow  in  his 
tone. 

"  Yes,  sir — who  are  yon  ?" 

"I  am,  I  believe,  Cosmo,  Master  of  Rohallion,  and  Colonel  to 
be,  of  a  very  fine  regiment ;  so  I  can  afford  to  smile  at  the  pride 
aad  petulance  of  a  moon-struck  girl." 

**  Oh,  how  unseemly  this  is  !  Whatever  happens,  let  us  part 
friends,"  said  she  pohtely,  perhaps  a  little  imploringly. 

**  So  be  it,"  said  he,  kissme  her  hand  as  she  retired. 

"  Now,  the  sooner  I  am  off  from  this  dreary  paternal  den  the 
better.  Awaj  to  London  at  once.  Andrews  I — Jack  Andrews," 
be  shouted,  m  a  tone  almost  of  ferocity ;  "  show  me  the  last 
newspapers."  They  were  soon  brought,  and  Cosmo's  sharp  eyes 
ran  rapidly  over  the  advertisements.  "  Let  me  see,"  he  pon- 
dered, **  travelling  by  mail  is  intolerable ;  one  never  knows  who 
the  devil  one  may  be  boxed  up  with  for  a  week,  a  fever  patient 
or  a  lunatic,  perhaps !  The  smacks  are  crowded  w'th  all  manner 
of  rubbish,  travelling  bagmen,  linesmen  going  home  on  leave, 
flick  mothers  and  squalling  babies.  What  is  this  ?  The  good 
ship  Edinburgh^  pinck-built,  near  the  new  quay  at  Leith,  sails  for 
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England  williout  convoy — carries  six.  12-pounders — master  to  be 
spoke  with  daily  at  the  Cross — ^to  be  spoke  with.  Faugh !  what 
says  the  next  advertisement?  *A  widow  lady,  who  is  to  set 
■  out  for  London  next  week  in  a  post-chaise,  would  be  glad  to 
hear  of  a  companion.  Enquire  at  the  Courant  office,  opposite 
the  Old  Fishmarket- close,  Edinburgh/  Eead !  the  very  thing — 
widow  lady — hope  she's  young  and  good-looking.    1*11  answer 

Such  advertisements  in  the  London  and  Edinburgh  papers 
were  quite  common  in  those  days,  when  travelling  expenses  were 
enormous. 

He  replied  to  it,  and  departed  from  Hohallion  in  a  great  hurry 
soon  after.  Whether  with  a  fair  companion  or  not,  we  are 
unable  to  say. 

We  hope  so,  and  that  on  the  journey  of  about  four  hundred 
miles  to  London,  the  amenity  of  the  fair  widow  consoled  him  for 
I  he  final  rebuff  he  met  with  from  Elora  Warrender. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  HESS. 

''  He  is  more  fortunate !    Tea,  he  hath  finished ; 
For  him  there  is  no  longer  any  future. 
His  life  is  bright ;  bright  without  spot  it  was, 
And  cannot  cease  to  be. 

O  'tis  well  with  him, 
But  who  knows  what  the  coming  hour. 
Veiled  in  thick  darkness,  brings  for  us ! — Wallenstein. 

The  mess-room  of  the  2nd  battalion  of  the  25th  Eoot,  in  old 
Colchester  Barracks,  was  a  long  room,  and  for  its  size  rather  low 
in  the  ceiling,  which  was  crossed  by  a  massive  dormant  beam  of 
oak.  Good  maliogany  tables  occupied  the  entire  length  of  the 
room,  with  a  row  of  hair- cloth  chairs  on  each  side  thereof.  It 
was  destitute  of  all  ornament  save  a  few  framed  prints  of  the 
popular  generals  of  tlie  time,  such  as  thie  Duke  of  York,  so  justly 
known  as  **the  soldier's  friend;"  Sir  Ralph  Abercrombie,  who  fell 
in  Effypt;  Sir  David  Dundas,  the  hero  of  Tournay;  Sir  David 
Baird,  flushed  with  triumph  and  revenue,  leading  on  his  stormers 
at  Seringapatam ;  the  sad  and  gentle  Sir  John  Moore,  and  others. 
The  room  was  uncarpeted,  but  the  number  of  tall  wax  candles^ 
m  silver  branches,  on  the  long  table,  and  in  girandoles,  on  the 
mantlepiece  and  side  board,  together  with  the  quantity  of  rich 
plate  that  was  disphiyed,  and  the  brilliance  of  the  assembled  coi&- 
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ifjany,  about  thirty  officers  in  full  uniform,  their  scarlet  coats  al! 
iaced  and  lapelled  to  the  waist  with  blue  barred  with  gold,  and 
all  their  bullion  epaulettes  glittering,  had  a  very  gay  appearance ; 
thus  the  general  meagreness  of  the  furniture  passed  unobserved. 

-At  mess  the  coats  were  then  worn  open,  with  the  crimson  silk 
sash  inside  and  over  a  white  waistcoat.  Nearly  all  the  seniors 
still  indulged  in  powdered  heads,  while  the  juniors  wore  tlieir 
hair  in  that  curly  profusion  introduced  by  George  IV.,  then  Prince 
of  Wales.  A  few  who  were  ou  duty  were  distiuguished  by  the 
pipe- clayed  shoulder-belt  and  gilt  gorget,  which  was  slung  round 
the  neck  by  a  ribbon  which  varied  in  every  corps  according  to 
the  colour  of  its  facings. 

Amid  much  good  numour  and  a  little  banter,  they  seated 
themselves,  and  the  president  and  vice-president— posts  taken  by 
every  officer  in  rotation — proceeded  to  their  tasks  of  dispensing 
the  viands. 

Quentin  was  seated  next  his  host.  Major  Middleton,  about  the 
centre  of  the  table,  and  he  surveyed  the  gay  scene  with  surprise 
and  pleasure,  though  looking  somewhat  anxiously  for  the  face  of 
his  kind  friend  "Warriston,  who  was  to  be  a  guest  that  evening, 
but  was  still  detained  on  duty. 

Tohira.much  of  the  conversationwasaperfect mystery,  beinghalf 
jocular  and  half  technical,  or  that  which  is  stigmatized  as  "  shop." 
It  chiefly  ran  on  drills,  duties,  and  mistakes— how  badly  those 
i94th  fellows  marched  past  yesterday,  and  so  forth ;  while  the 
standing  jokes  about  Buckle's  nag-tailed  charger,  Monkton's  old 
epaulettes,  Pimple's  last  love  affair,  and  the  old  commandant's 
£tate  of  mind  on  discovering  that  Colville  had  a  fair  visitor  in 
]iis  guard-room,  seemed  to  excite  as  much  laughter  as  if  they  had 
-all  been  quite  new,  and  had  not  been  heard  there  every  day  for 
the  last  six  months. 

Some  rapid  changes  would  seem  to  have  taken  place  at  the 
headquarters  of  the  2nd  battalion.  The  old  colonel  of  whom 
Quentin  heard  on  the  march  from  Ayr,  had  sold  out,  and  a  Major 
Sir  John  Glendinnin^  come  in  by  purchase.  One  Gazette  con- 
tained a  notice  of  this,  and  a  second  announced  the  death  of  Sir 
John  in  a  duel  with  an  officer  of  the  Guards.  The  lieutenant- 
colonelcy  was  thus  again  vacant,  and  all  present,  even  Monkton, 
hoped  the  step  would  be  given  in  the  regiment,  that  old  Major 
Middleton  would  get  the  command ;  thus  all  would  have  a  move 
upward,  and  who  could  say  but  Quentin  Kennedy  might  obtain 
the  en^igncy  which  would  thus  be  rendered  vacant  ?  But  poor 
Middleton  had  served  so  long,  and  had  seen  so  many  promoted 
■over  his  head,  that  he  ceased  to  be  hopeful  of  anything. 

•Some  of  the  youngsters  drank  wine  again  and  again  with  our 
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^oiin^  volunteer,  a  spirit  of  mischief  being  combined  with  their 
hospitality.  To  "  screw  a  Johnny  Raw  *'  was  one  of  the  chief 
practical  jokes  at  a  mess-table  then,  as  it  is  at  some  few  stiii ;  but 
Midd  let  en's  influence  soon  repressed  them. 

The  cloth  removed,  the  regimental  mull,  a  gigantic  ram's  head, 
the  horns  of  which  were  tipped  with  cairngorms  and  massive- 
silver  settings,  was  placed  before  the  president,  and  was  passed 
down  the  table  from  left  to  right,  according  to  the  custom  of  all 
Scottish  messes.  The  mull  was  the  farewell  gift  of  Lord  Rohai- 
lion,  and  the  gallant  ram  was  the  flower  of  all  that  he  could  pro- 
cure in  Carrick. 

The  proposed  expeditions  to  Spain  and  Holland  soon  formed 
the  staple  topics  for  discourse  and  surmise;  but  none  present 
had  the  slightest  idea  on  which  of  these  the  regiment  might  be 
despatched^ 

When  Quentin  looked  round  that  long  and  glittering  mess- 
table,  and  saw  so  many  handsome,  pleasant,  and  jovial  fellows,  all. 
heedless  and  full  of  high  spirits,  who  welcomed  him  among  them» 
s])oke  cheeringly  of  his  prospects  and  drank  to  his  success,  he  felt 
a  pang  on  reflecting  that  he  must  owe  it  to  the  death  in  battle  of 
one  at  least  among  them  ! 

There  was  a  plenty  of  laughter,  fun,  and  joking.  Many  ot 
those  present  were  more  or  less  dandies ;  but  the  military  Dun- 
dreary, the — to  use  a  vulgar  phrase — **  heavy  swell,"  who  affects  • 
the  style  of  Charles  Mathews  in  "  Used  Up,"  was  unknown  io. 
the  days  of  the  long,  long  war  with  France,  for  men  joined  the  - 
army  to  become  soldiers  indeed.  Their  predecessors  were  usually 
killed  in  action,  and  they  had  the  immediate  prospect  of  finding 
themselves  before  the  bravest  enemy  in  the  world. 

The  solemn  regimental  snob,  or  yawning  yahoo,  whose  private 
affairs  became  so  "  urgent"  in  the  Crimea ;  the  parvenu  Lancer  - 
or  lisping  Hussar,  cold,  sarcastic,  and  unimpressionable,  are  en- 
tirely the  growth  of  the  piping  times  of  peace,  and  to  them  the 
stern  advice  of  the  old  officer  of  other  times,  "  Be  ever  ready  with 
your  pistol,"  is  meaningless  now. 

"I  joined  the  service  as  a  volunteer,"  said  Rowland  Askerne, 
the  burly  captain  of  the  Grenadiers — as  his  massive  gold  rings  - 
aQuounced  him — turning  to  Quentin. 

"  Were  you  long  one  ?" 

"  Longer  than  1  quite  relished,"  replied  Askeme,  laughing. 

"  Indeed !"  said  Quentin,  anxiously. 

"  Yes — four  years ;  and  long  years  they  seemed  to  me."  * 

**  On  foreign  service  ?" 

•*  Of  course  j  and  pretty  sharp  service,  too,  sometimes.  I  carried 
a  musket  with  Middletou's  company  at  the  capture  of  Corsica,  in  . 
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'95,  and  again  with  tlie  Gordon  Highlanders  on  the  recent  expe- 
dition against  Porto  Ferraio,  in  Elba,  where  I  had  the  ill-luck  to 
be  the  only  man  hit.  A  French  tiraillenr  put  a  ball  through  my 
left  leg,  but  he  was  shot  the  next  moment  by  my  covering  file, 
Norman  Calder,  now  a  sergeant.  Some  of  the  Irish  in  '98  proved 
better  marksmen  than  the  French ;  they  knocked  a  number  of  ours 
on  the  head,  so  I  won  my  epaulettes  fighting  against  the  poor 
fellows  under  General  Lake,  at  Vinegar  HjU.  I  had  many  a 
heart-burning  before  they  promoted  me  (by  they  I  mean  the  Horse 
Guards) ;  and  I  swore  that  when  the  day  came  that  they  did  so, 
I  would  tread  on  my  sash  and  turn  cobjjler;  but  I  had  not  the 
heart  to  quit,  so  I  wear  my  harness  still — a  captain  only — when 
I  should  be  a  lieutenant-colonel  by  brevet,  at  least ;  but  Middle- 
ton's  case  is  a  harder  one  than  mine,  for  he  has  been  longer  jn 
the  service." 

"We  are  most  likely  bound  for  North  Holland,"  said  the 
adjutant ;  "  and  there  many  an  evil  will  be  ended." 

'<  The  French  are  in  great  strens^th  there,  and  hard  knocks  will 
be  going,"  added  MouKton.  "  Many  among  us  are  fated  per- 
haps to  find  a  last  abode  among  the  swamps  of  Beveland  ;  so,  if 
you  escape,  Kennedy,  you  must  certainly  gain  your  pair  of  colours, 
with  five  shillings  and  threepence  per  diem — less  the  income-tax 
— ^to  spend  on  the  luxuries  of  life — damme  1" 

*'  Glad  to  hear  we  are  to  be  off  so  soon,  Monkton,"  said  a 
smart,  but  somewhat  blas^-lookii^  J^i^^  lieutenant,  "for  we 
have  a  most  weary  time  of  it  here  in  Colchester.  The  course  of 
drill — drill,  always  drill — with  club,  sword,  or  musket,  and  the 
whole  routine  of  barrack  duty,  with  inspections  and  guards,  are 
decidedly  a  bore!" 

"  What  the  deuce  would  you  have,  Colville  P"  asked  the  ad- 
jutant, bluntly.    "  What  did  you  come  here  for  P" 

"  I  came  to  be  a  soldier,"  replied  the  "  used-up  "  sub,  with  a 
suave  smile. 

« To  be  a  soldier?" 

•*  Yes — not  to  doze  life  away  by  marching  to  and  fro  at  the 
goose-step,  in  that  gravelled  yard,  or  by  lolling  over  the  window 
m  shirt-sleeves,  to  save  my  shell-jacket.  Where  are  all  the  castles 
I  built " 

"To  storm,  eh  ?"  asked  Buckle,  glancing  uneasily  at  the  com- 
manding officer,  who  was  forming  his  walnut-shells  in  grand- 
division  squares,  for  the  edification  of  the  second  major. 

"Yes — I  had  hoped  to  have  achieved  something  decidedly 
brilliant  ere  this." 

"  Console  yourself,  Colville,  and  pass  the  port.  Ah,  you  con- 
sider yourself  sharp — up  to  every  sort  of  thing — a  common  delu- 
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sion  with  young  fellows  of  your  age ;  but  ten  years  more  soldiering, 
and  the  rubs  of  life  between  your  twenties  and  thirties,  to  say 
nothing  of  those  afterwards,  will  cure  you  of  thinking  so.  Believe 
me,  Colville,  wherever  we  go,  we  shall  find  plenty  of  desperate 
work  cut  out  for  us  all.  Well,  Monkton,  in  recruiting,  you  could 
not  pick  up  an  heiress — eh  ?" 

"  No.    Heiresses  are  not  to  be  found  under  every  hedge." 

"  In  Scotland,  especially." 

"  I  have  considered  the  matter  maturely,  my  dear  friend,"  said 
Monkton,  in  his  bantering  tone,  "and  have  come  to  the  sage 
conclusion  that,  if  a  man  marries,  with  bis  pay  only,  he  had  better 
hang ;  if,  otherwise,  and  his  wife  have  a  long  purse,  and  expecta- 
tions, to  enhance  the  charms  of  her  blushes  and  orange-buds,  let 
him  send  in  his  papers,  and  quit;  so  the  service  loses  your 
Benedict  any  way." 

"  Purse,  or  no  purse,"  said  Colville,  "  as  Paragon  says  in  the 
comedi^  we  acted  at  York,  '  when  you  see  my  wife,  you  shall  see 
perfection,  though  I  never  met  the  woman  I  could  conscientiously 
throw  myself  away  upon/  " 

"Pimple,  we  hear,  has  been  romantically  tender  on  a  flax- 
spinner's  daughter;  and  that  the  route  came  only  in  time  to  save 
him  from  the  arms  of  Venus  for  those  of  Bellona,  and  he  is  burn- 
ing now  to  forget  his  loved  and  lost  one  amid  the  smoke  of  battle,*' 
said  Colville,  with  a  tragic  air.  "  Ah,  there  were  great  men  even 
before  old  Agamemnon." 

"But  Pimple  shall  show  us,  by  his  glorious  example,  that  we 
have  at  least  one  greater  since." 

"  Let  me  alone,  Colville,  and  you  also,  Monkton,"  said  Boyle, 
becoming  seriously  angry ;  "  1  hope  to  do  my  duty  with  the  best 
among  you." 

Attention  was  speedily  drawn  from  the  irritation  of  the  little 
ensign  by  the  entrance  of  Warriston,  who  apologized  briefly  for 
being  late,  having  been  detained  on  duty  at  the  quarters  of  Ids 
own  regiment ;  then  drawing  a  chair  near  his  friend  Middleton, 
he  handed  to  him  the  last  number  of  the  London  Gazelle,  pointing 
to  a  paragraph  therein,  and  leisurely  filling  his  glass  with  claret, 
passed  the  decanters. 

When  Middleton  read  the  passage  referred  to,  a  crimson  flush 
passed  over  his  features,  and  he  crushed  up  the  paper  as  if  an 
emotion  of  rage  and  pain  thrilled  through  him. 

"What  is  the  matter,  major?"  asked  half-a-dozen  voices; 
"  nothinff  unpleasant,  I  hope  ?" 

"  The  lieutenant-colonelcy  has  been  given  out  of  the  regiment," 
replied  Middleton,  with  his  brows  knit,  while  his  hand  still 
crushed  up  the  paper;   then,  as  if  remembering  himself,  he 
.  imiied,  but  very  disdainfully. 
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"  He  must  have  seen  much  service  to  be  appointed  over  your 
head,"  said  Monkton. 

"  Service — ^yes,  the  Guards  fi^ht  many  bloody  battles  about 
Hounslow,  Hyde  Park,  and  the  Fifteen  Acres,"  replied  the  justly 
exasperated  neld-officer.  "  Here  is  my  advancement  stopped  by 
the  promotion  of  a  fellow  who  has  some  petticoat  interest  about 
Carlton  House,  whose  cousin  is  groom  of  the  backstairs,  and  who 
has  been  compelled  to  *  eschew  sack  and  loose  company ;'  so  he 
comes  from  the  Household  Brigade  to  the  Line,  and  may  go  from 
the  25th  to  the  devil,  perhaps." 

"  Be  wary,  my  good  friend — be  wary,"  said  Warriston,  glancing 
round  the  table  hastily. 

"And  who  is  he  ?"  asked  several,  full  of  curiosity. 

'*  The  son  of  a  general  officer-— the  Master  of  Rohallion." 

On  hearing  this  name,  Quentin  felt  as  if  petrified !  Here,  even 
here,  his  evil  spirit  seemed  to  be  following  him ! 

"  It  is  an  old  name  in  the  regiment,"  said  Monkton, 

"Yes/'  repHed  the  major;  "  his  father  was  a  gallant  officer;  I 
was  his  subaltern  in  America ;  but  here  it  is ;"  and  he  read, 
**  *  25th  Foot ;  to  be  Lieutenant- Colonel,  Major  the  Honourable 
Cosmo  Crawford,  from  the  1st  Guards,  vice  Sir  John  Glendinninff, 
deceased ;'  so  he  comes  over  us,  in  virtue  of  that  court  rank 
which  is  one  of  the  worst  abuses  of  our  service." 

"  Promotion  is  always  slow  among  the  Household  troops,  so 
they  indemnify  themselves  at  the  expense  of  the  line,"  said 
Warriston,  in  answer  to  a  question  of  Quentin's ;  "  every  rank 
among  them  having  a  grade  above  us ;  but  take  courage,  my 
good  old  friend,  this  kind  of  thing  is  not  likely  to  happen  again." 

With  a  smile  that  grew  scornful  in  spite  ot  himself,  the  worthy 
old  major  strove  to  conceal  the  bitterness  of  his  heart,  though  all 
present  condoled  with  him  on  his  disappointment  and  hard  usage 
Dy  the  powers  that  be ;  and  for  reasons  known  to  himself  alone, 
none  shared  his  chagrin  more  than  Quentin  Kennedy. 

He  had  been  formalljr  enrolled  as  a  member  of  the  regiment, 
and  had  ordered  his  equipments  for  it ;  his  name,  as  a  volunteer, 
had  been  sent  by  Middleton  to  Sir  Harry  Calvert,  the  Adjutant- 
General,  at  the  Horse  Guards,  that  he  might  obtain  the  first 
vacant  ensigncy  {subject  to  the  approval  of  the  commanding  officer), 
and  that  he  might  have  his  passage  abroad  provided,  either  by 
the  commissariat  department,  or  by  the  commandant  at  HiUsea, 
near  Portsmouth.  His  own  honour,  and  all  the  circumstances 
under  which  he  stood,  prevented  him  from  quitting ;  but  now, 
what  hope  had  he  of  comfort  or  prosperity  in  remaining  ?  His 
very  chances  of  advancement  depended  on  the  veto,  whim,  and 
caprice  of  this  Master  of  Rohallion,  his  bitterest  enemy  I  Of 
what  avail  would  now  be  the.  endurance  of  campaigning,  the 
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hardship  of  serving  as  a  volunteer,  and  risking  all  the  perils  of 
Tvar? 

Perhaps  Flora  Warrender  may  come  vnth  him  as  his  bride,  was 
the  next  idea;  and  it  added  greatly  to  the  bitterness  of  the 
others. 

That  night  Quentin  slept  but  little,  and  he  seemed  barely  to 
have  closed  his  eyes  when  he  heard  the  drum  beating  the 
assembly. 

Then  he  sprang  from  bed  just  as  the  grey  dawn  was  breaking, 
and  proceeded  hastily  to  dress,  remembering  to  have  heard  last 
evening  that,  at  daybreak,  the  regiment  was  to  have  a  "  punish- 
ment parade,"  which,  to  his  uninitiated  ears,  had  a  very  un- 
pleasant sound. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  FUNISHHENT  PABADE. 

*<  Most  worthy  sergeant,  I  have  seen  thee  lead, 
Where  men  among  us  would  be  slow  to  follow; 
Udsdaggers,  yes !    By  trench  and  culverine. 
Where  men  and  horses  too,  lay  foully  heap'd 
On  other ;  and  hath  it  come  to  this,  good  serpreant  ? 
Beshrew  my  heart ! — a  prisoner  and  afeared  l" — Old  Flay. 

Plain  though  it  was,  being  destitute  of  lace  or  epaulettes,  poor 
■Quentin  was  very  proud  of  his  volunteer  uniform,  and  being 
eminently  a  handsome  young  man,  he  looked  very  well  in  it. 
The  coarse  buff  crossbelts,  the  pouch,  and  bayonet,  and,  more 
especially,  the  Brown  Bess  he  had  to  carry,  did  not  suit  his  taste 
quite  so  welL  He  had  imagined  that  he  would  have  to  shoulder 
a  kind  of  Joe  Manton,  or  something  like  a  smart  Enfield  rifle 
of  the  present  day,  with  a  "  draw  "  of  ten  pounds  or  less  on  the 
trigger,  instead  of  a  long  blunderbuss  like  tne  regulation  musket 
of  those  days,  weighing  fourteen  pounds,  with  its  enormous 
butt-plate  of  brass  and  so  forth. 

Thai^s  to  the  teaching  of  the  old  quartermaster,  he  proved 
himself  so  apt  a  pupil  under  the  sergeant-major  and  old  Norman 
Calder,  that  within  a  week  he  was  reported  as  "  fit  for  duty,"  as 
Monkton  said,  *'  doing  as  much  credit  to  his  preceptors  as  to  the 
cabbage-stalk,"  for  so  he  designated  the  army  tailor. 

But  we  are  anticipating. 

His  first  parade  was  an  inauspicious  one,  in  so  far  as  it  was 
for  punishment. 

A  sergeaut  of  the  regiment  had  been  recently  tried  by  a  regi- 
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mental  court-martial  for  permitting  spirits  to  be 'brought  b^  d 
Tiroman  to  the  main  guard-house  at  night,  while  he  was  in  com- 
mand, and  bj  these  means  certain  prisoners  became  intoxicated 
and  riotous.  He  alleged  that  he  was  asleep  on  that  luxurious 
-couch,  the  guard-bed,  after  posting  his  sentinels,  and  that  the 
fault  lay  with  his  corporal  and  others ;  but  the  plea  was  urged 
in  vain — ^the  corps  was  under  orders  for  foreign  service — an  ex- 
ample was  necessary;  so  he  was  now  to  receive  the  award  of 
his  dereliction  of  duty,  and  as  the  drum-major  had  received 
some  special  instructions  over  night,  all  knew  that  it  involved 
the  application  of  the  now  (happuy)  almost  obsolete  instrument 
—the  cat ! 

The  degradation  of  a  non-commissioned  officer  is  always  a 
painful  duty ;  but  when  flogging  is  added  thereto,  it  is  doubly 
painful  to  the  witnesses,  and  maddening  to  the  culprit. 

"  I  told  you  old  Middleton  was  a  Tartar,*  said  Monkton,  as 
he  and  Quentin  hurried  downstairs  from  their  quarters;  **he*d 
certainly  iio^  ensigns  if  he  could ;  and  the  Gazette  of  last  night 
wont  have  improved  his  variable  temper.  But  here  he  comes, 
mounted,  with  holsters  and  blue  saddle-cloth,  but  looking  for  all 
the  world  like  an  old  woman  trotting  to  market  with  her  butter 
and  eggs.  Such  a  seat— such  a  queer  length,  or  rather  want  of 
length,  in  the  stirrup-leathers !  Good  morning,  Buckle — so  we 
are  to  have  a  flogging — ugh  ?  that  isn't  lively." 

Quentin  beinff  a  young  hand,  felt  somewhat  awed,  as  he  knew 
not  what  was  about  to  ensue.  The  sun  had  not  yet  risen,  and 
the  September  morning  was  diill^  and  misty ;  the  men  of  the 
regiment  were  falling  in  by  companies  under  arms  in  light  march- 
ing  order — the  tall  grenadiers  on  the  right  with  their  black  bear* 
skm  caps ;  the  smart  light  company  on  Uie  left  with  green  plumes 
in  their  shakos,  and  Saxon  horns  on  all  their  appointments ;  the 
sergeants  were  calling  the  various  rolls ;  the  officers  were  gathered 
in  a  somewhat  silent  group,  and  the  face  of  every  man  wore  a 
sullen,  or  rather  dejected  expression,  for  a  punishment  parade  is 
the  kind  of  parade  least  liked  by  soldiers  of  all  ranks.  It  acts 
as  a  damper  on  the  spirits  of  all ;  on  this  morning  the  atmosphere 
was  dense ;  the  sombre  sun  seemed  to  linger  behind  the  uplands 
of  Suffolk,  and  the  shadows  to  lie  deeper  in  the  silent  barrack 
square. 

Impressed  by  the  taciturnity  and  gloomy  expression  of  the 
men,  whose  faces  wore  the  pallor  incident  to  all  who  come  from 
bed  in  haste  at  an  unusual  hour,  Quentin  remained  silent  and 
full  of  expectation  and  anxiety  as  he  fell  into  the  rear  rank  of 
Captain  Askeme's.  company,  to  which  he  was  to  be  permanently 
attached.    He  was  sensible,  however,  that  the  soldiers  viewed 
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liim  with  interest,  as  a  volunteer  is  always  popular.  It  was  to 
rescue  Thomas  Grahame,  when  lying  severely  wounded,  and  then 
serving  as  a  simple  volunteer  in  the  red  coat  of  the  Caledonian 
Hunt,  that  our  troops  in  Holland  made  one  of  their  most 
desperate  rallies,  and  gained  to  the  service  the  future  Lord 
Lynedoch,  the  hero  of  Barossa. 

The  inspection  of  the  companies  and  the  drum  for  coverers 
rapidly  followed  the  calling  of  the  muster-rolls;  a  bugle  sounded;, 
the  officers  fell  in;  the  bayonets  were  fixed,  and  the  regiment, 
without  music,  was  marched  silently  by  sections  to  a  secluded 
part  of  the  barracks,  where,  surrounded  by  high  stores  and 
magazines,  no  stranger's  eye  could  oversee  the  proceedings,  and 
Ihen  it  was  formed  m  a  hollow  square,  in  the  centre  of  which 
Quentin  perceived  three  sergeants'  pikes  (weapons  not  disused 
1  ill  ]  830)  strapped  together  oy  the  heads,  an  equilateral  triangle 
being  formed  by  the  shafts,  which  were  stuck  in  the  earth. 
Near  these  were  the  drummers  and  drum-major,  who  earned  ii^ 
his  hand  a  canvas  bag,  which,  as  Quentin  was  informed  in  a 
whisper  by  the  next  file  on  his  right,  contained  "  the  cats." 

"  The  officer  with  the  cocked  hat,  and  without  a  sash,  close  hj, 
is  the  doctor,''  he  added. 

"  The  doctor — for  what  is  he  required  ?" 
"  You'll  too  soon  see  that,  sir,"  was  the  ominous  response. 
"Steady,  rear  rank— silence,"  growled  old  Sergeant  Calder. 
At  that  moment  one  of  the  drummers  drew  forth  a  cat,  and 
Quentin  could  perceive  that  it  consisted  of  nine  tails  of  whip- 
cord, each  having  nine  knots  thereon,  and  these  were  firmly 
lashed  to  a  handle  about  the  length  of  a  drum-stick.    A.  slight 
shudder  with  an  emotion  of  sickness  came  over  him ;  and  he 
looked  anxiously  at  the  face  of  Major  Middleton,  but  it  seemed 
immovable  as  he  said  to  the  sergeant-major  with  studied  stern- 
ness of  tone, 

"  March  in  the  prisoner." 

A  section  in  the  face  of  the  square  wheeled  backward  and  per- 
mitted the  unfortunate,  with  his  escort,  consisting  of  a  corporal 
and  two  men  of  the  barrack-guard,  to  march  in  and  halt  before 
the  major,  on  which  the  culprit  took  oflP  his  forage-cap  and  stood 
barelieaded,  the  centre  of  all  observation. 

He  cast  a  haggard  glance  at  the  triangles ;  another  half  fur> 
tively  and  restlessly  at  the  stolid  faces  round  him,  and  then  he 
seemed  to  become  immovable.  There  was  little  need  for  Mr. 
Buckle,  the  adjutant,  to  read  over  the  proceedings  of  the 
Court,  for  the  hopeless  sergeant  knew  at  once  his  double 
degradation  and  his  doom ! 

He  was  to  be  reduced  to  the  rank  and  pay  of  a  private,  and 
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to  receive  three  hundred  and  fifty  lashes,  the  utmost  number  a 
regimental  court  could  then  award ;  with  the  option,  if  he  would 
avoid  this  extreme  punishment,  of  volunteering  to  serve  for  life 
(i.e.,  till  disabled  by  wounds  or  age)  in  the  York  Chasseurs,  or 
any  other  condemned  corps,  in  Africa  or  the  West  Indies. 

His  name  was  Allan  Grange,  the  colour-sergeant  of  the 
Grenadiers,  who  always  considered  themselves  the  corps  d'ilite 
of  a  regiment.  Altogether  he  was  a  model  of  a  man,  erect  and 
strong  in  figure,  his  hair  was  a  little  grizzled  about  the  temples, 
and  his  face  was  somewhat  careworn,  as  if  he  had  known  or 
suffered  much  anxiety  and  trouble  in  his  time.  His  eye  was 
clear  and  keen,  and  save  a  little  nervous  twitching  about  the 
muscles  of  the  mouth,  he  seemed  unmoved  and  unflinching — un- 
flinchiDg  as  when  on  the  glorious  field  of  Egmont-op-Zee  he 
■  commanded  the  Grenadiers  of  the  25th,  after  all  their  officers 
had  fallen,  and  with  his  pike  broken  in  his  hand  by  a  musket 
shot,  led  them  to  that  bloody  hand-to-hand  conflict  db  the  road 
that  leads  to  Haarlem. 

Perhaps  the  poor  fellow  was  thinking  of  that  signal  and 
bloody  day — perhaps  of  his  boyhood  and  his  home ;  it  might  be 
of  the  future,  thdt  was  all  a  blank;  for  he  seemed  as  in  a  dream 
while  the  adjutant  read  over  the  formula  of  the  trial,  the  list  of 
charges  and  the  sentence,  till  he  was  roused  by  the  drum-major 
proceeding  to  rip  off  with  a  penknife  the  three  hard- won  chevrons 
from  his  right  arm.  It  was  done  gently,  but  "  the  iron  seemed 
to  enter  his  soul "  at  the  moment,  and  a  heavy  sigh  escaped  him 
as  his  chin  sank  on  his  breast. 

"Allan  Grange,"  said  Major  Middleton,  raising  his  voice 
clearly  and  distinctly,  that  the  whole  of  the  hollow  square  and 
even  its  supernumerary  ranks  might  hear,  "you  are  the  last 
man  in  the  whole  Borderers  whom  I  could  have  expected  to  see 
standing  before  us  as  you  do  to-day.  In  cutting  off  your  stripes 
I  feel  extreme  reluctance  and  sorrow,  and  i  think  you  have 
known  me  long  enough  to  be  aware  of  that." 

"  I  am,  major — ^I  am  aware  of  it/'  said  the  reduced  man  in  a 
hollow  voice. 

"  Allan  Grange,  you  have  come  of  a  respectable  old  Scottish 
stock  in  Lothian ;  you  were  born  in  my  native  place,  and  are  one 
of  the  many  fine  lads  who  came  with  me  to  the  line  from  the 
Buccleugh  Fencibles.  I  know  well  how,  in  your  native  village, 
the  Stenhouse,  your  name  and  progress  have  been  watched  by 
•early  friends  and  old  schoolfellows;  by  none  more  than  your 
father,  who  now  lies  in  Liberton  kirkyard,  by  the  good  old 
mother  who  nursed  you ;  by  the  old  dominie  who  taught  you; 
by  the  grey-haired  minister  who  will  ere  long  see  your  name 

N 
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afBxed,  as  that  of  a  degraded  man,  on  the  kirk-door.  I  know 
how,  at  the  village  inn  on  the  braehead,  in  the  smithy  at  the 
loan-end,  at  the  mill  beside  the  burn,  it  would  be  known  that 
Allan  Grange  had  been  made  a  corporal — that  he  had  gained  Ms 
third  stripe — that  he  had  been  made  a  colour-sergeant ;  and  I 
can  imagine  how  the  listeners  would  drink  to  your  health  and  to 
mine,  in  the  hope  that  we  should  one  day  see  you  an  officer ;  and 
now — now — ^by  one  act  of  folly  you  are  again  at  the  foot  of  the 
ladder!" 

A  heavy  sij^h  escaped  the  sergeant ;  the  drum-major's  knife 
gave  a  final  rip,  and  he  stood  onee  more  a  private  on  parade ! 

•*  The  worst  part  of  your  sentence  yet  remains— unless — ^unless 
you  volunteer  into  the  York  Chasseurs." 

"  Major  Middleton,**  said  Grange,  firmly,  and  standing  erects 
like  a  fine  man  as  he  was,  "  Til  not  leave  the  regiment !" 

The  man  was  fearfully  pale,  and  it  was  evident  to  all  that 
Middleton,.  though  a  strict  and  sometimes  severe  officer,  wa& 
greatly  moved. 

*'You  will  rather  take  three  hundred  and  fifty  ladies  than 
volunteer  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I'd  volunteer  for  a  forlorn  hope ;  I've  done  so  before  now^ 
sir,  as  you  know  well,  but  I'll  not  quit  the  old  25th  for  a  cone 
demned  corps.  Til  take  my  punishment — ^I've  earned  it  like  a 
fool,  and  with  God's  help,  I  hope  to  bear  it  like  a  man." 

"  Then  strip,  sir,"  said  Midoleton,  playmg  nervously  with  the 
blue  ribbmis  of  his  gorget. 

All  emotion  seemed  to  pass  away  as  the  culprit  proceeded 
deliberately  to  unclasp  his  leather  stock  and  unbutton  his  coat ; 
but  before  it  waa  off  the  major  exclaimed  in  a  loud  voice,  as  ba 
drew  a  letter  from  his  pocket — 

"Stopr 

drange  paused,  and  looked  up  with  a  haggard  and  bloodshot 

"  I  remit  the  rest  of  the  sentence,  for  the  sake  of  one  who 
intercedes  for  you." 

•'Sir?" 

"  1  have  had  a  petition  from  your  wife,  and  willingly  grant  it. 
Take  away  the  triangles.  Conduct  yourself  as  you  did  till  this 
misfortune  came  upon  you,  and  ere  long,  Grange,  you  may  regain 
the  stripes  you  have  to-day  been  deprived  of.  Rejoin  your 
company." 

"I  thank  you,  sir,  for  the  sake  of  my  poor  wife  and  her  baimie. 
I  have  proved  that  I  would  rather  take  my  punishment  than  leave 
the  regunent,  and  you ;  and— sir— sir " 

Bere  Grange  fairly  broke  down  and  sobbed  aloud :  and  no  man 
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among  the  nhie  hundred  there  thought  the  less  of  him,  because 
his  stout  heart,  which  even  the  terror  of  the  lash  could  not  appal, 
now  became  full  of  penitence  aod  gratitude.  At  that  moment 
many  an  eye  glistened  in  the  ranks,  and  many  a  heart  was 
swelling. 

** There,  there— don*t  make  a  fuss,"  said  Middleton,  testily: 
**I  hate  scenes  !  Prepare  to  form  quarter-distance  column,  right 
in  front — stand  fast,  the  Light  Company." 

And  so  ended  an  episode,  that,  like  the  warm  rising  sun  now 
shining  cheerfully  into  the  barrack-square,  shed  a  brightness  over 
every  face,  and  lent  a  lightness — a  sense  of  pleasure  and  relief  to 
every  heart,  as  the  regiment  marched  back  to  quarters,  and  to 
what  was  of  some  importance  after  being  two  hours  under  arms 
in  the  morning  air — breakfast. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE  OLD  REGIMENT  OP  BDINBITBGH. 

*'  Such  is  our  love  of  liberty,  ovae  country  and  our  laws. 
That  like  onr  aacettors  of  old,  we'll  stand  in  freedom's  cause; 
We'll  Inravely  fight  like  heroes  for  our  honour  and  applause, 
And  defy  the  French,  with  dl  their  art,  to  alter  our  laws." 

Th   &arb  qf  Old  Qnv.l 

Fbom  Major  Middleton,  who  iock  somewhat  of  a  fatherly  interest 
in  him,  Quei^n  learned  much  of  the  past  history  and  achievep 
ments  of  the  r^^iment  he  had  joined. 

It  was  one  with  which  the  stories  of  his  old  military  friends  at 
Bohallion  had  made  him  £amili«r  from  boyhood ;  thus  he  was  in 
possession  of  so  many  old  regimental  names,  so  many  stock 
stories  and  anecdotes^  which'Middleton  deemed  unknown  beyond 
the  circle  of  their  mess-table  and  barrack-rooms,  that  he  con- 
sidered the  lad  an  en^ma,  and  was  puzzled  how,  or  where,  he 
had  gained  all  this  information  about  the  corps ;  for  Quentin, 
though  looking  forward  to  the  arrival  of  Cosmo  with  a  disgust 
that  almost  amounted  to  terror,  kept  his  own  counsel  with 
wonderful  pradenee,  and  never  permitted  the  name  of  Kohallion 
to  escape  him. 

As  there  is  no  official  record  of  the  Borderers'  achievements 
prior  to  1808,  the  account  given  by  the  major  is  perhaps  the  only 
one  extant. 

Under  David  Lesfie,  Earl  of  Le?en,  the  25th  Foot  were  formed 
on  the  10th  of  March,  1689,  from  a  body  of  six  tnousand 
Covenanters)  who,  on  the  news  of  William  of  Oratige  landing  at 
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Torbay,  marched  from  the  West  Country  and  laid  siege  to  the 
castle  of  Edinbargh.  On  their  banners  were  an  open  Bible, 
with  the  motto,  "  For  Reformation  according  to  the  Word  of 
God." 

Marching  north  a^nst  the  loyal  Highlanders,  they  left  their 
compatriots,  all  of  whom  served  without  pay  or  remuneration  till 
the  conclusion  of  the  siege,  when  the  fortress  was  surrendered 
by  the  Duke  of  Gordon  after  a  noble  defence,  and  after  being 
warned  by  a  spectre — pale  as  he  "  who  drew  Priam's  curtain  at 
the  dead  of  night** — in  fact,  by  the  wraith  of  the  terrible 
Claverhouse  in  his  buff  coat,  cuirass,  and  cavalier  wig,  all  stained 
with  gouts  of  blood,  that  he  had  been  shot  by  a  silver  bullet  on 
tlie  field  of  Killycrankie.  In  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  old  fortress 
this  vision  is  alleged  to  have  appeared  to  Colin,  Earl  of  Balcarris, 
then  the  duke's  prisoner,  and  the  truth  of  the  episode  is  admitted 
by  a  delirious  biographer  of  the  viscount,  who  afllrms  that  he  is 
frequently  in  communion  with  the  ghost  in  question,  and  with 
others. 

The  Earl  of  Leven,  though  colonel  of  infantry  under  Frede- 
rick Wilhelm,  Elector  of  Brandenbui^,  and  of  a  regiment 
which  came  over  with  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who  made  hint 
Governor  of  Edinburgh  Castle  and  Master  of  the  Scottish 
ordnance,  was  a  Whig  noble,  chiefly  famous  for  the  rapidity  of 
his  flight  from  Killycrankie,  and  the  vigour  with  which  he  horse- 
whipped the  Lady  Morton  Hall.  It  is  said  that  he  rode  six 
miles  from  the  Pass  without  drawing  his  bridle,  though  his 
regiment,  the  future  25th,  and  Hastings,  the  future  13th,  were 
the  only  troops  that  made  any  stand  against  the  victorious  High- 
landers. 

Leven's  reffiment  having  been  raised  in  the  capital  while  Sir 
John  Hall,  Anight,  was  Lord  Provost,  was  designated  of  Edin- 
burgh, and  bore  the  insignia  yet  botne  on  its  colours,  the  triple 
castle  of  the  city  with  its  crest  and  motto.  Nisi  Dominus  Frustra. 

As  Leven's  regiment — the  same  in  which  "my  uncle  Toby" 
fought  at  Landen,  and  with  which  he  went  to  "  mount  guard  in 
the  trenches  before  the  «:ate  of  St.  Nicholas  in  his  roquelaure " 
—it  served  in  all  King  William's  useless  wars  for  the  well-being 
of  his  darling  Dutch,  and  all  the  great  barrier  towns  of  Europe 
have  heard  the  drums  of  the  25th.  It  was  the  fint  British  rep- 
ment  which  used  the  socket  in  lieu  of  the  screw  bayonet  which  its 
lieutenant-colonel,  Maxwell,  adopted  in  imitation  of  the  bayonets 
of  the  French  Fusiliers.  Prior  to  this,  our  bayonets  were  screwed 
.uto  the  muzzles  of  the  muskets,  and  to  Are  with  them  flxed, 
was,  of  course,  an  impossibility.  After  fighting  at  Sheriffmuir, 
as  Viscount  Shannon^s  Foot,  it  served  with  (ustinction  in  the 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  KINGS   OWN  B0RDER:ERS.  181 

wars  of  the  Spanisli  and  Austrian  succession,  and  shared  in  the 
disasters  of  Tontenoy,  ere  its  soldiers  had  again  to  imbrue  their 
hands  in  the.blood  of  their  own  countrymen  at  Ealkirk,  at  Cul- 
loden,  and  in  defending  the  Comyn*s  Tower  in  the  old  Castle  of 
Blair  against  Lord  George  Murray,  till  we  find  them  again  among 
the  troops  defeated  at  Vai  through  the  cowardice  and  incapacity 
of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

During  the  seven  years'  war  it  suffered  sererely  at  the  siege 
of  a  small  German  castle,  by  the  heroism  of  a  sergeant  of  the 
enemy.  Under  Lord  Rohallion  a  party  of  the  Edinourgh  Regi- 
ment had  made  themselves  masters  of  an  outwork,  in  which  they 
established  themselves  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.  Tinder  this 
work  was  a  secret  mine,  which  (as  the  '*  jficole  Historique  et 
Morale  du  Soldat "  relates)  was  entrusted  to  a  sergeant  and  a 
few  soldiers  of  the  Royal  Piedmontese  Guards.  The  mine 
was  ready,  the  saucisson  led  through  the  gallery,  the  train  was 
laid,  and  a  single  spark  would  blow  all  below  and  above  to  atoms ! 

With  admirable  coolness  the  sergeant  desired  his  comrades  to 
retire,  and  request  the  kin^  to  take  char^  of  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren. He  then,  inspired  by  a  spirit  of  self-devotion,  set  fire  to 
the  train  and  perished,  as  the  mine  exploded.  The  outwork  rose 
into  the  air  and  fell  thundering  into  the  fosse.  Lord  Rohallion,  a 
corporal,  and  two  men  alone  escaping,  covered  with  bruises 
and  cuts.  The  name  of  the  sergeant  was  said  to  be  Amadeus 
di  Savillano,  son  of  the  Castellan  of  the  fortress  of  that  name  in 
Piedmont. 

The  Edinburgh  regiment  served  at  the  battle  of  Minden.  The 
Earl  of  Home  was  then  its  colonel,  and  it  was  in  the  second  line, 
and  on  the  left  of  Kingsley's  famous  brigade.  Landii^  in  Eng- 
land, on  the  homeward  march,  near  the  Borders,  the  old  colours 
borne  in  the  seven  years*  war  were  buried  by  its  soldiers,  with  all 
honour,  and  three  volleys  were  fired  over  them. 

In  those  days,  when  any  regiment  approached  London,  the 
colours  were  furled  and  cased,  and  no  drum  was  beaten  or  fife 
blown  during  the  march  through  its  limits.  The  3rd,  or  Old  East 
Kentish  Buffs,  were  alone  excepted,  and  had  the  exclusive  privi- 
lege of  marching  through  the  City  of  London  with  all  the 
honours  of  war,  in  memory  of  having,  at  some  period,  been  re- 
cruited from  the  City  Trained  Bands. 

Likewise  no  regiment  could  beat  a  drum  within  the  walls,  or 
through  the  portes  of  the  Scottish  capital,  with  the  exception  of 
the  25th,  or  old  Edinburgh  Regiment.  But  not  long  after  the 
battle  of  Mmden,  it  chanced  that  a  certain  thick-pated  lord- 
provost  objected  to  their  drums  beating  up  for  recruits,  on  thp 
plea  that  none  should  beat  there  but  those  of  the  City  Guard. 
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On  tliis,  the  colonel,  Lord  Greorge  Henry  Lennox  (M.P.  for  tiie 
connty  of  Sussex,  who  died  in  1805),  was  so  incensed,  thai  on 
his  special  application  the  title  of  the  corps  was  changed,  and  its 
facings  were  altered  from  the  rojal  yellow  of  Scotland  to  the 
royal  blue  of  Britain,  and  after  a  time  it  was  styled  the  **  King's 
Own  Borderers." 

Egmont-op-Zee,  Martinique,  and  Egypt  added  fresh  honours  to 
those  of  other  times ;  but  still  on  drum  and  standard  are  borne 
unchanged  the  castle,  triple-towered,  with  the  anchor  and  motto, 
Msi  Dominus  Fruitra^  usually  the  first  little  bit  of  latinity  learned 
by  the  Edinburgh  schoolboy. 

Such  is  a  rapid  outline  of  the  past  history  of  tins  f»noii3  old 
corps,  in  the  ranks  of  which  Quentin  Kennedy  hoped  to  achieve 
for  himself  a  position  and  a  name— perhaps,  rank  and  glory  too  I 
What  boy  does  not  look  forward  to  some  such  vague  but  brilUant 
future, — 

<*  In  life's  momiBg  march  when  the  bosom  is  young.** 

Inie  evening  subsequent  to  the  punishment  parade  was  the 
last  on  which  the  battalion  mess  would  assemble,  and  Qoentin 
Was  Monk  ton's  guesfc  He  was  again  seated  near  the  wortl^ 
major,  and  from  him  he  learned  much  of  what  we  have  just 
Narrated,  many  a  quaint  regimental  story  being  woven  up  with 
tvhat  was  actual  military  history. 

**  You  should  tell  him  of  that  startling  adventure,  tjr  rather,  I 
should  say,  of  those  series  of  adventures,  which  happen^  to  you 
when  commanding  an  out-picquet  in  America,"  said  Colvflle, 
with  a  significant  but  hasty  glance  at  Monkton,  for  the  frequent 
repetition  of  this  story  formed  a  kind  of  covert  joke  against  tiie 
worthy  major. 

"  AVhat — which  out-picquet — at  the  siege  of  Fort  St.  John  ^** 

"  Exactly,  Major,"  said  Monkton. 

•*  St.  John,  on  the  Richelieu  River  ?"  asked  Quentin. 

•'  Yes,**  said  Middleton,  with  an  air  of  gratification ;  **  you 
are  a  very  intelligent  young  man,  and  have  no  doubt  read  of  the 
de'ence  of  that  place. 

Queutin  hastened  to  say  that  he  had  heard  of  it ;  in  fact,  the 
defence  with  all  its  detaife — the  bravery  of  Majors  Preston  and 
Andre  of  the  Cameronians,  and  so  forth — ^formed  one  of  the 
stock  stories  of  his  old  friends,  the  quartermaster  and  Jack 
Andrews ;  and  so  frequently  had  lie  heard  it,  that  he  was  some- 
what uncertain  at  times  that  he  had  not  served  there  too. 

*'  But  the  episode  of  yours,  with  that  devilish  Indian  Csllow, 
may  scare  Kennedy  when  on  sentry,*'  said  the  adjutant,  "a  duty 
he  ii.ust  do  as  a  volunteer," 

"Sciie— not  at  all!"  said  Middleton,  testily;  "it  is  the  verr 
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thing  to  sharpen  his  wits  and  to  keep  him  wide  awake.  There 
are  others  here  who  never  beard  the  story,  and  it  is  worth  listen- 
ing to;  but  before  I  begin  we  mnst  send  away  the  marines  and 
replenish  the  decanters." 

"Right!**  cried  Askerne,  who  was  president;  "this  is  the 
last  night  of  one  of  the  joUiest  messes  m  His  Majesty's  service. 
To-morrow  the  plate,  which  has  glittered  before  us  so  long — the 
crystal  from  wtiich  we  have  inaoibed  the  full-bodied  port,  the 
creamy  claret,  and  the  choice  Madeira,  the  sparkling  champagne, 
the  old  hock,  in  fact,  *  the  entire  plant,*  to  use  a  commercial 
phrase,  will  be  packed  up  and  stored  away  among  dust  and  cob- 
webs, while  the  Borderers  march  in  quest  of  'fresh  fields  and 
pastures  new.'  A  long  farewell  to  our  glorious  mess !"  exclaimed 
the  handsome  grenadier,  as  he  poured  a  glass  of  port  down  his 
capacious  throat.  "Mr.  Vice-President,  order  the  last  cooper 
of  port  before  the  major  begins  his  story.'* 

*'Ah,  the  mess!"  sighed  Buckle,  tfie  adjutant;  "when  we 
come  to  be  frying  our  ration  beef  in  a  camp-kettle  lid,  under  a 
shower  of  rain,  perhaps,  there  will  be  an  exchange  with  a  devil 
of  a  difference !" 

With  the  aforesaid  "cooper**  there  came  in  hot  whisky-toddy 
for  the  major  and  a  few  select  seniors,  for  it  was  then  the  custom 
at  the  messes  of  Scots  and  Irish  national  corps  to  introduce  the 
Farintosh  and  potheen ;  though  I  fear  our  dandies  of  the  Vic- 
torian age  (especially  such  as  are  horrified  at  the  sight  of  a  black 
bottle)  might  consider  such  a  proceeding  a  deplorable  solecism  in 
good  taste. 

"And  now,  major,  foi:  your  story,"  said  Askerne,  while  Col- 
ville,  perhaps  the  only  affected  man  in  the  regiment,  gave  his 
shoulaers  a  shrug,  perceptible  only  by  the  glittering  of  his 
epaulettes,  and  Monkton  responded  by  a  sly  wink  behind  his 
glass  of  wine,  while  he  pretended  to  be  looking  for  the  beeswing. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE     ADVANCED     PICQUET. 

•*  All  quiet  along  the  Potomac,  they  say. 

Except  now  and  then  a  stray  pioquet 
Is  shot  as  he  walks  on  his  beat  to  and  firo. 

By  a  rifieman  hid  in  the  thicket. 
'Tis  nothing.    A  private  or  two  now  and  thfiO* 

Will  not  count  in  the  tale  of  the  battle ; 
Not  an  officer  lost — only  one  of  the  men. 

Breathing  out  all  alone  the  death-rattle.** 

"  In  the  spring  of  the  year  '75,  a  party  of  ours,  under  Lord 
Rohallion,  then  a  captain,  was  sent  to  the  Fort  of  St.  John,  on 
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the  Richelieu  River,  to  strengthen  the  garrison,  which  was  com- 

?osed  of  some  companies  of  the  7th  Fusiliers  and  the  26th,  or 
Jameronians,  under  Major  Preston,  of  Vallejfield,  in  Fifeshire, 
as  gallant  a  fellow  as  ever  bore  the  King's  commission. 

"  We  were  in  daily  expectation  of  the  advance  of  the  rebel 
General  Montgomery,  with  a  great  force,  so  the  duties  of  guards 
and  sentinels  were  performed  with  great  vigilance,  as  the  whole 
country  for  miles  around,  if  not  actually  in  possession  of  the 
armed  colonists,  was  full  of  people  who  were  favourable  to  their 
cause,  and  were  consequently  inimical  to  the  king  and  to  us. 

"Montgomery  was  expected  to  approach  through  Vermont 
county  (now  one  of  the  states)  by  the  eastern  shore  of  Lake 
Champlain,  a  long  and  narrow  sheet  of  deep  water,  which  formi^ 
the  boundary  between  it  and  the  State  of  New  York ;  thus,  c*. 
an  eminence  which  commanded  a  considerable  view  of  the 
country  southward,  and  at  the  distance  of  two  miles  from  Fort 
St.  John,  Major  Preston,  of  the  26th,  had  an  outpost  or  picquet, 
consisting  of  one  ojB&cer  and  twenty  men,  stationed  in  a  log-hut, 
from  whence  they  were  relieved  every  week.  The  officer  in 
command  of  this  advanced  party  had  to  throw  forward  a  line  of 
sentinels,  extending  across  the  road  by  which  the  Americans 
were  expected  to  approach.  At  the  hut  was  also  a  small  piece 
of  cannon,  taken  from  a  gunboat  recently  destroyed  on  the 
Lake,  a  6-pounder,  which  was  to  be  fired  as  a  signal  for  the 
troops  in  Fort  St.  John  to  get  under  arms,  and  the  picquet  was 
well  supplied  with  rockets  to  give  the  alarm  by  night. 

"Our  sentinels  there  had  frequently  been  found  dead  and 
scalped,  without  a  shot  being  fired.  Sometimes  they  disappeared 
altogether,  without  leaving  a  trace,  save  a  few  spots  of  blood  on 
the  prairie  grass.  Their  desertion  was  never  suspected  by  those 
in  authority ;  but  that  savages  and  assassins  lurked  in  woods 
along  the  eastern  and  western  shores  of  Lake  Champlain  we  had 
not  a  doubt;  thus  the  solitary  outpost  before  the  Fort  of  St. 
John  was  a  duty  disliked  by  all,  and  always  undertaken  with 
sensations  of  doubt  and  anxiety. 

"  It  was  on  a  beautiful  afternoon  in  the  month  of  September, 
that  with  a  sergeant  and  twenty  men  of  the  Borderers,  I  took 
possession  of  this  log  liut,  relieving  a  Lieutenant  Despard,  of 
the  Fusiliers,  from  whom  1  received  over  my  orders,  and  posted 
my  line  of  six  sentinels  at  intervals  across  the  highway  and 
^  "kind  of  open  prairie  which  it  traversed.  These  orders  were 
v/rritten  and  delivered  with  the  parole  and  countersign,  by  Major 
Andr6,  of  the  Cameronians  (afterwards  named  *  the  unfortunate '), 
and  they  were  simply,  that  during  the  night  the  sentinels  were 
to  face  all  persons  approaching  their  posts,  to  stand  firm  in  a 
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state  of  preparation  at  half-cock  with  ported  arms,  and  to  fire 
instantly  on  all  who  could  not  give  the  countersign. 

"Despard  informed  me  that  excessive  vigilance  was  necessary, 
as  he  had  lost  five  sentinels  in  one  week,  information  which 
made  my  fellows  look  somewhat  blankly  in  each  other's  faces ; 
*  and  these  assassinations  have  occurred,*  he  added,  *  though  we 
have  an  Indian  scout,  Le  Vipre  Noir,  an  invaluable  fellow,  how- 
ever unpleasant  his  name  may  sound,  attached  to  the  picquet- 
house.  I  would  advise  you  to  keep  off  that  bit  of  prairie  in 
front,  Middleton.  Zounas !  one  is  always  over  the  ankles  in 
mud  there,  and  mid-leg  deep  occasionally;  so  it's  more  like 
snipe-shooting  in  an  Irish  bog,  than  knockmg  over  Yankees  and 
Iroquois/ 

**  I  now  found  that  there  was  another  scout,  a  Comishman^ 
named  old  Abe  Treheme,  attached  to  the  post,  as  well  as  the 
native  mentioned  by  Despard, 

"  Abe  Treheme  was  a  white-haired  squatter  and  pioneer,  who, 
for  more  than  forty  years,  had  been  in  the  district,  Uvin^  by  the 
use  of  his  rifie  ana  hatchet.  He  wore  an  Indian  huntmg-shirt 
and  deer-skin  mocassins,  and  had  so  completely  for^tten  the 
civilization  of  his  native  England,  that  he  had  ahnost  oecome  an^ 
Indian  by  habit,  if  not  by  speech.  He  was  brave,  however,  and 
a  most  faithful  fellow  to  us.  Active  and  hardy,  brown  and 
weatherbeaten  by  constant  exposure ;  privation  could  not  impair, 
nor  toil  weary  his  strength,  which  was  wonderful,  for,  by  the 
wild  life  of  nature  he  had  led,  every  muscle  had  been  developed, 
till  it  became  like  a  band  of  iron. 

"  The  savage  scout,  Le  Vipre  Noir,  as  he  was  named,  was  one 
of  the  Lenni-Lenappe— or  unmixed  race  as  they  boast  themselves 
— who  once  occupied  all  the  vast  tract  of  country  which  lies  be- 
tween Penobscot  and  the  shores  of  the  Potomac ;  but  we  styled 
the  most  of  them  Delawares,  and  by  that  name  they  became 
known. 

"  Well,  this  devil  of  a  Delaware — ^I  think  I  can  see  the  fellow 
now ! — was  a  model  of  muscular  strength  and  manly  beauty,  so 
far  as  form  and  sinew  go.  He  was  like  a  colossal  statue  ofpolished 
copper.  His  usual  expression  was  fierce  and  sullen ;  nis  eyes 
were  keen,  black,  and  glittering,  and  his  red  and  yellow  streaks^ 
of  war-paint  lent  a  fiendish  aspect  to  his  dusky  visage,  the 
features  of  which  were  otherwise  clean  cut  and  regular.  He  was 
somewhat  of  a  dandjr  in  his  own  way,  as  his  fur  mocassins  and 
hunting-shirt  were  gaily  orn&:::v^nted  with  scarlet  cloth,  wampum, 
and  beads,  by  the  Delaware  ^irls. 

"  His  head  had  been  denuded  of  hair  eniirei^,  save  the  scalp- 
lock,  in  which  two  feathers  were  stuck.    At  h^  girdle  hung  ms- 
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pipe  and  himting-pouoh,  a  large  musk-rat  skin,  in  the  tail  of 
irnich  liis  keen-edged  scalping-luiife  was  sheathed ;  he  had  also  a 
pouch  for  ammunition,  a  long  rifle,  and  a  tomahawk,  which  were 
never  from  his  side  by  uight  or  day. 

"This  Delaware  was  from  one  of  the  native  villages  about  the 
upper  end  of  the  Penobscot  river,  where  the  chiefs  liad  signed  a 
treaty  of  alliance,  offensive  and  defensive,  with  our  government, 
and  had  sworn  to  have  no  communication  with  the  Americans  or 
others,  the  king's  enemies,  without  the  knowledge  of  the  officer 
commanding  the  British  forces  in  North  America. 

"  One  of  our  men,  named  Jack  Andrews,  had  quarrelled  with 
the  Delaware,  about  a  wild  g^oose  they  had  shot.  Blows  were 
exchanffed ;  the  savage  drew  his  scalpin^-knife ;  but  the  Borderer 
<2lubbea  his  musket,  and  laid  the  red-slcin  sprawling  among  the 
reeds.  Peace  was  enforced  between  them ;  but  the  savage  was 
more  than  ever  sullen  and  reserved,  doubtless  brooding  on  the 
vengeance  he  meant  to  take. 

"  Such  was  Le  Yipre  Noir,  who  will  bear  rather  a  conspicuous 
part  in  my  little  story. 

"  It  was  a  lovely  evenmg,  I  have  said,  idien  we  took  posses- 
sion of  the  sequestered  picquet-house.  The  rays  of  the  setting 
sun,  as  he  sank  beyond  those  grand  and  lofty  mountam  ranges, 
which  rise  between  the  source  of  the  Hudson  and  Lake  Gham- 
plain,  shed  a  red  glow  across  the  water,  and  bathed  in  warm  li^t 
the  foliage  of  ths  mighty  primeval  forest,  which  for  i^es  had 
clothed  the  shcn'es  of  that  magnificent  lake.  In  the  immedmte 
foreground  the  bayonets  of  my  sentinels  seemed  tipped  with  fire, 
as  they  trod  «lowly  to  and  fro  upon  their  posts  in  that  voiceless 
solitude.  Before  the  log-hut  the  arms  were  piled,  and  mr  sol- 
diers, with  the  Comishman,  were  cooking  their  supper,  while  the 
swarthy  Indian  scout  was  sauatted  on  his  hams  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, smoking  listlessly  or  half  asleep,  as  the  duty  of  searching 
in  the  woods  usually  devolved  upon  him  after  nightfall. 

"  I,  too,  lit  my  pipe,  and  the  pouch  from  which  I  took  my 
tobacco  cieJled  back  to  mind  some  half-forgotten  thoughts  and 
fancies. 

"  They  were  lovely  h(mds  that  embroidered  that  pouch  for  me, 
and  it  was  associated  with  many  a  promenade  in  Paul  Street, 
when  we  were  quartered  in  Montreal,  with  balls  at  her  father's 
house,  in  the  Rue  de  Notre  Dame,  flirtation  and  ices  in  the  Place 
d'Armes,  where  the  French  troops  used  to  parade  of  old — for,  in 
short,  that  tobacco-pouch  had  been  made  for  me  by  Ella  Carle- 
ton,  the  belle  of  that  old  colonial  city. 

"  She  had  a  dash  of  the  old  French  blood  in  her,  and  hence 
her  dark  hair  and  eyes^  which  contrasted  so  wonderfully  with  h^ 
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pure  English  skxn,  and  Iienoe  her  continental  form  of  eyelid  and 
droopii^  lash.  So  I  sighed  as  I  thought  of  a  year  ago-^^eursed 
the  emergencies  of  the  service  that  banished  me  to  Fort  St.  John, 
and  passed  my  fair  Ella's  present  to  the  sergeant  of  the  picquet, 
that  ne  might  supply  himself,  for  active  service  is  a  true  leveller, 
and  without  impairing  discipline  leads  to  a  spirit  of  camaraderie 
not  to  be  found:  in  such  tented  fields  as  Hyde  Park  or  the  Phcenix 
at  Dublin. 

"  After  the  sun  set  and  twilight  stole  on,  I  walked  restlessly 
to  and  fro  before  the  log-hut,  within  which  my  men  were  now 
gathered  with  their  arms,  as  the  dew  was  falling.  I  had  seen  all 
carefully  loaded  and  had  examined  the  flints  and  priming.  I  was 
resolved  that  due  vigilance  on  my  part  should  not  be  wanting  it* 
the  post  were  attacked  or  my  sentinels  surprised ;  and  to  prevent 
them  from  wandering  unconsciously  from  their  beat  in  the  dark, 
I  had  six  white  stakes  placed  in  the  ground,  and  gave  orders  that 
they  were  to  remain  close  by  them  during  the  night,  until  re- 
lieved, and  every  hour  I  went  in  person  with  the  reUefs,  b,  most 
harassing  duty. 

"  Leaving  my  sergeant  at  the  picquet-hoitse,  a  few  minutes 
before  midnight,  I  went  with  six  men  to  relieve  my  sentinek, 
who  w^e  all  posted  on  the  skirts  of  sm  open  space,  a  lar^e  tract 

•  of  waste  ground  which  for  some  miles  was  covered  with  long 
prairie  grass,  and  which  stretched  away  towards  the  forest  that 
was  traversed  by  the  main  road  leading  to  Fort  Edward  on  the 
Hudson,  about  sixty  miles  distant. 

"Save  the  gurgle  of  a  runnel  that  stole  under  the  prairie 
grass  there  was  no  sound  in  the  air — ^not  even  the  whistle  of  the 

-^cat4)ird ;  there  was  no  moon,  but  the  stars  were  dear  and  bright, 
and  guided  by  their  light  we  went  straight  from  post  to  post, 
relieving  the  sentinels ;  but  as  we  approached  the  place  where 

'^the  sixt£  should  have  been,  on  the  extreme  left  of  tlie  highway, 
we  advanced  «nchallen§fed  to  the  stake  that  marked  his  beat :  tne 
place  was  solitary  and  the  man — ^was  gone. 

"  His  musket,  undischarged,  was  Ij^ing  there,  and  a  pool  of 
blood  beside  it  at  once  refuted  any  suspicion  of  desertion.  But 
how  came  it  that  he  had  perished  without  resistance — without 
giving  an  s^m,  and  where  was  his  body  ?  All  round  the  place 
Tc  searched  for  it,  but  did  so  in  vain. 

"  Posting  another  man,  I  gave  him  reiterated  orders  and  in- 
•unctions  to  be  on  the  alert,  and  wistfully  the  poor  fellow  looked 
nfter  us  as  we  returned  to  the  picquet-house  with  the  tidings  of 
another  mystery,  which  added  to  the  eonsternation  that  prevailed 

•  concerning  this  devilish  outpost.  Neither  le  Vipre  lifoir  nor 
Treheme  had  yet  returned;  they  were  as  usual  scouting  in  front 
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of  our  advanced  sentinels,  and  when  they  came  back,  nofe  to* 
gether,  but  separately,  they  each  reported  the  country  all  quiet 
for  miles  towards  the  mountains.  Who  then  was  this  determined 
assassin,  unless  it  were  Satan  himself? 

"Next  ni^ht  the  sentinel  on  the  extreme  right  was  missing,, 
without  leaving  even  a  trace  of  blood,  and  without  the  grass 
being  bruised  or  trodden  near  his  beat ;  and  on  the  night  follow- 
ing, the  sentinel  on  the  roadway  was  found  lying  dead  on  his 
face ;  his  musket  was  undischarged,  his  head  cloven  behind,  and 
his  scalp  gone. 

"The  consternafion  of  my  picquet  had  now  reached  its  height. 
Still  our  scouts  asserted  the  country  to  be  quiet  around  us, 
though,  with  a  strange  gleam  in  his  eyes,  the  Indian,  said,  that 
when  he  shouted  in  the  woods  he  heard  an  echo. 

" '  From  whence  ?'  I  asked,  suspiciously. 

"  *  From  the  great  barrows  by  the  lake— where  the  bones  of 
my  forefathers  lie.  The  white  man  treads  tljere  now ;  but  they 
were  great  warriors,  and  many  were  the  scalps  that  dried  before 
their  tents.* 

"  I  was  but  a  youn^  officer  then,  being  fresh  from  our  Scottish 
Fencibles,  otherwise  I  would  have  doubled  my  sentinels ;  but  the 
idea  never  occurred  to  me,  and  my  sergeant  failed  to  surest  it. 
The  aft'air  was  becoming  intolerable.  This  mysterious  assassina- 
tion of  brave  men  roused  my  blood  to  fever  heat,  and  I  resolved 
that  on  the  next  night  I  should  take  the  duty  of  sentinel  with  a 
firelock,  and  remain  on  my  post  as  such^  not  for  one  hour 
merely,  but  for  the  entire  night,  in  the  hope  of  solving^  thia 
terrible  enigma. 

"  On  the  evening  I  came  to  this  conclusiou' the  post  was  visited 
by  Charley  Halket  from  the  fort,  the  captain  of  our  first  company, 
who  came  cantering  up  on  a  fine  bay  horse.  I  was  glad  to  see 
him,  for  Halket  was  one  of  the  most  lively  and  devil-may-care 
fellows  in  the  corps,  and  he  sang  the  best  song  and  was  the  best 
stroke  at  billiards  in  our  whole  brigade.  Charley  would  drink 
his  two  bottles  at  mess  overnight  and  wing  a  fellow  in  the  morn- 
ing, without  keeping  his  arm  in  a  cold  hath,  and  with  an  ac- 
curacy that  showed  he  had  a  constitution  of  iron ;  he  hunted 
fearlessly,  shot  fairly,  rode  like  a  mad-cap ;.  gambled,  but  simply 
for  excitement,  and  spent  his  money  like  a  good-hearted  fellow. 
He  was  always  laughing  and  jovial,  and  I  was  about  to  relate  the 
disasters  that  had  befallen  my  party,  when  the  pale  and  anxious 
expression  of  his  usually  merry  face  arrested  me,  and  I  leared  that 
the  fort  had  been  taken  by  surprise  in  rear  of  our  post. 

"'What  the  devil  is  the  matter,  Halket P  said  I.  *I  haw 
always  predicted  to  Preston  that  we  should  nev^r  have  our  lega^ 
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tinder  Iris  malwgany  at  ValleyQeld  again — ^never  taste  liis  Fife- 
shire  mutton,  or  test  his  fine  old  Burgundy.  What  is  up  ?  Has 
the  fort  fallen,  Charley,  that  you  come  here  with  your  bay 
thoroughbred  coyered  with  foam,  even  to  its  bang-up  tail?' 

"  *  No,  my  dear  Middleton ;  but  I  wish  to  pass  your  post.* 

**  *To  the  front?'  I  asked,  with  astonishment. 

«*Yes.' 

•*'  *  It  is  impossible  !* 

"  *  Even  if  out  of  uniform  P* 

"  *  In  or  out  of  uniform,  none  can  pass  or  repass  save  our 
•scouts,  whose  lives  are  of  little  value.  Preston's  orders  are 
strict  and  decisive.* 

"  *  But  if  in  disguise  ?'  he  urged,  earnestly,  and  lowering  his 
tone,  as  he  stooped  from  his  saddle. 

**  *  Worse  and  worse  !* 

**  *  How  P  explain,  pray,'  he  demanded,  as  his  earnestness  be- 
came tinged  with  irritation. 

"*  You  might  be  deemed  a  deserter  by  General  Burgoyne  if 
found  more  than  two  miles  from  camp  or  quarters.' 

"  *  A  deserter  1 — I  ? — pooh,  man,  absurd !' 

"  *  A  general  officer  has  joined  the  rebels  already.  Then  yo\i 
might  be  hanged  as  a  spy  by  Montgomery,  whose  troops  are  cer- 
tainly closing  up,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  murderous  outrages 
committed  by  his  Indian  diies  upon  the  picquest  stationed 
here.' 

"  *  It  is  for  that  very  reason,  Middleton,  that  I  am  most  anxious 
to  ride  southward  for  about  twelve  miles  into  the  country,  along 
the  shore  of  the  lake,  towards  Misiskoui.* 

"  *  You  could  not  return ;  my  sentinels  have  positive  orders  to 
fire  instantly  on  all * 

"  *  Who.have  not  the  parole  and  countersign,'  said  he,  smiling ; 
*  they  are  Quebec  and  Wolpe.     You  see  that  I  have  both !' 

"'From  whom P' 

"*My  friend  Andr^,  of  the  Cameronians — ^the  fort-major.* 

***  He  is  very  rash!  I  wish  he  had  this  infernal  picquet  to 
command ;  the  duty  might  teach  him  a  caution.' 

"  But,  my  dear  Middleton ' 

"  Say  no  more,  Charley— come,  don't  be  rash ;  duty  is  duty 
and  I  must  perform  mine.    Moreover,  I  value  your  life  and  my 
own  honour  too  much  to  risk  either  to  further  some  mad-cap 
ramble  of  yours.' 

"  *  Zounds,  sir !'  he  began,  furiously. 

"  *  Now  don't  call  me  out,  Charley ;  I  am  on  duty  and  can* 
go,  and  when  I  am  relieved  and  you  are  cool,  you  wont  ask  me. 
But  tell  me,  Charley,  what  affair  is  this  that  seems  so  urgent  I 
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The  country  in  front  ia  full  of  perils;  already  eight  or  nine 
sentinels  liave  been  assassinated,  and  yonder  grave  coyers  one  o. 
three  fine  fellows  I  have  lost.' 

"'Listen  tome,  Jack,'  said  he,  dismonnting,  and  throwing 
the  reins  of  liis  horse  over  his  arm,  and  leading  me  a  little  way 
apart  from  the  soldiers  who  were  smoking  and  Icmnging  before 
the  lo^-hut ;  *you  remember  Ella  Carleton  ?' 

" '  I  should  rather  think  I  do,*  said  I,  reddening,  and  ginng 
him  a  very  knowing  wink,  to  which  he  made  not  the  slightest 
response ;  '  Ella,  whom  we  used  to  meet  so  mnoh  a  year  ago  at 
Montreal.* 

"  *  The  same,'  said  he. 

"  *  I  remember  her  perfectly— a  diarmin§^  ghrl,  wltb  features- 
that  were  pale  but  beautifully  regular,  and  wita  eyes  smd  hair  so 
dark.' 

'"Exactly,*  saad  Halket,  whose  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure. 
Her  father,  you  are  aware,  is  a  rich  land-owner,,  in  the  Ainericui 
interest.' 

" '  Many  a  bottle  of  diampagne  I  have  drunk  in  his  house  ia. 
the  Hue  de  Notre  Dame !' 

** '  Yet  he  is  an  old  corraudgeon  who  hates  us  red-coais,  and  for 
that  reason,  as  well  as  for  a  few  others  that  were  mare  cogent, 
Ella  and  I  were  privately  married  about  a  year  ago.' 

"'Married? — whew!  Here's  news  for  the  mess  to  discuss 
over  their  wine  and  walnuts  !'  I  exclaimed,  while  laughing  to 
conceal  an  irrepressible  emotion  of  piqae. 

*' '  I  depend  on  your  honour,'  said  be,  earnestly. 

" '  To  the  death,  Charley ;  but  you  ha^e  quite  taken,  my  breath 
away.    Married — you  never  looked  a  lat  like  it !' 

"  *  We  were  married  a  year  ago  at  the  cathedral  in  the  Phice 
d* Armes  unknown  to  all— «ven  to  yourself,  EohaUion,  and  others 
my  most  intimate  friends,'  said  Halket,  speaking  rapidly  and 
with  growing  emotion ;  *  in  a  month  she  will  be  a  mother — think 
of  that.  Jack  !  She  is  residing  at  one  of  her  father's  country 
clearings  near  the  Missiakoui  Biver,  in  an  old  honting-lodge,. 
built  by  Simon  de  Ghamplais,  who  first  discovered  the  lake* 
She  has  written  to  me  by  a  circuitous  rout^  saying  that  Mont- 
gomery's advanced  posts  are  within  a  few  miles ;  that  her  father 
and  all  his  men  are  with  the  rebels;  that  the  Iroquois  are 
ravagmg  the  country,  burning,  killing,  and  scalping  all  before 
them ;  and  thus,  for  the  love  I  bear  her,  and  for  tne  sake  of  our 
child  that  is  yet  unborn,  I  must  strive  to  save  her,  and  bate  her 
conveyed  to  Eort  St.  John.  This  is  all  my  story,  Middleton. 
She  is  about  twelve  miles  distant  from  this  outpost ;  I  think  I 
know  the  way,  and  am  certain  I  should  be  badL  before  the 
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mormD^-gnn  is  fired.  If  not,  I  must  risk  all — commission,  rank, 
reputation,  everything — but  Ella  must  be  saved !  You  under- 
stand me  now,  don't  jou,  my  dear  friend  ?'  said  be,  earnestly,  as 
he  grasped  mj  hand,  and  I  could  see  that  the  poor  fellow's  eyes 
were  filled  with  tears. 

"  'Perfectly,  Charley;  I  would  risk  my  life  to  save  or  serve 
her  or  you ;  out  I  think  we  may  find  those  who  will  do  both 
more  effectually  than  either  you  or  1/ 

*•  'Who  do  you  mean P* 

***The  Delaware  scout,  and  old  Abe  Treheme,  the  hunter> 
wiU  get  over  the  ground  in  half  the  time,  and  knowing,  as  they 
d^,  every  track  and  trail  in  the  forest,  with  ten  degrees  more 
safety  than  you  could  ever  hope  for.' 

"I  at  once  proposed  the  affair  to  them,  and  Treheme  entered 
rate  it  with  great  readiness.  His  reward  was  to  be  a  pair  of 
handsome  pistols  and  ten  guineas.  He  knew  the  old  hunting- 
lodffc  on  Carleton's  clearing  quite  well,  and  with  the  assistance 
of  the  horse,  undertook  to  bring  the  lady  to  the  picquet-house  in 
safety,  and  long  before  sunrise.  The  Delaware,  however,  shook 
his  head. 

^'Le  Yipre  I^oir  had  some  darned  doubts,  I  guess,'  said  the- 
hunter ;  '  the  woods  about  the  Missiskoui  are  full  of  the  mocassin 
prints  of  the  Yankees  and  the  Iroquois ;  the  tracks,  I  reckon, 
are  dangerous  enough ;  and  there  will  be  m  almighty  trouble  in 
bringing  a  fine  lady  a-horse-back  through  the  bush ;  for  all  that,. 
Pelttware,  you'U  venture  to  bring  the  White  Chief  his  squaw 
safe  from  the  hunting-place  beyond  the  river  ?* 

^  *  From  the  Missiskoui,  where  once  I  had  a  wigwam,  and  where 
my  squaw  and  her  little  papooses  perished  at  the  hands  of  the 
•white  men  P*  said  the  savage,  in  a  husky  and  guttural  voice, 
while  his  stealthy  eyes  filled  with  a  malevolent  gleam,  as  he  sat 
sullenly  smoking  under  a  tree. 

"  *  You're  a  darned  fool,  Vipre,'  said  Treheme,  angrily.  'Look 
ye  har — what's  the  use  o'  thinking  o*  that  now  ?  What's  past  is 
past,  ain't  it  P' 

"  *  She  appealed  to  them,  and  they  lauffhed  at  her.  She 
appealed  to  Manitto,  but  his  face  was  hidden  behind  a  cloud. 
Mid  he  saw  neither  her  nor  what  the  pale^faces  did^to  her.  She 
is  with  Manittd  now — but  I  yet  am  here.' 

"  •  We  may  have  a  scrimmage,  Delaware— can  you  bite  yet  P' 
asked  1 1  eheme,  testily. 

**  The  savage  pointed  to  his  scalping-knife  and  grinned. 

"  *  Will  you  venture  with  me  for  twelve  bottles  of  the  raal 
Jamaiky  fire-water  P* 

** '  Qui,  ja,  yes !'  said  the  savage,  eagerly,  in  his  mixed  jargon^ 
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•  I  neither  fear  the  feathered  arrows  of  the  rebel  Iroquois,  or  the 
lead  bullets  of  the  Yankees.    Go !  Le  Vipre  Noir  is  a  warrior !' 

" '  Delaware/  said  I,  patting  his  muscular  shoulder,  '  what  are 
the  greatest  of  human  virtues  ?' 

"  *  Courage  and  contempt  of  death,'  he  replied  loftily,  while 
shaking  the  two  heron's  plumes  in  his  scalp  lock. 

" '  Good,'  said  Halkett,  who  had  listened  to  all  this  preamble 
with  irrepressible  anxiety  and  impatience ;  here  are  ten  guineas 
as  an  earnest  of  future  reward,  Delaware.  You  will  risk  this  for 
me?' 

"  *  For  you  ?'  said  the  Indian,  scornfully,  putting  the  coi^s, 
however,  in  the  musk-rat  pouch,  which  dangled  at  nis  wampom 
girdle. 

"  *  Eor  her,  then  ?'  said  Halket,  persuasively. 

"*Eor  neither,*  replied  the  Delaware,  while  a  lurid  gleam 
shone  in  his  sombre  eyes. 

"  *  How,  fellow  ?*  asked  Charley,  with  alarm. 

•**Ido  so  for  the  reward — for  the  fire-water  and  gold  that 
will  buy  me  powder  and  blankets ;  but  neither  for  the  squaw  nor 
the  papoose  of  the  pale-face.* 

"'Ilisk  it  for  what  you  wiD,  but  only  serve  me;  and  yon, 
Treherne * 

"  *  Make  your  terms  with  this  darned  crittur  of  a  Hedskin, 
And  you  can  settle  with  me  after,  sir,*  said  Treherne,  who  had 
been  regarding  his  compatriot  with  a  somewhat  doubtful  expres- 
sion. *  Come,  Vipre  Noir,  we  must  keep  the  hair  on  our  heads, 
if  we  can  certainly ;  so  put  fresh  priming  into  the  pan  of  your 
rifle,  my  dark  serpent,  for  the  dew  is  falling  heavily ;  if  the  rebel 
Redskins  come  on  us,  it  must  be  our  scalp  agin  theirs !  I'm 
your  brother — let  us  be  ofP  to  the  bush  ere  the  sun  sets.' 

"  Charley  Halkett  hastily  wrote  a  note  to  his  wife,  telling  her 
to  place  implicit  confidence  in  the  two  scouts  as  true  and  tried 
men,  who  would  convey  her  safely  to  the  British  outpost  in  front 
of  Fort  St.  John,  where  he,  all  eagerness  and  impatience,  awaited 
her ;  and  on  being  furnished  with  this,  Treherne  slung  his  long 
rifle  across  his  body,  stuck  a  short  black  pipe  in  his  moustachioed 
mouth,  mounted  Halkett's  horse,  and,  with  the  swift-footed  and 
agile  Indian  running  by  his  side,  crossed  the  open  bit  of  prairie 
before  the  log-hut,  and  rapidly  disappeared  in  <he  dense  and 
virgin  forest  tuat  lay  bejond. 

"  That  forest  soon  grew  dark ;  twilight  stole  along  the  shores 
of  the  silent  lake ;  the  last  red  rajs  of  lingering  light  faded 
upward  from  the  lone  mountain  tops ;  one  by  one  the  bright  stars 
came  twinkling  out,  and  the  old  and  clamorous  anxiety  occurred 
lo  us  all;  and  each  poor  fellow,  as  he  was  left  on  his  post,  felt 
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biraself  a  doomed  man,  who  might  die  without  seeing  his  destroyer 
or  who  miglit  disappear  as  others  had  so  mysteriously  done,  with- 
out leaving  a  trace  behind. 

"  Slowly  and  weacily  our  autumn  night  wore  on,  and  with  our 
pistols  cocked,  Halkett  and  I  visited  the  sentinels  almost  halt- 
hourly.  The  sky  was  moonless,  and  the  silence  around  our  lonely 
post  was  oppressive ;  to  the  listening  ear  there  came  no  sounds 
save  those  of  insect  life  among  the  long  and  reedy  prairie  grass. 

"All  at  once,  afar  in  distance,  from  the  deep  recesses  of  the  vast 
pine  forest,  there  rose  the  shrill  war-whoop  of  the  red  man ! 

"Like  the  yell  of  an  unchained  fiend,  it  rung  upon  the  still 
night  air;  but  died  away,  and  all  became  silent — more  silent 
apparently  than  before,  and  1  felt  the  hand  of  Halkett  clutch 
my  arm  like  a  vice,  while  hot  bead -drops  rolled  over  his  temples. 

**I  had  terrible  forebodings,  but  remained  silent,  and  with 
reiterated  advice  to  my  sentinels  to  be  *  on  the  alert,'  returned  to 
the  picquet-house.  Poor  Charley  Halkett's  alarm  excited  all 
my  compassion ;  the  boldest,  frankest,  and  jolliest  fellow  in  the 
corps  had  become  a  nervous,  crushed,  and  miserable  wretch ! 

**I  thought  that  lingering  night  would  never  pass  away.  It 
passed,  however,  as  others  do ;  the  morning  came  in,  bright  and 
sunny,  and  without  one  of  our  sentinels  beinff  missed  or 
molested ;  and  it  seemed,  certainly,  a  very  singular  feature  in 
those  mysterious  deaths,  that  the  only  night  on  which  no  fatality 
occurred,  should  be  that  on  which  we  actually  had  an  alei'te, 
and  when  Treheme  and  the  Delaware  were  away  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Missiskoui,  and  not  scouting  in  front  of  the  post ! 

"  Morning  had  come,  but  there  was  yet  no  appearance  of  our 
messengers  or  Ella  Carleton,  and  old  sympathies  made  me 
doubly  anxious  on  her  account. 

"  Halkett,  who  was  pale  with  sleeplessness  and  intense  anxiety, 
walked  with  me  a  little  way  beyond  our  advanced  sentinels,  who 
were  now  shouting  to  each  other  their  happy  congratulations 
that  nothing  had  occurred  during  the  night — ^m  short,  that  they 
were  all  there. 

"  Lake  Champlain,  in  its  calm  loveliness,  shone  brightly  under 
the  morning  sun,  its  surface  unruffled  by  the  wind,  and  not  a  sail 
or  boat  was  visible  in  all  the  blue  extent  of  its  far-stretching 
vista.  The  gorgeous  azalias  were  still  in  their  bloom,  so  were 
the  snowy  blossoms  of  the  sumach,  and  the  glorious  yellow  light 
fell  in  flakes  between  the  towering  pines  of  the  ancient  forest, 
while  the  dewy  prairie  gra^s  glittered  as  it  rippled  beneath  the 
pleasant  breeze. 

'*  The  distant  landscape  and  the  dim  blue  hills  that  look  down 
on  the  winding  Hudson  seemed  calm  and  tranquil,  the  silence 
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•around  us  was  intense,  the  hum  of  a  little  waterfall  alone  breaking 
the  stillness  of  the  autumn  morning. 

"Poor  Charley  was  like  a  madnian,  and  it  was  in  vain  that  I 
suggested  to  him  that  Treheme  and  the  Delaware  mi^ht  have  been 
"Compelled  to  make  a  long  detour ;  that  Ella  mi^ht  be  ill  and  unable 
to  travel  on  horseback,  that  her  father  might  have  returned,  that 
Montgomery's  advanced  guard  might  be  now  far  beyond  the 
Missiskoui,  that  our  scouts  might  have  lost  their  way  in  going  or 
in  retuming,not  that  I  believed  either  possible  for  a  moment,  but 
I  was  glad  to  say  anything  that  would  serve  to  account  for  their 
-<ielay,  or  soothe  his  gnawmg  anxiety ;  so  in  exceeding  misery  he 
returned  to  Fort  St.  John.  The  moment  that  morning^  parade 
"was  over  he  hastened  to  me  again,  and  slowly  the  terrible  day 
passed  over,  without  tidings  of  Ella  Carleton  or  her  guides,  and 
«s  night  drew  near  I  had  almost  to  use  force  to  prevent  Haikett 
from  setting  out  on  foot  for  the  old  hunting-lodge  on  the  Missis- 
Icoui,  a  place  he  could  never  have  reached  alone. 

"  Suddenly  we  were  roused,  about  sunset,  by  a  shout  from  the 
picquet,  and  as  we  looked  up,  the  Delaware  stood  before  us — alone! 

"  His  aspect  was  fierce  but  weary;  his  hunting  shirt  was  torn* 
imd  bore  traces  of  blood.  His  story  was  brief.  They  had  been 
■attacked  by  Indians  in  a  deep  gulley  some  miles  distant,  in  the 
^ey  dawn  of  the  morning ;  Treheme  had  been  killed  and  the 
lady  carried  off.  The  Indian  showed  his  wounds,  and  then 
-claimed  his  reward. 

**  Poor  Haikett,  on  hearing  of  this  catastrophe,  fell  as  if  struck 
hj  a  ball,  and  was  laid  on  the  hard  bed  of  planks  whereon  the 
^soldiers  slept.  He  was  in  a  delirium,  yet  passive  and  weak  as  a 
xshild. 

**  So  the  hostile  Indians  were  in  our  neighbourhood !  I  though 
with  horror  of  what  the  poor  girl — on  the  eve  of  becoming  a 
mother — might  suffer  at  their  merciless  hands ;  and  all  her  deU- 
-cate  beauty,  her  merry  laugh,  the  singular  combination  of  elegance 
and  espieglerie  in  her  manner,  came  vividly  back  to  memory,  as 
I  had  seen  her  last,  happy,  radiant,  and  smiling,  amid  the  glare 
and  glitter  of  a  prison  oall  in  the  city  of  Montreal. 

"I  questioned  the  Delaware  closely;  but  his  story  was  simple 
and  unvarying,  so  he  received  food,  rum,  and  the  reward  which 
haikett  had  promised. 

"  An  irrepressible  anxiety  stole  over  me  as  night  deepened,  so 
taking  my  servant's  musket  and  bayonet,  I  primed,  loaded,  and 
fixed  a  new  flint  with  care ;  and  proceeding  to  the  distance  of 
fifty  yards  in  front  of  my  line  of  sentinels,  on  the  open  space 
where  the  {urairie  grass  grew  thick  and  rank,  I  resolved  to  pass 
•«ome  hours  there  as  an  advanced  sentinel 
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**  The  sky  was  diu*  and  cloudy,  the  stars  were  obscured  by 
▼apour,  the  silence  was  intense,  and  it  smote  upon  my  heart 
with  a  sense  that  was  in  some  degree  appalling,  though  I  knew 
that  my  sentinels  and  the  rest  of  the  picauet  were  all  within 
hail.  The  tall  prairie  grass  waved  solemnly  and  noiselessly  to 
and  fro ;  the  sombre  forest  beyond,  with  the  myriad  cones  of  its 
black  pines,  stretched  far  away  to  the  distant  mountains,  but  not 
a  sound  came  from  thence,  nor  from  the  lone  shcnres  of  the 
vast  lake  of  Champlain,  whose  vista  receded  away  for  miles 
upon  my  ri^ht.  Even  if  the  night-herons  were  wading  amons 
its  waters  I  could  not  hear  them,  and  the  whistle  of  the  cat-bird 
was  silent. 

"Through  the  dark,  I  could  see  where  the  wild  sumach,  with 
its  white  olossoms  and  scarlet  berries,  waved  over  the  graves  of 
those  who  had  perished  on  this  fatal  out-post.  Their  aspect  was 
solemnizing  in  such  a  dark  and  silent  hour,  and  the  familiar  faces 
of  the  dead  men  seemed  to  hover  before  me.  But  there  was 
something  mysterious  and  unaccountable  in  the  total  disappear- 
ance of  those  whose  blood  we  had  only  traced  upon  the  grass  of 
prairie. 

"Around  where  I  stood  this  grass  was  more  than  a  yard  in 
height  and  thick  as  ripened  com.  It  was  waving  steadily  to  and 
fro  as  the  breath  of  the  night  wind  agitated  it. 

"  I  had  been  in  that  solitary  place  about  two  hours,  and  mid- 
night was  at  hand,  when  an  emotion  like  a  thrill — a  tremor,  not 
of  fear,  but  of  learning — a  *  grue,'  as  we  Scots  call  it,  came  over 
me.  I  felt  the  approach  of  some  unseen  thing,  and  cast  a  hurried 
glance  around  me.  Something  unusual  about  the  appearance  of 
the  prairie-grass  caught  my  eye. 

"Where,  when  hitherto  I  had  looked  in  a  direct  line  to  the 
front,  the  surface,  while  swaying  to  and  fro,  seemed  a  flat  and 
unbroken  mass,  there  was  now  visible  a  dark  line,  a  hollow 
furrow,  as  if  some  animal  was  crawling  slowly  and  stealthily 
through  it. 

"With  every  nerve  braced,  with  all  the  powers  of  vision  con- 
centrated, I  watched  this  new  appearance,  and  the  hollow  track 
seemed  to  draw  nearer  and  nearer  to  me,  slowly,  silently,  and 
almost  imperceptibly,  as  if  a  snake  or  some  such  reptile  were 
crawling  towards  my  post ;  and,  ere  long,  it  was  not  more  than 
fifteen  yards  distant. 

"  I  placed  a  handkerchief  over  the  lock  of  my  musket  to  muffle 
the  click  of  the  lock  in  cocking,  then  I  took  a  steady  aim  tod 
fired ! 

"  On  this,  '  laercing  the  night's  dull  ear,'  there  rang  a  wild,  shrill 
and  savage  cry— a  ciy  like  that  we  had  heard  on  tne  preceding 
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night — and  a  dark  figure,  bounding  from  among  the  grass,  came 
rushina:  towards  me,  but  I  stood,  with  bayonet  charged,  ready  to 
receive  him  on  its  point. 

"  He  was  an  Indian,  brandishing  a  tomahawk ;  but,  within  a 
few  feet  of  where  I  stood,  he  fell  prone  on  his  face,  wallowing  in 
blood.  The  report  of  my  musket,  and  his  cry,  brought  all  the 
picquet  to  the  front.'  We  dragged  him  into  the  log-hut,  and 
discovered  that  I  had  shot  our  missing  scout,  the  Delaware,  Le 
Vipre  Noir,  the  ball  having  entered  his  left  shoulder,  and  tra- 
versed nearly  the  entire  length  of  his  body.  He  was  mortally 
wounded,  but  the  powers  of  life  were  strong  within  him.  1  was 
greatly  concerned  by  this  misfortune,  which  might  procure  us  the 
enmity  of  his  entire  tribe ;  but  why  was  he  stealing  upon  our  post 
in  the  manner  he  had  done  ? 

"  Before  this  could  be  resolved,  and  while  we  were  staunching 
the  welling  blood,  and  doing  all  in  our  humble  power  to  soothe 
suffering  and  prolong  existence,  a  pale  and  bloody  figure,  who 
had  given  our  sentries  the  pass-word,  sti^gered  into  the  hut,  and 
sunk,  half  fainting,  against  the  guard-bed.  He  was  old  Abe  Tre- 
herne,  the  scout,  cut,  gashed,  and  apparently  dying, 

"  He  was  almost  as  speechless  as  the  Delaware;  but,  on  seeing 
each  other,  though  weak  and  deplorable  their  condition,  the  eyes 
of  tliese  men  glared  with  rage  and  hate,  and  they  made  such  in- 
credible efforts  to  reach  each  other,  knife  in  hand,  that  the  soldiers 
of  my  picquet  had  to  hold  them  asunder  by  force. 

"  *  Search  the  hunting-pouch  of  the  darned  thief — the  accursed 
red-skin  !*  said  Treheme,  in  a  hoUow  voice.  *  May  I  never  hew 
hickory  again  if  I  don't  have  his  scalp  and  his  heart  tew !' 

"  I  was  about  to  make  the  search,  when  Charley  Halkett  an- 
ticipated me,  and  shudderingly  drew  forth  its  cold  and  clammy 
contents. 

"There  were  four  human  scalps ;  three  were  recognised  as  be- 
longing our  to  own  men,  the  murdered  sentinels,  and  the  fourth 
had  attached  to  it  the  long,  black  silky  hair  of  a  woman — ^the  soft 
and  ripply  tresses  of  Ella  Carleton ! 

"  *  The  red-skin  fell  on  us  suddenly  in  the  bush,  with  knife  and 
tomahawk,'  said  Treheme,  speaking  with  difficulty,  and  at  inter- 
vals ;  *he  took  me  unawares  from  behind,  and  well  nigh  clove  my 
head— darned  if  I  don't  think  the  tommy's  stickin*  there  yet  I 
I  fought  hard  for  my  precious  life — harder  for  the  poor  lady,  I 
guess ;  but  I  swowned,  after  a  time,  and  then  he  dragged  her 
into  the  bush.* 

"'Ella — Ella!'  exclaimed  Halkett,  wringing  his  hands. 

"  'The  last  I  saw,  'tween  tlie  leaves  and  the  blood  that  poured 
into  my  eyes,  was  the  glitter  of  his  acalping-knife ;  and  the  last 
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heard  was  her  death-cry.  Shoot  the  varmint,  captain !  I  searched 
the  bush  for  her  till  I  was  weary.  Shoot  the  critter  dead,  soldiers ! 
Ah !  he  was  well  named  Le  Vipre  Noir,  by  that  son  ot  a  Delaware 
dog,  his  father.' 

"  The  savage  scarcely  heard  the  end  of  this,  for  Halkett,  mad- 
dened by  the  contents  of  the  hunting-pouch,  and  brief  story  of 
Treherne,  placed  a  foot  upon  the  prostrate  body  of  the  Delaware, 
then,  slowly  and  deliberately,  while  his  teeth  were  set,  his  eyes 
flashing  fire,  his  brows  knit  by  rage  and  griet,  and,  while  an  un- 
uttered  malediction  hovered  on  his  lips,  he  passed  his  sword- blade 
twice  through  the  heart  of  the  scout.  The  latter,  for  a  moment, 
writhed  upward  on  the  steel,  like  a  dying  serpent,  and  then 
expired. 

"Poor  Abe  Treherne  died  soon  after,  for  his  wounds  were 
mortal. 

"  So  our  false  Delaware  proved,  after  all,  to  have  been  in  the 
American  interest,  and  inspired  by  some  real  or  imaginary  wrongs, 
to  have  been  the  assassin  of  our  sentinels.* 

"  Fort  St.  John  soon  after  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Yankees 
under  General  Montgomery  ;  we  were  all  made  prisoners  of  war, 
and  my  poor  friend,  Charley  Halkett,  died,  and  (far  from  his 
kindred,  who  lie  in  the  Abbey  Kirk  of  Culross)  we  buried  him 
amid  the  snow  as  we  were  being  marched,  under  escort,  up  the 
lakes,  towards  Ticonderago." 

Such  was  the  major's  story  of  the  advanced  picqttet. 


CHAPTER  XXXIIL 

COSMO  JOINS. 

"  Ye' 11  try  the  world  soon,  my  lad. 
And  Andrew,  dear,  believe  me, 
'  Ye'U  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 
And  muckle  may  they  grieve  ye. 
For  care  and  troiU>le  set  your  thought, 

Even  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 
When  every  nerve  is  strained." — Bums. 

After  a  careful  search  through  some  of  the  old  dog-eared  Army 
Lists,  which,  with  Burns's  poems.  Brown's  "Self-interpreting 
Bible,"  and  Abercrombie's  "Martial  Achievements  of  the  Scots 
Nation,**  formed  the  chief  literary  stores  in  his  snuggery,  the  old 

*  Several  sentinels  of  an  outpost  were  thus  actually  assassinated  durinff 
the  American  war.  A  Scottish  periodical  of  the  time  gives  a  Highlana 
regiment — the  74th,  I  think — ^the  credit  of  furnishing  the  victimg. 
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quartermaster  discovered  that  in  the  94-th,  the  famous  old  Scots 
brigade,  there  was  a  Captain  Eichard  Warriston.  He  was  the 
onlj  one  of  that  name  in  the  service,  and  doubtless  the  same 
officer  whom  Quentin  mentioned  in  his  letter  as  haying  so  kindly 
befriended  iiim;  and  by  Lord  Rohallion's  direction,  Giryan  at 
once  addressed  a  letter  to  the  officer  commanding  the  regiment 
for  some  information  regarding  the  runaway. 

In  due  time  an  answer  came  from  Colonel  James  Campbell,  to 
state  "  that  no  volunteer  named  Quentin  Kennedy  had  attached 
himself  to  the  94th  Regiment  \*  thus  the  household  of  the  old 
castle  were  sorely  perplexed  what  to  do,  and  had  to  trust  to  time 
or  to  Quentin  himself  for  clearing  up  the  mystery  that  overhung 
his  actions. 

In  little  more  than  ten  days  after  Cosmo's  name  had  appeared 
in  the  War  Office  Gazette,  Quentin  received  the  unwelcome  in* 
formation  that  the  new  lieutenant-colonel,  his  enemy,  had  arrived 
at  head- quarters,  and  that  a  parade  in  full  marching  order  was  to 
take  place  on  the  morrow,  when  he  would  formally  take  over  the 
command  of  the  corps  from  poor  Major  Middleton. 

Though  daily  expected,  tnese  tidings  fell  like  a  knell  a[)on 
Quentin  s  hear^  and  the  old  sicklv  emotion  that  came  over  lum, 
when  Warriston  brought  the  fatal  Gazette  to  the  mess-room,  re- 
turned  a^ain  in  all  its  force. 

"  I  think  this  Guardsman  will  prove  a  thorough  Tartar,"  said 
Captain  Askeme,  in  whose  rooms  Quentin  first  heard  Cosmo's 
arrival  canvassed ;  "  and  I  fear  that  he  wont  make  himself  popu- 
lar among  the  Borderers." 

"  From  what  do  you  infer  that?"  said  some  one. 

"  He  refused  to  let  the  drums  beat  the  *  Point  of  War '  this 
morning." 

"  The  devil  he  did!"  said  Colville. 

'*  That  looks  ill,  damme !"  added  Monkton. 

"  I  do  not  understand,"  said  Quentin,  as  if  looking  for  infor- 
mation. 

*'  It  is,"  said  Askeme,  "  a  custom  as  old  as  the  days  of  Queen 
Anne — older,  perhaps,  for  aught  that  I  know — for  the  drums 
and  fifes  of  a  corps  to  assemble  before  the  quarters  of  every 
officer  who  is  newly  appointed  to  it,  and  there  to  honour  the 
king's  commission  by  beating  the  'Point  of  War.'  Though 
dying  out  now,  and  frequently  *  more  honoured  in  the  breach 
than  the  observance,*  it  is  a  good  old  custom,  peculiar  to  many 
of  our  Scottish  regiments.  The  officer  then  gives  to  the 
drummers  a  few  crowns  or  guineas,  as  the  case  may  be,  to  drink 
his  health ;  but  the  Master  of  Eohallion  bluntly  and  haughtily 
told  the  drum-major  that  he  '  would  have  no  such  d— d  nonsense^ 
and  to  dismiss !" 
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*'  Tke  deuce !  this  ausurs  ill,"  said  Colville,  with  his  affected 
lisp,  as  he  arranged  his  hair  in  Askeme's  little  camp  mirror. 

"  Perhaps  his  exchequer  is  in  a  bad  way." 

"Not  improbable,  Monkton,"  said  Askeme;  "he  was  one  of 
the  most  lavish  fellows  in  the  household  brigade,  and  he  placed 
and  betted  deeply ;  but  there  ^es  the  drum  for  parade ;  in  a^ 
few  minutes  we  shsdl  see  what  l&e  our  new  man  is. 

We  shall  not  afflict  the  reader  with  details  of  this  most  formal 
parade,  during  which  the  regiment  marched  past  Cosmo  in  slow 
and  quick  time  in  open  column  of  companies ;  then  followed  an 
inspection  of  the  men,  their  clothing,  arms,  accoutrements,  and 
everything,  from  the  regimental  colours  to  the  pioneers'  hand- 
saws ;  but  thanks  to  old  Middleton's  unwearying  zeal  and  prid& 
in  the  Borderers,  the  somewhat  fractious  lieutenant-colonel  dis- 
covered nothing  to  find  fault  with. 

Mounted  on  a  fine  dark  charger,  with  gold-laced  saddlecloth 
and  holsters,  CJosmo,  in  his  new  regimentals,  looked  every  inch  a 
handsome  and  stately  soldier ;  and  nis  appearance,  together  with 
his  clear,  full,  mellow  voice,  when  commanding,  impressed  the 
corps  favourably.  Quentin,  from  the  rear  mnk  of  Askeme's^ 
oomp>any,  surveyed  Mm  earnestly^  anxiously,  and  with  secret 
misgivings ;  for  every  feature  of  his  cold,  keen,  and  aristocratic^ 
face  brought  back  vividly  the  mortifying  and  unpleasant  passages 
in  which  they  had  both  borne  a  part  at  Rohallion,  and  sadly  and 
bitterly  he  felt  that  the  icorst  was  yet  to  come. 

The  parade  over,  the  regiment  was  dismissed,  but  the  orderly 
bugle  summoned  the  officers  to  the  front,  where  they  gathered 
around  Cosmo,  who  had  dismounted  and  haughtily  tossed  his- 
reins  to  an  orderly  (Allan  Grange,  the  crest-fallen  and  reduced 
sergeant),  his  gentleman's  gentleman — ^that  town-bred  appendaff^ 
who  had  excited  alternately  the  wrath  and  contempt  of  sturdy 
old  Jack  Andrews,  had  resigned,  having  no  fancy  for  the  chances 
of  war  as  a  camp-follower ;  so  the  Master  had  to  content  himself; 
with  such  unfashionable  "  helps  **  as  soldiers  and  batmen. 

Quentin,  lingering  irresolutely,  and  half  hoping  to  escape  ob> 
servation,  was  about  to  retire  to  his  quarters,  when  Askerne 
called  to  him,  with  a  friendly  smile — 

"  Kennedy,  come  to  the  front ;  Middleton  is  about  to  intrcK 
duce  the  officers,  and  you  must  not  be  omitted." 

Poor  Quentin  felt  tliat  his  doom  had  come,  and  he  could  feel^ 
too,  that  as  his  heart  sank,  the  blood  left  his  cheeks.  But  honest 
anger  and  just  indignation  came  to  the  rescue,  and  gave  Ima 
courage. 

"  Why  should  I  dread  this  man — why  shrink  from  one  I  have 
never  wronged  ?"  he  asked  of  himself.  "  Of  what  am  I  afraid  ^ 
The  sooner  this  introduction  is  over,  and  that  I  know  on  what 
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terms  we  are  to  be,  the  better.  Perhaps  he  may  be  desirous  of 
forgetting  the  past,  of  committing  to  oblivion  ail  that  has  oc- 
curred, and  may  be  the  first  to  hold  out  a  friendly  hand.  Heaven 
grant  it  may  be  so !" 

But  this  suggestion  of  his  own  generous  heart  was  little  likely 
to  be  realized. 

With  studied  politeness  and  grace,  if  not  with  pure  cordiality, 
Cosmo  received  each  officer  as  he  was  presentea  according  to 
his  rank,  until  the  junior  ensign,  Boyle,  was  introduced. 

*'  Ah  !**  said  Cosmo,  detecting  one  present  without  epaulettes, 
"you  have  a  volunteer  with  you,  I  see." 

"One,"  said  Middleton,  "whom  I  wish  especially  to  introduce 
to  your  notice  and  future  care,  colonel,  as  a  most  promising 
young  soldier,  who  in  a  few  weeks  has  passed  through  all  bis 
drills,  and  is  now  fit  for  any  duty.  Mr.  Quentin  Kennedy — 
Colonel  Crawford." 

The  nervous  start  given  by  Cosmo,  the  changing  colour  of 
his  cheek,  the  shrinking  and  dilation  of  his  cat-like  eyes,  as  he 
raised  and  almost  nervously  let  fall  his  eye-glass,  were  apparent 
to  several;  and  Quentin  saw  the  whole.  Cosmo  bowed  with 
marked  coldness,  and  turned  so  sharply  on  his  heel,  that  his 
spurs  rasped  on  the  gravel  of  the  barrack-yard. 

"  Major  Middleton,"  said  he,  haughtily,  before  retiring,  "  t^ 
that  young  man,  Mr. — what's  his  name ?" 

"  Mr.  Kennedy,  sir." 

"  That  when  speaking  to  an  officer,  he  should  bring  his  musket 
to  the  recover  J* 

And  so  ended  this — to  Quentin — most  crushing  interview. 

"What  the  devil  is  up  now?"  said  Monkton  to  Colville;  "it 
is  evident  that  our  new  bashaw  doesn't  like  gentlemen  volunteers." 

"Then  he  is  devilishly  unjust — ^that's  all,"  said  Askerne,  the 
Grenadier,  who  had  begun  his  military  life  as  a  volunteer. 

Quentin  could  have  furnished  the  clue  to  all  this ;  but  to 
speak  of  the  friendless  childhood  which  cast  him  among  the 
household  at  Rohallion,  and,  more  than  all,  to  speak  of  Flora 
Warrender,  and  to  make  her  name  the  jest  of  the  heedless  or 
unfeeling,  were  thoughts  that  could  not  oe  endured.  He  was 
silent,  and  his  tongue  seemed  as  if  cleaving  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth,  while  wearily  and  sadly  he  turned  away  to  seek  the 
solitude  of  his  bare  and  scantily-furnished  little  room. 

Middleton,  who  had  followed  unobserved,  entered  after  him, 
and  just  when  Quentin,  to  relieve  his  overcharged  heart,  was  on 
the  point  of  giving  way  to  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  even  to  tears, 
the  worthy  old  field  officer  caught  his  hand  kindly,  and  said  with 
earnestness — 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  king's  own  BORDERERS.  201 

"Don't  be  cast  down,  my  boy,  by  what  has  occurred  to-day. 
He  was  cold  and  haughty  to  every  one  of  ns,  but  it  is  evidently 
Ills  way,  and  may  wear  off  after  a  time.  I  hope  so,  for  our 
Borderers  wont  stand  it.  Take  courage,  lad — take  courage,  and 
don't  fret  about  it ;  Jack  Middleton  will  always  be  your  friend, 
though  a  hostile  commanding  officer  is  a  dangerous  rock  ahead." 

"Oh,  major,  you  are  indeed  kind  and  good,"  said  Quentin,  as 
lie  seated  himself  at  the  hard  wood  table,  and  covered  his  burn- 
ing face  with  his  trembling  hands ;  "  but  you  know  not  all  I  have 
suffered — all  I  think,  and  feel,  and  fear !" 

"Chut,  Kennedy,  look  up!  *The  English  pluck  that  storms 
a  breach  or  heads  a  charge  is  the  very  same  quality  that  sustains 
a  man  on  the  long  dark  road  of  adverse  fortune,'  says  an  author 
•— I  forget  who — not  he  of  the  'Eighteen  Manoeuvres,*  however ; 
so,  Quentin,  don't  let  Scottish  pluck  be  behind  it.  To  follow 
the  drum  is  your  true  road  in  lite,  boy,  and  who  but  God  can  tell 
when  that  road  may  end  ?" 

"Major  Middleton,"  said  Quentin,  bitterly,  "the  colouel's 
chilling  manner,  and  more  than  you  can  ever  know,  have  crushed 
the  heart  within  me.  I  never  knew  my  father — of  my  mother  I 
have  barely  a  memory,"  he  continued  in  a  broken  voice — "  a 
memory,  a  dream !  Fate  has  made  me  early  a  victim — a  play- 
thing— a  toy !  Advise  me — I  feel  my  condition  so  desolate,  so 
friendless  again.  What  future  can  there  be  for  me,  if  I  continue 
to  serve  under  him ;  and  how  can  I  hope  for  happiness,  for 
justice,  or  advancement  under  such  as  he  P" 

" Obey  and  sufi'er  in  silence;  bear  and  forbear,  and  you  will 
be  sure  to  triumph  in  the  end.  *  He  that  tholes  overcomes.' 
says  our  Scottish  proverb,  and  the  poor  soldier  has  much  to  thole 
indeed ;  but  do  your  duty  diligently,  and  you  may  defy  any  man 
— even  the  king  himself." 

Quentin  strove  to  take  courage  from  the  good  major's  words, 
and  ultimately  did  so ;  but  Middleton  knew  not  the  past  of  those 
he  spoke  of,  and  was  ignorant  of  the  secret  rivalry  and  settled 
hatred  that  existed  between  them,  especially  in  the  heart  of 
Cosmo;  while  Quentin,  in  his  ignorance  of  military  matters, 
knew  not  that  the  Master,  if  he  chose  to  exert  his  powers  arbi- 
trarily, might  dismiss  him  from  the  corps  at  once,  unquestioned 
by  any  authority  for  doing  so ;  and  that  by  the  stigma  thus  at- 
tached to  his  name,  the  chance  of  any  other  commanding  officer 
accepting  him  as  a  volunteer  would  be  utterly  precluded ;  and 
that  Cosmo  did  not  do  so  was,  perhaps,  only  oy  a  lingering 
emotion  of  justice  or  of  shame  for  what  his  family,  and  chiefly 
Flora  Warrender  and  that  huge  bugbear  "  the  world,"  would  say 
if  the  story  got  abroad. 
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"  Better  trust  to  the  chances  of  war,"  thought  Cosmo,  grimly, 
as  he  lay  sullenly  at  length,  smoking,  on  a  luxurious  fauteuil  in 
his  ample  quarters,  which  were  furnished  with  all  the  comforts 
and  el^anoe  with  which  a  Jew  broker  could  surround  him ;  "  a 
brat,  a  Doy,  a  chick— a  d— ned  foundling!  With  all  my  con- 
scious superiority  of  rank,  birth,  and,  what  are  better,  strength 
of  mind  and  character,  why  do  I  dread  this  Quentin  Kennedy  ? 
Why  and  how  does  he  seem  to  be  so  inextricably  woven  up  with 
me,  my  fate  and  fortune— it  may  be,  with  the  house  of  Bohallion 
itself?  Last  of  all,  why  the  deyil  do  I  find  him  hereP"  (This 
auestion  he  almost  shouted  aloud  as  he  kicked  away  the  cushion 
of  the  fauteuil.)  "Why  do  I  dread  him?  Dread— 1 — shame ! 
what  delusion  is  this — what  depression  is  it  that  his  presence — 
— ^the  very  idea  that  his  existence — ^and  contact  bring  upon  me  ? 
In  all  this  there  is  some  strange  fate — ^I  know  not  what;  but  I 
shall  trust  to  the  chances  of  war  for  a  riddance,  and  to  the 
perilous  work  I  shall  cut  out  for  him  in  particular." 

And  so  he  trusted ;  but  with  what  success  we  shall  see  ere 
long. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE  DEPARTUEB. 

*  Our  native  land— our  native  vale— 

A  lonff  and  last  adieu; 
i'arewelfto  bonnie  Teviotdale, 

And  CheTiot  mountains  blue ! 
The  battle-mound,  the  border-tower. 

That  Scotia's  annals  tell; 
Hie  martyr's  grave — the  lover's  bower— 

To  each,  to  all— farewelL"— PWw^Z*. 

Cosmo  studiously  and  ungenerously;  omitted  the  slightest  men- 
tion of  Quentin's  name  or  existence  in  the  letters  which  he  wrote 
home  to  Carrick,  well  knowing  that  if  he  did  so  the  kind  old 

feneral,  his  father,  would  at  once  address  the  authorities  at  the 
[orse  Guards  on  the  subject  of  the  young  volunteer's  advance- 
ment :  and  he  knew  that  if  appointed  to  any  other  corps  than  the 
Borderers,  Quentin  would  be  oeyond  his  iimuence,  and  free  from 
the  wiles  and  perils  in  which  he  had  mentally  proposed  to 
involve  his  future  career. 

At  last  came  the  da;^  so  long  looked  forward  to  bj  all  the 
regiment— the  day  of  its  departure  for  foreign  service,  as  it 
proved,  in  the  Spanish  Peninsula,  the  land  to  which,  after  several 
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useless  and  bloody  expeditions  to  Holland,  Tlanders,  Sweden, 
and  Italy,  the  thoughts  and  hopes  and  dl  the  sympathies  of 
Britain  tamed  with  the  desire  of  driving  out  the  victorious 
French,  and  restoring  the  Bourbon  dynasty — almost  an  old  story 
now,  so  remote  have  the  struggles  before  Sebastopol  and  the 
wars  of  India  made  the  great  battles  of  those  days  seem 
to  be. 

The  regiment  had  been  under  orders,  and  in  a  state  of  readi- 
ness for  weeks ;  but  until,  for  it  and  for  others,  the  route  came 
in  the  sabretasche  of  an  orderly  dragoon  who  rode  spurring  in 
"  hot  haste"  to  Colchester  Barracks,  its  members  knew  not  for 
what  country  they  were  destined. 

The  drums  beat  the  ^Snerale,  the  signal  for  marching,  early  in 
the  morning  of  a  soft  September  da^,  and  the  four  pipers  of  the 
regiment  played  loud  and  high  a  piobroch,  that  rang  wildly,  in 
all  its  vanous  parts,  through  the  calm  air,  waking  every  echo  of 
the  old  barrack  square;  for  the  piobroch,  we  may  inform  the 
uninitiated,  is  a  regular  piece  of  music,  containing  several  por- 
tions ;  beginning  with  an  alarm,  after  which  follow  the  muster,^ 
the  march,  the  fur^  of  the  charge,  the  shrill  triumph  of  victory 
and  the  low  sad  wail  for  the  slain. 

With  the  battalion  of  the  Borderers,  there  were  to  march  on 
this  morning  another  of  the  Gordon  Highlanders — ^the  92nd — 
one  of  the  most  noble  of  our  national  corps,  together  with  a 
strong  detachment  of  the  94th,  under  Captain  Warriston,  so  the 
enthusiasm  of  all  was  at  its  height  when,  in  heavy  marching 
order,  with  great  coats  rolled  on  the  knapsacks,  blankets  folded 
behind  them,  havresacks  and  wooden  canteens  slung,  the  com- 
panies feU  in,  and  there  seemed  to  be  a  rivalry  between  the 
kilted  pipers  of  the  92nd  and  the  Borderers  as  to  who  should 
excel  most,  or  (as  Cosmo,  who  was  not  inspired  by  overmuch 
nationality,  said  to  Middleton)  who  should  "make  the  most 
infernal  noise." 

Silent  and  grim,  and  keeping  somewhat  haughtily  aloof  from 
all  his  officers,  Cosmo  sat  on  ms  black  horse,  gnawmg  the  chin- 
strap  of  his  shako,  as  if  controlling  some  secret  irritation,  while 
watching  the  formation  of  the  corps,  looking  very  much  the 
while  as  if  longing  to  find  fault  with  some  one. 

"And  so  we  are  destined  to  reinforce  the  army  under  Sir 
John  Moore  P"  said  Quentin,  for  lack  of  something  more  import- 
ant to  remark. 

"  Yes,"  said  Askeme,  as  he  adjusted  the  cheek-scales  of  his 
tall  grenadier  cap ;  "  Sir  John  is  a  glorious  fellow,  and  quite  the 
man  of  to-day." 

''I  would  rather  be  the  man  of  to-morroiff"  said  Monkton». 
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with  an  air  that  implied  a  joke,  though  there  ¥ras  something 
prophetic  in  the  wish. 

''  I  knew  Moore  when  he  was  serving  as  a  subaltern  with  the 
32nd  in  America — he  is  a  brave,  good  fellow,  and  a  countryman 
of  our  own,  too,"  said  Middleton,  whose  orderly  brought  forward 
his  horse  at  that  moment ;  "  and  now,"  he  added,  putting  his 
foot  in  the  stirrup,  "  a  long  good-bye  to  the  land  of  roast-beef, 
and  to  poor  old  Scotland,  too !  I  wonder  who  among  us  here 
will  see  her  heather  hills  and  grassy  glens  again — %od  bless 
them  all  1"  And  reverentially  the  fine  old  man  raised  his  hand 
to  his  cap  as  he  spoke. 

A  crowd  formed  by  the  soldiers*  wives  and  children  of  the 
regiment,  now  gathered  round  him,  for  the  old  major  knew  all 
their  names  and  little  necessities,  and  was  adored  by  them  all. 
Now  he  was  distributing  among  them  money,  advice,  and  letters 
of  recommendation  to  parish  miuisters  and  others,  and  to  none 
was  he  more  kind  than  to  the  weeping  wife  of  Allan  Grange, 
who,  by  his  reduction  to  the  ranks,  lost  nearly  every  chance  of 
«x;companying  the  troops  abroad. 

To  the  screaming  of  the  bagpipes  had  now  succeeded  the 
wailing  of  women,  for  many  soloiers'  wives  and  children  were  to 
be  left  behind,  and  to  be  transferred  to  their  several  parishes  in 
Scotland;  many  to  remote  glens  that  are  desolate  wildernesses 
now ;  and  it  was  touching  to  see  these  poor  creatures,  looking 
-so  pale  and  miserable  in  the  cold  grey  light  of  the  early  morning, 
each  with  her  wondering  little  brood  clinging  to  her  skirts,  as 
she  hovered  about  the  company  to  which  her  husband  belonged, 
his  quivering  lip  and  glistening  eye  alone  revealing  the  heart 
that  ached  beneath  the  coarse  red  coat,  amid  the  monotony  of 
•oalling  rolls  and  inspecting  arms. 

On  one  of  the  waggons  which  was  piled  high  with  baggage, 
hu^e  chests  of  spare  arms,  iron-bound  trunks,  camp-beds  and 
folded  tents,  Quentin  tossed  the  little  portmanteau  which  con- 
tained his  entire  worldly  possessions ;  then  the  baggage-guard, 
looking  so  serviceable  and  warlike  with  their  havresacks  and 
^canteens  slung  crosswise,  came  with  bayonets  fixed,  and  the  great 
wains  rumbled  away  through  the  echoing,  and  as  yet  empty 
streets  of  Colch'ester. 

None  of  the  officers  were  married  men,  fortunately  for  them- 
selves perhaps,  at  such  a  juncture.  The  colours  were  brought 
forth  with  their  black  oilskin  cases  on;  the  advanced  guard 
marched  ofiP,  and  just  as  the  sun  began  to  gild  the  church  vanes 
.and  chimney-tops,  and  while  reiterated  cheers  rang  from  the 
thousands  of  soldiers  who  crowded  the  barrack  windows,  and 
whose  turn  would  come  anon,  the  troops  moved  off,  the  brass 
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bands  of  other  regiments — the  usual  courtesy — playiofl^  tliem 
out,  the  whole  being  under  the  command  of  the  senior  officer 
present,  Lieutenant-Colonel  Napier  of  Blackstone,  who  after- 
wards fell  at  the  head  of  the  92nd  Higlilanders  on  the  field  of 
Gorunna. 

In  the  excitement  of  the  scene,  Quentin  felt  all  its  influences, 
and  marched  happily  on.  He  forgot  his  aftronts,  his  piques  and 
jealousies,  and  as  the  young  blood  coursed  lightly  through  his 
veins,  he  felt  that  he  could  forgive  even  Cosmo,  were  it  only  for 
Lady  Winifred's  sake,  when  he  saw  him  riding  with  so  stately 
and  soldier-like  an  air  between  Major  Middleton  and  Buckle  the 
adjutant,  at  the  end  of  the  column,  where  the  splendid  grenadiers 
with  their  black  bearskin  caps  and  braided  wings,  made  a  martial 
show  such  as  no  company  of  the  line  could  do  in  the  shorn  uni- 
form of  the  present  day. 

All  the  happy  impulses  of  youth  made  Quentin's  spirit  buoy- 
ant ;  thus  his  light  heart  beat  responsi?e  to  the  crash  of  the 
drums  and  cymbals,  and  to  every  note  of  the  brass  band.  .Thus, 
when  on  looking  to  the  rear,  he  saw  so  many  hundred  bayonets 
and  clear  barreb  (they  were  not  browned  in  those  days)  flashing 
in  the  sun,  with  the  long  array  of  plumed  Highlanders  that 
wound  through  the  streets  after  his  own  regiment,  he  forgot,  we 
say,  his  grievances,  and  the  cold  and  haughty  Master — we  believe 
he  Jorgot  e?en  Flora  Warrender — he  forgot  all  but  that  he  was  a 
soldier — one  of  the  old  25th,  and  bound  for  the  seat  of  war! 
Ah,  there  is  something  glorious  in  these  emotions — ^this  flushing 
up  of  the  spirit  in  a  young  and  generous  breast ;  but  alas !  the 
time  comes  when  we  look  back  to  the  long-past  days  with  envy, 
regret,  and,  it  may  be — wonder ! 

The  sorrowful  parting,  the  hurried  embraces,  the  last  kisses, 
the  sad  and  lingering  glances  of  farewell  being  exchanged  along 
the  line  of  march  every  moment,  by  husbands  and  wives,  by 
parents  and  children,  as  group  after  group  gradually  dropped  to 
the  rear  of  the  column  they  could  but  follow  with  their  eyej  and 
hearts,  ceased  after  a  time  to  impress  him  by  their  verv  number 
and  frequency ;  thus  he  soon  laughed  with  the  gay,  and  enjoyed 
all  the  silly  banter  of  the  heedless,  as  the  officers  began  to  group 
by  twos  and  threes,  after  Colchester  was  left  behmd,  and  the 
troops  were  permitted  to  "  march  at  ease  "  along  the  du3ty  high- 
way between  the  meadows  and  ploughed  fields. 

"  I  have  never  seen  so  jolly  a  morning  as  this,"  said  Ensign 
Boyle,  as  he  trudged  along  ¥rith  the  regimental  colour  crossed  on 
his  left  snoulder ;  "  never  since  first  I  saw  my  own  name  in  print  V* 

"How  in  print?"  asked  Quentin,  with  simplicity;  "you  do 
not  mean  on  the  title-page  of  a  bookF" 
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"Not  at   all — ^nothing   so  stupid — I  mean  in   the   Army 
List- 


"  Where  you  have  never  been  tired  of  contemplating  it  since 
«— eh,  Pimple  ?"  asked  Monkton ;  "  but  I  hope  jou  have  left  year 
flirting  jacKet  and  best  epaulettes  with  the  heavy  baggage — ^you 
Wy  need  your  fighting  ^ps  now." 

"I  say,  Pimple,"  said  Colyear,  the  senior  ensign,  who,  of 
•course,  had  the  King's  colour,  "  bow  much  of  the  ready  had 
that  flax-spinner's  daughter,  about  whom  Monkton  quizzes  you 
so  much  P  " 

"Rumour  said  twenty  thousand  pounds." 

"The  devil !    You  might  have  doue  worse — aw— eh !" 

"  We're  all  doing  worse,  damme,  marching  for  embarkation 
on  this  fine  sunny  morning,"  said  Monkton.  "  There  goes  the 
band  again  to  the  old  air;  but,  save  you.  Pimple,  few  among  us 
leave  'girls  behind  us'  with  twenty  thousand  pounds." 

"Adieu  to  Colchester,  its  morning  drills  and  monotonous 
guards,  and  that  devilish  incessant  natter  of  little  drum-boys 
practising  theit  da-da,  ma-ma,  on  the  arum  from  sunrise  till  sun- 
set," said  Ck)lville,  looking  back  to  where  the  strong  old  Saxon 
castle  and  the  brick  steeple  of  St.  Peter  were  being  shrouded 
in  yellow  morning  haze  exhaled  by  the  sun  from  the  nver  Cotne. 

*'3ojt  voyager^  cried  a  gay  staff-officer,  lifting  his  plumed 
•cocked  hat,  as  he  cantered  gaily  past;  "good-bye,  g^tlemen." 

"  Adieu,  Conyers,"  replied  Monkton ;  "  can  I  do  anything  for 

JOU?" 

"Where?" 

"  Among  the  ladies  in  Lisbon  ?"  . 

The  officer  made  no  reply,  but  rode  hurriedly  on. 

"That  is  the  fellow  who  had  to  quit  Wellesley*s  staff  for 
eloping  with  some  hidalgo's  wife,  the  night  after  Vimiera^"  said 
Askeme.    "Monkton,  you  hit  him  hard  there." 

"Don't  you  think  old  Jack  Middleton  looks  dull  this  morn- 
ing ?"  asked  some  one. 

"The  colonel  is  in  a  devil  of  a  temper,  I  think,"  replied 
Askeme. 

"  Perhaps  he  has  left  his  love  behind  him,"  suggested  Boyle, 
laising  his  stupid  white  eyebrows  sentimentally;  "don't  you 
think  so,  Kennedy  P" 

"  Pimple,  allow  me  to  rebuke  you,"  said  Monkton,  with  an 
air  of  mock  severity.  '|  An  ensign  may  wear  a  faded  rose  next 
his  beating  heart ;  but  in  a  field-officer,  such  an  insane  proceed- 
ingis  not  to  be  thought  of." 

While  this  empty  talk  was  in  progress,  about  ei^ht  miles  from 
Colchester,  a  troop  of  the  Soots  Greys  approachei^  en  route  for 
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%bat  place ;  and,  as  they  drew  near,  the  drams  and  fifes  of  the 
Borderers  stradc  np  a  lively  national  quick  step;  the  Greys 
brandished  their  swords,  and  gave  a  hearty  cheer  on  coming 
abreast  of  the  colours  of  each  regiment,  and  loud  were  the 
hurrahs  which  responded. 

This  little  episode,  and  the  thoughtless  banter  which  preceded 
it,  had  raised  Quentin's  spirits  to  a  high  state  of  effervescence. 
Fresh  hope  had  come  with  all  her  ruddiest  tints  to  brighten  the 
future  and  blot  out  the  past,  and  with  all  the  glorious  confidence 
of  youth,  he  was  again  building  castles  in  the  air  on  this 
morning  march,  when  the  sun  that  shone  so  joyously  on  the 
green  jlnglish  landscape,  added  to  the  brilliance  of  his  thoughts 
and  eiUianced  his  joy  and  happiness. 

From  his  day-dreams,  however,  he  was  roughly  awakened  by 
the  harsh  voice  of  the  Master  of  Rohallion,  who  half  reined  in 
his  horse,  and  turning  round  with  his  right  hand  planted  on  the 
crupper,  said  with  great  sternness : 

"  Captain  Askeme,  I  must  remind  you  that,  though  officers 
may  converse  together  when  the  men  are  marching  at  ease,  such 
a  privUege  can  by  no  means  be  accorded  to  a  mere  volunteer. 
Mr.  Kennedy,  rejoin  your  section,  and  keep  your  place,  sir!" 

Askeme's  dark  and  handsome  face  coloured  up  to  the  rim  of 
his  bearskin  cap,  and  his  eyes  sparkled  with  rage  at  the  colonel's 
petulant  wantonness ;  while  poor  Quentin,  who,  lost  in  his  bright 
day-dreamings,  had  certainly,  but  unconsciously,  diverged  a  lew 
paces  from  the  line  of  march  to  converse  with  his  friends,  fell 
sadly  back  into  the  ranks,  and  felt  that  the  dark  cloud  was 
enveloping  him  again. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

ON   THE   SEA. 

"A  varied  scene  the  changeful  vision  showed, 
For  where  the  ocean  mingled  with  the  clou^ 
A  gallant  nayy  stemmed  the  billows  broad. 
Blent  with  the  silver  cross  to  Scotland  dear, 
From  mast  and  stem  St.  George's  symbol  flow'd. 
Mottling  the  sea  their  landward  barges  row'd. 
And  flashed  the  son  on  bayonet,  brand,  and  s^ear, 
And  the  wild  beach  returned  the  seaman's  jovial  cheer.** 
Vision  of  Von  Boderick, 

The  kin^om  of  Spain  was  at  this  time  the  great  centre  of  Euro- 
pean political  interest.  France,  Prussia,  and  Russia  had  scarcely 
sheathed  their  swords  at  Tilsit,  when  the  terrible  conspiracy  of  Per 
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dinand,  the  Prince  of  the  Asturias,  against  his  father,  Charles  IV. 
—a  plot  imputed  to  Michael  Godoy,  who,  from  a  simple  cavaUer 
of  the  £x>yal  Guard,  had,  by  the  queen's  too  partial  favour, 
obtained  the  blasphemous  title  of  the  Prince  of  Peace — afforded 
the  Emperor  Napoleon,  whose  creature  he  was,  a  pretext  for  in- 
terfering in  the  aifairs  of  the  Spanbh  Bourbons.  He  decoyed  the 
royal  family  to  Bayonne,  compelled  their  renunciation  of  the 
crown  and  kingdom  of  Spain,  into  which  he  poured  at  once  bis 
vast  armies,  and,  after  the  fashion  of  the  cat  in  the  fable,  who 
absorbed  the  whole  matter  in  dispute  by  the  monkeys,  he  solved 
the  problem  by  seizing  the  Spanish  empire,  and  gifting  it  to  his 
brother  Joseph,  formerly  King  of  Naples. 

Portugal,  at  this  juncture,  deserted  by  her  government  and  by 
her  pitiful  king,  who  fled  to  Rio  de  Janeiro,  in  Brazil,  fell  easily 
into  the  power  of  a  French  army,  under  Marshal  Junot,  wbo  was 
thereupon  created  Duke  of  Abrantes,  a  town  on  the  Portuguese 
frontier. 

All  Europe  cried  aloud  at  these  lawless  proceedings,  and  the 
Spaniards,  so  long  our  enemies,  with  our  old  allies  the  Portu- 
guese, were  alike  fllled  with  fury  and  resentment.  The  peasantry 
lew  to  arms,  and  the  provinces  became  filled  with  bands  of 
guerillas,  brav&  but  reckless ;  so  the  whole  peninsula  was  full 
of  tumult,  treason,  bloodshed,  and  crime. 

"England,"  says  General  Napier,  "both  at  home  and  abroad 
was,  in  1808,  scorned  as  a  military  power,  when  she  possessed 
(without  a  frontier  to  swallow  up  large  armies  in  expensive 
fortresses)  a^  least  two  hundred  thousafid  of  the  best  equipped 
and  best  disciplined  soldiers  in  the  universe,  together  with  an 
immense  recruiting  establishment  through  the  medium  of  the 
militia." 

War,  not  "  Peace  at  any  price,"  was  the  generous  John  Ball's 
motto,  and,  to  aid  these  patriots,  a  British  army  proceeded  to  the 
peninsula  in  June,  1808,  under  the  command  of  Lieutenant- 
General  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley.  Some  sharp  fighting  ensued 
along  the  coast,  the  prologue  to  the  long  and  bloody,  but  glorious 
drama,  that  was  only  to  terminate  on  the  plains  of  Watenoo. 

On  the  21st  of  August  we  fought  and  won  the  battle  of  Vimiera, 
and  nine  days  after  followed  the  convention  of  Cintra,  by  which 
the  French  troops  were  compelled  to  evacuate  the  ancient  Lusi- 
tania,  and  were  conveyed  home  in  British  ships ;  but  still  the 
marshals  of  the  empire,  with  vast  armies,  the  heroes  of  Jena, 
Austerlitz,  and  a  hundred  other  battles  so  glorious  to  France, 
were  covering  all  t)ie  provinces  of  Spain,  from  the  steeps  of  the 
Pyrenees  to  tne  arid  plains  of  Estremadura. 

"Soldiers,  I  have  need  of  you,"  says  the  Emperor,  in  one  cf 
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his  bulletins.  *'  The  hideous  presence  of  the  leopard  contaminates 
the  peninsula  of  Spain  and  Portugal.  In  terror  he  must  flj 
before  you !  Let  us  bear  our  triumphal  eagles  to  the  Pillars  of 
Hercules,  for  there  also  we  have  injuries  to  avenge  !  Soldiers, 
you  have  surpassed  the  renown  of  modem  armies,  but  have  you 
yet  equalled  the  glory  of  those  Romans,  who,  in  one  and  the  same 
campaign,  were  victorious  upon  the  Rhine  and  the  Euphrates,  in 
Illyria  and  upon  the  Tagus  ?  A  long  peace  and  lasting  prosperity 
shall  be  the  reward  of  your  labours." 

The  standard  of  freeaom  was  first  raised  among  the  Asturians, 
the  hardy  descendants  of  the  ancient  Goths,  and  in  Galicia ;  then 
Don  Jose  Palafox,  by  his  valiant  defence  of  the  crumbling  walls 
of  Zaragossa,  showed  the  Spaniards  what  brave  men  might  do 
when  fighting  for  their  hearths  and  homes. 

"  In  a  few  days,"  said  Napoleon,  boastfully,  in  the  October  of 
1808,  "I  go  to  put  myself  at  the  head  of  my  armies,  and  with 
the  aid  of  God,  to  crown  the  King  of  Spain  in  Madrid,  and  plant 
my  eagles  on  the  towers  of  Lisbon." 

The  Junta  of  the  Asturias  craved  the  assistance  of  Britain, 
even  while  the  shattered  wrecks  of  .Trafalgar  lay  rotting  on  the 
sandy  coast  of  Andalusia.  Three  years  had  committed  those  days 
of  strife  to  oblivion,  or  nearly  so,  and  arms,  ammunition,  cloth- 
ing, and  money  were  freely  given  to  the  patriots,  while  all  the 
Spanish  prisoners  were  sent  home.  Then,  Sir  John  Moore,  who 
commanded  the  British  forces  in  Portugal,  a  small  but  determined 
"  handful,"  was  ordered  to  advance  into  Spain  against  the  vast 
forces  of  the  Duke  of  Dalmatia;  which  brings  us  now  to  the  exact 
period  of  our  humble  story,  from  which  we  have  no  intention  of 
diverging  again  into  the  history  of  Europe. 

The  body  of  troops  among  which  our  hero  formed  a  unit,  sailed 
in  transports  from  Spithead,  and  in  the  Channel,  and  when  Port- 
land lights  were  twinkling  out  upon  the  weather-beam,  poor 
Quentin  endured  for  the  first  time  the  horrors  of  sea-sickness, 
and  lay  for  hours  half-stifled  in  a  close  dark  berth,  unheeded  and 
forgotten,  overpowered  by  the  odour  of  tar,  paint,  and  bilge,  and 
by  a  thirst  which  he  had  not  the  means  of  quenching,  for  ne  was 
helpless,  unable  to  move,  and  longed  only  for  death. 

it  was  no  spacious,  airy,  and  gigantic  Himalaya,  no  magnifi- 
cent screw-propeller  like  the  Urgent,  the  Perseverance,  or  any 
other  of  our  noble  steam  transports,  that  on  this  occasion  received 
the  head-quarters  of  the  "  King's  Own  Borderers,"  but  a  clumsy 
old  and  leaky  tub,  bluff-bowed  and  pinck-built,  with  her  top- 
masts stayed  forward,  and  her  bowsprit  tilted  up  at  an  angle  of 
45  degrees,  and  having  a  jack-staff  rigged  thereon.  She  was  a 
black-painted  bark  of  some  four  hundred  tons,  with  the  figures 
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"  200  T/'— (&iffDiiVmg  Transport  No.  200)— of  giant  size  appear- 
ing on  her  headrails.  Between  floors  or  decks  ba^tily  constructed 
for  the  purpose,  the  poor  soldiers  were  stowed  in  darkness,  db- 
comfort,  and  filth.  The  officers  were  little  better  off  in  the  cabin, 
and  hourly  their  servants  scrambled,  quarrelled,  and  swore  in  the 
cooks'  gaUej,  about  their  several  masters'  rank  and  seniority  in 
the  order  of  boiling  kettles  and  arranging  frying-pans,  while  the 
hissing  spray  swept  over  them  every  time  the  old  tub  sta^ered 
under  ner  fore  course,  and  shipped  a  sea  instead  of  riding  buoyantly 
over  it. 

In  the  mighty  stride  taken  bv  civilization  of  late  years,  when 
steam  and  electricity  alike  conauce  to  the  annihilation  of  time 
and  space,  the  soldiers  of  the  Victorian  age  know  little  of  what 
their  fathers  in  the  service  underwent,  when  old  Qeorge  TTT. 
was  King.  In  stench,  uncleanness,  and  lack  of  comfort  and 
accommodation,  our  shipping  were  then  unchanged  from  those 
which  landed  Orange  William's  Dutchmen  at  Torbay,  or  which 
conveyed  our  luckless  troops  in  after  years  to  the  storming  of 
the  Havannah  or  the  bombardment  of  Booca  Chica. 

After  Quentin  had  recovered  his  strength  (got  his  "  sea'l^;8^ 
as  the  sailors  have  it)  he  presented  his  pale,  wan  face  on  deck  one 
morning,  when  the  whole  fleet,  with  the  convoy,  a  stately  74- 
gun  ship,  were  scattered,  with  drenched  canvas,  like  sea-birds 
with  dripping  wings,  as  they  scudded  before  a  heavy  gale,  throu^ 
the  dark  grey  waters  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  the  waves  of  which 
were  rolling  in  foam,  under  a  cold  and  cheerless  October  sky. 

On  that  comfortless  voyage  to  the  seat  of  war,  many  were  the 
secret  heart-burnings  he  felt ;  many  were  the  cutting  slights  put 
upon  him  by  his  cold  and  hostile  commanding  officer,  who  went 
the  tyrannical  length  of  even  raising  doubts  as  to  whether  he 
should  mess  in  the  cabin  or  among  the  soldiers ;  but,  to  Cosmo's 
ill-concealed  rage  and  confusion,  the  motion  was  carried  unani* 
mously  and  emphatically  in  the  poor  lad's  favour ;  that  the  cabin 
was  his  place,  as  a  cancudate  for  his  Majesty's  commission* 

Cosmo  gave  a  smile  somewhat  singular  in  expression,  and  un- 
fathomable in  meaning,  when  Major  Middleton  communicated  ta 
jiim  the  decision  of  the  officers ;  but  though  victorious  in  this 
instance,  young  as  he  was,  the  new  affront  sank  deep  in 
Quentin's  heart,  and  he  felt  that  there  was  "  a  shadow  on  his 
path"  ih&re  could  be  no  avoiding  now. 

So  rapidlv  had  events  succeeded  each  other  since  that  evening 
on  which  the  Master  had  so  savagely  struck  him  down  m  the 
avenue,  that  Quentin  frequently  wondered  whether  his  past  or 
his  present  life  were  a  dream.  His  last  meeting  with  Mora 
Warrender  among  the  okl  and  shady  sycamores— Elora  so 
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kmug,  so  tender,  and  trae ! — ^his  last  farewell  of  old  John 
Girvan  (but  one  of  whose  guineas  remained  unchanged) ;  that 
horrid  episode  of  the  dead  gipsy,  when  he  sought  shelter  in  tha 
ruined  vault  of  Kilhenzie ;  the  drive  in  the  carrier's  waggon ;, 
his  volunteering  at  Ayr;  the  march  to  Edinburgh,  with  the 
voyage  to  England  in  the  armed  smack,  and  his  subsec[uent  miii* 
tary  life,  all  appeared  but  a  long  dream,  in  which  events 
succeeded  each  other  with  pantomimic  rapidity;  and  it  was- 
difficult  to  believe  that  only  months  and  not  years  must  have 
elapsed  since  the  kind  and  fatherly  quartermaster  closed  the 
gate  of  Rohallion  Castle  behind  him.  And  now  he  was  sailing- 
tax  away  upon  the  open  sea,  bound  for  Spain — a  soldier  going  ta 
meet  the  victorious  veterans  of  Kapoleon,  in  England  auke  the 
bugbear  of  the  politician  and  the  truant  school-boy ;  and  he  was^ 
in  the  25th  too — that  corps  of  which,  from  childhood,  he  had 
heard  so  much,  and  under  the  orders,  it  might  be  said  truly  at 
the  mercy,  of  his  personal  enemy  and  bad  angel,  the  cold,  proud 
Master  of  RohaUion ! 

He  found  it  difficult  indeed  to  realize  the  whdle  and  dis- 
entangle fact  from  fancy — reality  from  imagination ;  but  that  the 
faces  of  Monkton,  Boyle,  and  the  good  Captain  Warriston,  when, 
he  saw  him  occasionally,  were  as  links  in  the  chain  of  events^ 
and  gave  them  coherency. 

At  times,  especially  after  dreams  of  home  (for  such  he  could 
not  but  consiaer  Bx)hallion),  there  came  keen  longings  in  his^ 
heart  to  see  Flora  once  agam  and  hear  her  voice,  wmch  oftea 
came  plainly,  sweetly,  and  distinctly  to  his  ear  in  sleep.  Of  her^ 
alas  !  he  had  not  one  smgle  memento ;  not  a  rin^;  a  miniature,  a 
ribbon,  a  glove — ^not  even  a  lock  of  her  soft  hair — the  hair  that 
had  swept  his  face  on  that  delightful  day  when  he  carried  her 
through  the  Kelpie's  pool  in  the  Girvan,  and  which  he  had 
kissed  and  caressed,  in  many  a  delicious  hour  spent  with  her  ia 
the  yew  labyrinth  of  the  old  garden,  by  the  antique  arch  that 
spanned  the  Lollards'  Linn,  under  the  venerable  sycamores  that 
cast  their  shadows  on  the  haunted  gate,  or  where  the  honey  bee 
hummed  on  the  heather  braes  that  sloped  so  sweetly  in  the. 
evening  sunshine  towards  the  blue  Firth  of  Clyde. 

From  soft  day-dreams  of  those  past  hours  of  happiness  he  was 
roused  on  the  evening  of  the  3rd  October  by  the  boom  of  a 
heavy  gun  from  the  convoy,  and  several  signals  soon  fluttered 
amid  the  smoke  that  curled  upward  through  her  lofty  rigging. 
They  were  to  the  effect  that  land  was  in  sight — ^the  fleet  of 
transports  to  close  in  upon  the  convoy — the  swift  sailers  to  take 
iha  dull  in  tow ;  and  now  from  the  grey  Atlantic  rose  a  greyer 
streak,  which  gradually  became  broken  and  violet-ooloured  in  thft: 
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sheen  of  the  sun  that  was  setting  in  the  western  waves,  as  the 
hills  of  Portuguese  Estremadura  came  gradually  into  form  and 
tint,  on  the  lee-bow  of  the  transport. 

Next  morning,  when  day  broke,  he  found  the  whole  fleet  at 
anchor  in  Maciera  Bay,  and  all  the  hurry  and  bustle  on  board  of 
immediate  preparations  to  land  the  troops  on  the  open  and  sandy 
beach,  where,  when  the  tide  meets  the  river,  a  dangerous  sun 
rolls  at  times,  and  from  thence  they  were,  without  delay,  to 
march  to  the  front. 

It  was  a  glorious  day,  though  in  the  last  month  of  autumn. 
The  ruddy  sun  of  Lusitania  was  shining  gaily  on  the  hills  and 
valley  of  Maciera,  and  on  the  plain  beyond,  where  already  the 
grass  was  growing  green  above  the  graves  of  our  soldiers,  who 
fell  three  months  before  at  the  battle  of  Vimiera.  But  little 
recked  the  new-comers  of  that,  as  the  boats  of  the  fleet  covered 
all  the  bay,  whose  surface  was  churned  into  foam  by  hundreds  of 
oars,  while  clouds  of  shakos  and  Highland  bonnets  were  waved 
in  the  air,  and  swords  and  bayonets  were  brandished  in  the  sun- 
shine, as  with  loud  hurrahs,  that  were  repeated  from  the  ships, 
and  re-echoed  by  the  rocks  and  indentations  of  the  shore,  the 
soldiers  of  the  Borderers  and  the  92nd  anticipated  a  share  in 
the  laurels  that  had  been  won  at  Rolica  and  Vimiera — hopes 
many  were  destined  never  to  realize ;  for  hke  the  thousands  who, 
elsewhere,  were  marching  under  Moore  and  others,  towards 
Castile  and  Leon,  full  of  youth  and  health,  joy  and  spirit, 
many  were  doomed  h\it  to  suffer  and  die,  unhonoured  and 
unumed. 

Portugal,  as  we  have  stated,  having  been  rescued  from  the 
grasp  of  the  French  by  the  treaty  of  Cintra,  and  Sir  John 
Moore  having  been  ordered  to  advance  into  Spain,  notification 
came  that  a  fresh  force  from  Britain,  under  the  orders  of  Sir 
David  Baird,  would  land  at  Corunna,  to  co-operate  with  him. 
Thus  the  troops  on  board  the  little  fleet  in  Maciera  Bay  were 
ordered  at  once  to  cross  the  Tagus,  traverse  Portugal,  and  join 
Lim  on  the  frontiers — a  march  of  more  than  one  hundred  and 
twenty  miles,  in  a  land  where  the  art  of  road-making  had  died 
out  with  the  Romans. 

At  this  time  the  British  forces  in  the  Peninsula  numbered  forty- 
eight  thousand  three  hundred  and  forty-one,  bayonets  and  sabres. 

On  the  15t.li  of  the  next  month  the  French  in  Spain,  com- 
manded by  the  Emperor  in  person,  made  a  grand  total  of  three 
hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand  two  hundred  and  twenty-tliree 
men,  with  upwards  of  sixty  thousand  horses ;  yet,  with  hearts 
that  knew  no  fear,  our  soldiers  marched  to  begin  that  struggle  so 
perilous  and  unequal,  but  so  glorious  in  the  end! 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

PORTALEGRE. 

**  You  ask  what's  campaigning  ?    As  out  the  truth  must, 
'Tis  a  round  of  complaining,  yezation,  disgust, 
]^ight  marches  and  day,  in  pursuit  of  our  foes, 
Up  hill  or  down  dale,  without  prog  or  dry  clothes ; 
And  to  add  to  our  pleasure  in  every  shape. 
The  French  give  us  doses  of  round  shot  and  grape." 

Military  'Panorama^  vol.  ii. 

On  the  evening  of  the  11th  of  October,  the  armed  guerillas  who 
hovered  on  the  wooded  mountains  which  look  down  on  the 
rough  old  winding  Roman  highway  that  leads  from  the  dilapi- 
dated citadel  of  Crato  to  Portalegre,  saw  the  glitter  of  arms  in 
the  yellow  sunshine,  the  flashing  of  polished  barrels  and  bright 
bayonets,  and  the  waving  of  uncased  colours,  amid  the  clouds  of 
rolling  dust  that  betoken  the  march  of  troops ;  and  ere  long,  the 
same  picturesque  gentry,  in  their  mantjes,  sombreros,  and  sheep- 
skin zamarras,  mignt  have  heard  the  martial  rattle  of  the  British 
drum,  and  the  shrill  notes  of  the  fife,  together  with  the  wilder  strain 
of  the  Scottish  bagpipe,  echoing  between  the  green  and  fertile 
ranges  of  the  sierra  that  there  forms  the  northern  boundary  of 
Alentejo,  and  the  sides  of  which  are  clothed  in  many  places  by 
groves  of  olive,  laurel  and  orange  trees ;  but  from  the  latter  the 
golden  fruit  had  long  since  been  gathered,  ere  it  was  quite  ripe, 
to  save  it  alike  from  the  marauding  soldiery  of  friend  and  foe. 

Covered  with  the  dust  of  a  march  of  twenty  miles  from  the 
rustic  village  of  Gaviao,  they  were  our  old  friends  of  the  26th, 
the  Highlanders,  and  Warriston's  detachment,  that  were  now 
approaching  the  head-quarters  of  the  division  to  which  they  were 
to  be  attached. 

On  this  route  from  the  Bay  of  Maciera,  Quentin  had  under- 

fone  all  the  misery  of  a  soldier's  life  during  the  wet  season  in 
•ortugal,  where  the  towns  were  then  in  rums  and  desolate,  the 
country  utterly  destroyed,  and  where  every  one  who  was  not  in 
arms  s%emed  to  hsfve  fled  towards  the  coast,  for,  like  the 
breath  of  a  destroying  angel,  the  armies  of  France  had  passed 
over  the  entire  length  of  the  land  from  Algarve  to  Galicia,  laying 
all  desolate  in  that  wicked  spirit  of  waste  which  has  been  so 
peculiar  t^  the  French  soldier  in  all  ages. 

Each  day,  in  lieu  of  the  old  Scottish  reveille  welcoming  the 
moruiuff,  Quentin  had  heard  the  sharp  note  of  the  warning  bugle, 
or  of  the  drummer  beating  hastily  the  gendrale,  through  the 
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Toined  streets  of  Santarem,  of  Abrantes  or  elsewkere ;  through 
the  equally  silent  lines  of  tents  when  they  encamped  on  the 
mountains,  or  the  miserable  biTOuac  when  they  halted  in  some 
^wild  place  where  whilom  maize  or  Indian  com  grew,  summoning 
the  drowsy  and  weary  soldiers  to  their  ranks  for  the  monotonous 
•march  of  another  day. 

From  the  bare  boards,  the  hard  tiled  floor,  or  perhaps  the  cold 
ground,  whereon  our  volunteer  had  slept  with  his  knapsack  for  a 
pillow,  he  had  been  roused  by  the  voices  of  the  sei^eant-major, 
or  Buckle  the  adjutant,  shouting  in*the  grey  morning,  "  EaU  in, 
^5th — stand  to  your  arms — turn  out  the  whole  !"  while  the  rain 
that  swept  in  sheetJike  torrents  along  the  desolate  streets,  and 
the  gale  that  tore  in  angry  gusts  among  the  ruined  gables  and 
shattered  windows,  formed  no  pleasant  prelude  to  a  day's  march 
that  was  to  be  begun  without  other  breakfast,  perhaps,  than  a 
ration  biscuit  soaked  in  the  half-stale  fluid  that  filled  ms  wooden 
•canteen. 

In  camp,  the  tents  were  made  to  hold  twelve  soldiers  eadi; 
but  some  of  these  were  always  on  duty.  All  lay  with  their  feet 
to  the  pole  and  their  heads  to  the  wall  or  curtain.  Each  man's 
pack  was  his  pillow,  and  each  slept,  if  he  could,  with  a  blanket 
half  und^  and  half  over  him.  The  rain  always  sputtered  and 
^tered  through  in  their  faces,  till  the  drenched  canvas  tightened, 
.and  the  water  was  earned  off  by  a  little  circular  trench. 

Quentin  shared  Askeme's  tent  with  his  two  subalterns. 

So  the  night  would  pass,  till  the  cry  of  "  Rouse !"  ranff  along 
^e  lines,  ami  the  bugles  sounded  the  assembly,  when  the  blankets 
were  rolled  up  and  strapped  to  the  knapsacks ;  the  wet  tents 
-were  struck  and  folded ;  the  pegs  and  mallets  replaced  in  their 
bags,  and  the  troops  prepared  to  march  in  the  grey  morning  haze, 
-weary,  wet,  stiff  and  sore,  by  reposing  on  the  damp  sod. 

Quentin  had  always  fancied  a  bivouac  a  species  of  military 
pic-nic,  minus  the  ladies,  pink  cream,  and  champagne ;  but  on 
the  first  night  he  lay  in  one,  when  the  baggage  guard  was  lading 
in  the  rear  and  no  tents  were  pitched,  as  he  was  drenched  in  a 
aoaking  blanket  under  the  cold  October  wind  that  swept  down 
the  rockv  sierra,  he  began  to  have  serious  doubts  whether  man 
^was  really  a  warm-blooded  animal. 

"  Ugh !"  grumbled  Monkton  on  this  night,  "  who,  with  brains 
in  his  head-piece,  would  become  a  soldier  r" 

"You  remind  me,"  said  Askeme,  as  he  shook  the  water  for 
the  twentieth  time  from  his  bearskin  cap,  "  of  a  story  I  have 
beard  of  Maitland,  one  of  our  early  colonels  who  served  on  the 
^staff  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough.  It  was  at  Blenheim,  I  think, 
vrhen  he  was  riding  along  the  line  accomDanied  by  the  colonel 
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and  another  aide*de-canip,  whose  head  was  suddenly  shattered  by 
a  cannon  shot  from  the  Bavarian  artillery.  Ferceiving  that 
Maitland  looked  long  and  fixedly  at  the  fallen  man,  Marlborough 
said  angrily — 

"  *  Colonel  Maitland,  what  the  devil  are  yon  wondering  at  ?* 
"  *  Simply,  that  how  a  man  possessed  of  so  much  brains  as  our 
poor  friend,  ever  became  a  soldier,'  replied  Maitland,  and  the 
phlegmatic  victor  of  Blenheim  and  Bamilies  smiled  as  he  rode 
on. 

Then  the  dinner  during  a  halt  on  the  march  was  not  tempting, 
and  the  cuisine  was  so  decidedly  bad  that  even  Monktou  could 
not  joke  about  it.  The  slices  of  beef  fried  in  a  camp-kettle  lid, 
or  broiled  on  an  old  ramrod — beef  that  had  never  been  cold  (the 
miserable  ration  bullocks  after  being  goaded  in  rear  of  the  troops 
for  miles  by  muleteers  and  mounted  guerillas,  being  shot,  flayed 
and  cut  up  the  moment  the  drum  beat  to  prepare  for  dinner) 
was  always  tough  as  india-rubber;  while  the  soup  which  the 
soldiers  tried  to  make  with  a  few  handfuls  of  rice  and  the  bones 
of  the  said  bullocks,  lacked  only  the  snails  mentioned  by  Fere- 

frine  Fickle,  to  make  it  resemble  the  famous  black  broth  of  the 
partans. 

A  little  more  of  this  common-place  detail,  and  then  we  have 
done. 

For  all  Quentin  suffered,  the  novelty  of  treading  a  new  soil 
and  all  the  varied  scenery  of  Fortugal  could  scarcely  make 
amends ;  yet  there  were  times  when  he  could  not  but  view  with 
interest  and  pleasure  the  old  arches  and  aqueducts,  the  stony 
skeletons  of  departed  Bx)me,  the  ruined  amphitheatres  and 
temples,  especially  that  of  Diana  which  Quint  us  Sertorius  built 
at  Evora,  while  remains  of  baths  and  cisterns,  columns,  capitals 
and  cornices  of  marble  and  jasper  lying  prostrate  among  the 
reeds  and  weeds  in  wild  places,  made  nim  think  of  Dominie 
Skaill  and  the  rapture  with  which  he  would  have  lingered  over 
them.  Then  there  were  the  beautiful  vineyards,  the  verdant 
valleys  where  the  lemon  and  orange  trees  grew ;  the  steep 
frowning  sierras,  wild  and  barren,  but  majestic ;  the  fertile  plain 
overlooked  by  the  thirteen  spires  of  Santarem;  and  the  old 
Eoman  bridges,  spanning  rivers  that  rushed  in  foam  down  the 
granite  steeps  to  mingle  with  the  T^us. 

Little  convents  perched  in  solitudes  where  the  French  had 
failed  to  penetrate,  and  where  now  the  bells  rang  in  welcome  to 
the  British ;  tiny  wayside  chapels  and  holy  wells,  presided  over 
by  local  saints ;  wooden  crosses  and  cairns  that  marked  where 
some  naisano  or  guenlla  had  been  shot  by  the  French — green 
mounas  that  marked  where  the  French,  butchered  in  their  turn. 
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had  been  baried  without  coffin  or  shrond,  all  seemed  to  tell  oC 
the  new  and  strange  land  he  traversed. 

Though  stout  and  hardy,  poor  Quentin's  powers  of  endurance 
were  sorely  taxed.  In  his  knapsack  were  all  the  necessaries  of  a 
soldier — to  wit,  one  pair  of  shoes  and  long  gaiters  of  black  cloth, 
shirts,  socks,  and  mitts ;  a  forage  cap,  brushes,  black-ball,  pipe- 
clay, hair-ribbon,  and  leather.  He  had  to  carry  a  blanket  and 
ffreat  coat,  a  canteen  of  wood  for  water,  and  a  canvas  havresack 
tor  provisions  was  slung  over  the  right  shoulder ;  a  pouch  with 
sixty  rounds  of  ball  cartridge  was  over  the  left ;  add  to  these  his 
musket,  bayonet,  belts,  and  grenadier  cap,  and  the  reader  may 
believe  that  the  poor  volunteer  felt  life  a  Durden  before  he  saw 
the  hill  and  spires  of  Portalegre. 

StifiP,  sore,  and  weary,  on  halting  he  was  unable  to  remove  his 
trappings,  or  even  to  take  off  his  cap  without  the  assistance  of 
his  servant ;  and  he  usually  found  himself  all  over  livid  marks,  as 
if  he  had  been  beaten  about  the  back  and  shoulders  with  a 
stic^.  Not  the  least  of  his  discomforts  was  to  march  under  the 
hot  morning  sun  after  a  night  of  rain,  with  two  wet  pipeclay 
cross-belts  smoking  upon  his  chest. 

"Ah,  if  Flora  Warrender  or  Lady  Rohallion  could  see  me 
now !''  he  would  think,  when,  at  the  close  of  each  day's  march, 
he  lay  breathless  and  powerless  on  the  floor  of  a  billet,  or  the  sod 
of  a  camp,  or  whatever  it  might  chance  to  be ! 

Use,  however,  becomes  second  nature,  and  after  a  time 
Quentin  learned  to  carry  all  his  harness  with  ease,  or  ceased  to 
feel  it  a  burden. 

*'  Ghllteaux  en  Espagne !"  He  was  a  skilful  builder  of  such 
edifices,  and  had  often  erected  one  of  great  comfort  and  magnifi- 
cence for  himself;  but  he  found  a  difficulty  in  dreaming  of  them 
while  lying  under  a  drenched  blanket,  or  in  a  tent  on  the  sides  of 
which  the  rain  was  rushing  like  Rounceval  peas,  while  he  had 
only  a  knapsack  for  a  pillow,  and  Brown  Bess  for  a  bedfellow. 

In  the  Highland  regiments  the  gentlemen  volunteers  carried 
simply  a  claymore  and  dirk;  in  other  regiments  generally  a  musket 
only ;  but  Cosmo  was  resolved  to  ^rind  Quentin  to  the  utmost ; 
thus  he  compelled  the  poor  lad  to  carry  all  the  trappings  of  the 
stoutest  grenadier. 

Rowland  Askerne,  who  Uyed  the  lad  for  his  unrepining  temper, 
manly  spirit,  and  gentleness,  and  who,  like  the  entire  regiment, 
saw  now  studious^  the  haughty  colonel  isrnored  his  existence, 
was  unremitting  in  kindness  to  him ;  and  Monkton  never  ceased 
to  encourage  him  in  his  own  fashion. 

"  Well,  well,"  he  would  say,  "  it's  queer  work  just  now,  of 
course;  but  some  of  these  fine  days  you  will  receive  a  pitrchment 
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from  the  king,  greeting  you  as  his  *  trusty  and  well-beloved/ 
appointing  you  ensign  to  that  company,  whereof,  I  hope,  liichard 
Monkton,  Esquire,  is  captain;  so  take  courage  Kennedy,  my  boy!" 
,  He  strove  to  do  so,  but  felt  thankful  with  all  his  heart  for  the 
prospect  of  a  few  days*  halt,  as  the  regiment  approached  the 
western  gate  of  Portalegre,  where  a  captain's  guard  of  Cazadores 
was  under  arms  as  the  Borderers  marcned  in  with  bayonets  fixed 
and  colours  flying,  their  band  playing  General  Leslie's  march,  "All 
the  Blue  Bonnets  are  bound  for  the  Border,"  since  1689  their  in- 
yariable  quick  step.  And  now  its  lively  measure  woke  all  the  echoes 
of  this  singularly  picturesque  old  Portuguese  town,  which  crowns 
the  summit  of  a  hill,  where  its  na,rrow,  dark,  and  tortuous  streets, 
with  quaint  mansions  overhanging  the  roadway,  are  surrounded 
by  an  old  wall,  among  the  ruins  of  which  may  be  traced  the 
foundations  of  twelve  great  towers,  and  a  castle  where,  as  the 
monks  tell  us,  dwelt  Lysias  the  son  of  Bacchus ! 

The  town  was  crowded  by  the  regiments  composing  the  divi* 
sion  of  Sir  John  Hope ;  thus,  the  deserted  convents,  the  two- 
hospitals,  and  even  the  episcopal  palace,  had  all  become  temporary 
barracks ;  and  now  in  tne  stately  chambers  where  the  Bishops  of 
Lisbon  and  the  Counts  of  Gaviao,  of  old  the  lords  of  Portalegre, 
with  their  white-robed  prebends,  or  their  steel-clad  titulados,  held 
their  chapters  and  courts,  and  where  a  hundred  years  before  the 
period  of  our  story,  Philip,  Duke  of  Avignon,  received  the  sub- 
mission of  the  ancient  city,  the  rollicking  Irishman  sung  ''  Garry- 
owen,"  as  he  pipeclayed  his  belts  or  polished  his  musket ;  the 
grave  and  stern  Scottish  sergeant  daily  and  nightly  called  the  roll, 
and  John  Bull  in  his  shirt  sleeves  or  shell  jacket  might  be  seen 
cooking  his  rations  under  a  splendid  marble  mantelpiece,  which 
bore  the  bishop's  mitre  and  the  count's  coronet,  with  the  knightly 
^aete  gules  of  Qhrist,  and  the  green  Jleur  de  lis  of  St.  Avis,  while 
the  fuel  was  supplied  by  the  cedar  wood  of  fine  old  cabinets  or 

S'lded  funiiture  that  had  survived  the  sojourn  of  the  Marshal 
uke  d'Abrantes  and  his  suite  in  the  same  place. 
The  grenadiers  of  the  Borderers  were  all  billeted  in  a  narrow 
and  antique  street,  which  was  overshadowed  by  the  vast  fapade  of 
the  cathedral ;  and  there,  from  the  open  lattices  of  their  room  (in 
a  house  the  proprietors  of  which  were  either  dead  or  had  fled), 
Askerne  and  Quentinsat  smoking  cigars  and  enjoying  some  of  the 
purple  wine  of  Oporto,  from  the  cool,  vaulted  bodega  of  a  neigh- 
bouring wine-house,  and  vrith  their  feet  planted  on  a  charcoat 
brasero,  they  felt,  on  the  evening  after  their  arrival,  for  the  first 
time,  that  they  were  somewhat  at  home  and  could  take  their  ease, 
with  belts  off  and  coats  unbuttoned.  And  so  they  sat  and  watched^ 
almost  in  silence,  the  swift-coming  shadows  of  the  October  even- 
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ing  as  they  deepened  in  the  quaint  vista  of  the  old  Fortngaese 
street,  where  the  costumes  were  so  striking  and  singular ;  the 
citizen  who  seemed  to  have  no  lawful  occupation  but  smoking,  in 
his  ragged  mantle  and  broad  sombrero ;  a  secular  priest  with  his 
ample  paunch  and  shovel-shaped  chapeau ;  a  white^obed  Carme- 
lite or  grey  Franciscan,  flitting,  ghost- like,  amid  the  masses  of  red 
coats  who  lounged  about  the  doors  and  arcades,  most  of  them 
smoking,  and  m  chatting  and  laughing,  till  the  stars  came  out, 
when  the  bugles  would  sound  tattoo,  and  when  all  loiterers  would 
have  to  turn  in,  save  the  quarter  gimrds  and  inlying  picquet. 

These  were  ordered  to  be  of  considerable  strength,  as  a  nu- 
merous band  of  homeless  and  lawless  Spanish  and  Portuguese 
fuerillas,  under  a  runnaway  student  of  Salamanca,  named  Baltasar 
e  Saldos,  hovered  among  the  hills.  This  band  was  of  somewhat 
dubious  loyalty,  as  the  members  of  it,  more  than  once,  had  aeuffies 
with  the  British  foraging  parties,  xad  even  fired  on  them — the 
alliance  between  this  eonntrj  and  Spain  being  so  recent,  that  after 
the  long  and  vexatious  wars  of  the  preceding  century,  the  people 
could  not  understand  it. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIL 

Cosmo's  ceapt. 

**  Small  occasions  in  the  path  of  fife, 
Lie  thickly  sown,  while  great  are  rarely  scattered. 

•  •  «  »  » 

Shame  seize  me,  if  I  would  not  rather  he 
The  man  thou  art,  than  court-created  chief 
Known  only  by  the  dates  of  his  promotion !" 

JOAVV JL  BAILLIB. 

The  two  first  days  after  Quentin's  arrival  in  Portalegre  were 
varied  by  the  flogging  of  soldiers  for  marauding,  when  they  were 
four  months  in  arrears  of  pay.  One  of  these  men  was  flogged  by 
tap  of  drum ;  a  measure  oy  which  half  a  minute  was  allowed  to 
elapse  between  each  stroke,  greatlv  enhancing  the  agony ;  and 
this  process  went  on  during  more  than  four  hundred  lashes,  till 
the  bare  muscles  were  seen  to  quiver  under  the  cats,  and  then 
he  was  removed. 

On  the  second  day,  the  troops  that  had  recently  arrived  from 
England,  together  with  a  battalion  of  Cazadores  from  Lisbon, 
were  paraded  outside  the  walls  of  the  little  mountain  city  for  tlus 
inspection  of  the  lieutenant-general  commanding. 

Then:  new  uniform  and  accoutrements  contrasted  strongly  with 
the  ragged,  patched,  and  war-worn  trappings  of  the  corps  which 
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had  served  during  the  preceding  campaign,  and  had  so  rapidly 
deared  Fortogal  of  the  French. 

The  Cazadores  were  active,  bustling,  and  soldier-like  little 
Portuguese  light  infantry,  all  clad  in  dark  green  uniforms  of 
London  make,  with  smart  shakos,  having  green  plumes.  Their 
ranks  were  ever  redolent  of  garlic  and  tobacco,  to  all  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  march  to  leeward  of  them,  while  their  snubby  round 
noses,  thick  lips,  and  dark  complexions  reminded  ail  who  saw  them 
of  their  Moonsh  descent. 

Prior  to  the  infusion  of  British  of&cers  among  them,  the  Portu- 
guese soldiery  were  every  way  contemptible.  Murphy  tells  us 
that  in  the  beginning  of  the  war  in  1762,  "  their  army  was  in  a 
most  wretched  state,  scarcely  amounting  to  ten  thousand  men, 
most  of  whom  were  peasants,  without  uniform  or  arms,  asking 
charity,  while  the  officers  served  at  the  tables  of  their  colonels ;" 
and  matters  were  not  much  improved  when  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley 
arrived  to  uphold  the  interests  of  the  House  of  Braganza,  after 
which  he  had  few  better  or  braver  troops  than  the  Lusitanian 
Legion. 

The  general  of  division,  Sir  John  Hope  of  Rankeillour,  took 
particular  notice  of  the  Borderers,  having  been  colonel  of  the  regi- 
ment about  fifteen  years  before.  He  had  been  wounded  on  the 
Helder,  like  Cosmo  Crawford,  and  had  served  in  the  first  campaign 
of  Egypt  with  great  distinction. 

He  complimented  Cosmo  in  strong  terms  upon  the  appearance 
and  discipline  of  the  battalion,  both  of  which  high  qualities  the 
Master  had  not  the  candour  or  the  ^nerosity  to  say  were  due  to 
the  enthusiasm,  exertions,  and  genuine  Esprit  de  corps  of  Major 
Middleton ;  and  as  Sir  John  rode  along  the  line,  wearing  a  glazed 
cocked-hat,  an  old  telescope  slung  across  his  well-worn  red  coat, 
the  lace  and  aiguillette  of  which  were  frayed  by  service  and 
blackened  by  gunpowder,  he  looked  a  thorough  solaier.  He  was 
tall,  well  formed,  and  in  the  prime  of  life,  being  in  his  forty- 
second  year ;  and  Queutin  regarded  him  with  deep  interest,  for 
he  was  informed  by  Askeme,  in  a  whisper,  that  *'Sir  John 
bad  joined  the  army  as  a  volunteer  in  his  fifteenth  year,  prior 
to  his  first  commission  as  a  comet,  in  the  iOth  Light  Dragoons." 

"As  we  are  about  to  enter  Spain  by  the  way  of  Badajoz,**  said 
the  general  to  Cosmo,  after  the  troops  had  oeen  dismissed  to 
their  quarters,  "I  am  particularly  anxious  to  open  a  commuiii- 
cation  with  El  Estudiente.'' 

**  Is  this  a  town  which  lies  near  it  P*  asked  Cosmo. 

"  Oh,  no.  El  Estudiente  is  a  man,"  replied  Sir  John,  laughing, 
while  the  staff  joined,  as  in  duty  bound,  and  Cosmo  rescued 
with  anger. 
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**  Who,  or  what  is  he  ?"  he  asked,  coldly. 

**  A  guerilla  chief— Baltasar  de  Saldos,  a  personage  of  sarage 
character,  and  very  doubtful  reputation." 

"  You  recommend  him  badly,  general." 

"But  truly,  though." 

"  In  what  way  can  I  assist  you  in  the  matter?"  asked  Cosmo, 
with  increasing  coldness  of  manner,  as  he  began  to  fear  that  the 
unpleasant  duty  of  opening  the'  *'  communication  "  in  question, 
was,  perhaps,  to  devolve  on  him. 

"  I  wish  a  messenger  to  convey  a  despatch  from  me  to  him — 
one  of  yours — not  an  officer,  whose  life  would  be  too  valuable ; 
but  if  you  have  any  private,  a  troublesome  fellow,  worthless, 
frequently  in  the  defaulters'  book — ^you  understand  me,  colonel  ?" 

"  I  think  that  I  do.  Sir  John,"  replied  Cosmo,  whose  green 
eyes  shrunk  as  he  inserted  his  glass  in  one,  and  gazed  at  the 
general,  keenly;  "but  is  the  risk  of  delivering  a  message  so 
great  in  Portugal,  after  you  have  cleared  it  of  the  French  ?" 

"  Stragglers,  orderlies,  and  solitary  individuals  are  at  all  times 
liable  to  be  cut  ofF,  we  scarcely  know  by  whom,  the  country  is  so 
lawless;  but  this  fellow,  Baltasar,  is  somewhere  among  the 
mountains  near  Herreruela,  beyond  the  Spanish  frontier ;  and  to 
say  nothing  of  the  wolves  that  infest  the  wild  places  hereabouts, 
there  are  three  chances  to  one  against  any  messenger  returning 
alive,  even  after  he  has  delivered  our  letter  to  Baltasar." 

"A  lively  duty!" 

**  Portugal  and  Spain  are  not  without  traitors  in  the  French 
interest  ready  to  assassinate  a  red- coat ;  others  are  ready  to  do 
it  merely  to  procure  his  clothing  and  arms,  and  some  of  the  low 
wayside  tabemas  are  kept  by  people  who  would  cut  any  man's 
throat  for  the  chance  of  finding  half  a  vintin  in  his  pocket. 
Then  there  are  the  hazards  of  being  hanged  as  a  spy  oy  the 
French,  of  losing  one's  way  among  the  wild,  depopulated  sierras, 
and  dying  there  of  starvation,  or  being  devoured  by  the  black 
wolves,  or  by  those  wild  dogs,  of  which  the  Duke  of  Abrantes 
strove  in  vain  to  clear  the  country." 

"  A  pleasant  country  for  a  sketching  tour !"  said  Cosmo. 

"  Yet  Sir  John  Moore  has  distinctly  ordered  me  to  communi- 
cate with  these  guerillas,  to  strengthen  us  and  cover  the  flank  of 
our  advance  towards  the  Guadiana,  as  it  is  not  impossible  that 
the  enemy  may  push  forward  from  Valladolid,  and  cut  off  our 
communication  with  the  main  body  of  the  army,  and  as  scouts 
and  sharp-shooters,  the  guerillas  are  invaluable." 

"If  your  messenger  did  not  return,  what  proof  would  you  have 
that  he  had  ever  delivered  your  letter  ?"  asKed  Cosmo,  with  on» 
of  his  strange  smiles. 
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"The  presence  of  Baltasar's  armed  guerillas  on  our  flank  as 
we  advance  through  Spanish  Estremadura,  would  be  all  the  reply 
I  wish.  Colonel  Napier,  of  the  Highlanders,  has  said  that 
he  would  rather  go  in  person  than  sacrifice  one  of  his  men ; 
but "  . 

"I  am  not  so  chivalrous,"  said  Cosmo,  laughing,  as  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and  toyed  with  his  gathered  reins  alter- 
nately on  each  side  of  his  charger's  silky  mane;  "I  have  a 
fellow  whom  I  can  very  well  spare,  one  who  is  a  nuisance  to  the 
regiment  in  general,  and  to  me  in  particular — one  of  whom  I 
should  like  to  be  handsomely  rid;  he  is  clever,  sharp,  and  reso- 
lute, too,"  he  added,  as  he  and  the  general  rode  slowly  side  by 
side  into  Portalegre. 

"  He  is  the  very  kind  of  man  I  require ;  but,"  said  the  worthy 
general,  hesitating  and  colouring,  **  it  is  not  a  duty  on  which  I 
should  wish  to  risk  a  valuable  life — ^you  understand  me.  Colonel 
Crawford?" 

**  Oh,  perfectly ;  when  will  your  letter  be  ready  P" 

"  Before  sunset ;  but  what  is  the  name  of  the  bearer,  for  how- 
ever numerous  his  chances  of  failure  may  be,  I  must  dulj  ac- 
credit him  in  my  mission  to  the  guerilla  chief — those  Spaniards 
are  so  suspicious." 

Cosmo  took  one  of  his  own  calling  cards,  and  pencilling  on  it 
the  name  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  handed  it  to  the  unsuspecting 
general. 

'*  His  rank  P"  asked  the  latter. 

**  Volunteer,"  was  the  curt  reply. 

"A  volunteer.  Colonel  Crawford!"  exclaimed  the  general ;  "I 
spoke  of  some  private  soldier,  whose  conduct  made  him  worth- 
less. The  bearmg  of  a  volunteer  must  be  careful — his  honour 
spotless." 

"Such  are  not  his,"  said  Cosmo,  angrily,  for  this  cross- 
questioning  fretted  his  fierce  and  crafty  temper ;  "  and  I  have 
said  that  1  wish  to  be  handsomely  rid  of  him." 

"  Very  good — you  are  the  best  judge  of  how  to  handle  your 
command ;  but  if  in  your  place,  I  should  send  him  back  to  his 
friends  in  Britain." 

"The  letter,"  began  Cosmo  impatiently. 

•*  My  orderly  will  bring  it  to  your  quarters  within  an  hour. 
Adieu,  colonel." 

"  To-night,  then,  perhaps  to-night !"  muttered  Cosmo,  half 
aloud,  through  his  clenched  teeth,  and  with  a  sombre  smile,  as 
he  saluted  the  general  and  rode  off  in  search  of  Buckle,  his 
adjutant.  "  A  volunteer  must  always  be  the  first  man  for  duty ; 
I  swore  to  work  this  fellow  to  an  oil,  and  egad !  the  game  for 
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him  is  only  beginning.  Good !  to  think  of  the  simple  gmieral 
baiting  the  vei^  trap  into  which  he  is  to  falL  Onoe  handsomely 
rid  of  him,  I  shall  oeceive  the  old  folks  at  home  anew,  and  pre- 
tend tha^  the  letters  in  which  I  mentioned  that  he  was  serring 
under  me  have  miscarried,** 

He  cast  one  of  his  sinister  smiles  aft^  Sir  John  Hope,  and 
sparred  his  horse  impatiently  up  one  of  the  streets  of  Porta- 
le^e,  towards  the  Bishop's  palace,  where  his  quarters  were,  and 
where  the  colours  of  the  Borderers  were  lodged  under  a  ser- 
geant's guard. 

Sir  John  Hope  was  that  distinguished  Scottish  officer,  who» 
after  Waterloo,  was  created  Lord  Niddry  for  his  many  brilliant 
services,  and  who,  two  years  subsequently,  succeeded  to  the  old 
Earldom  of  Hopetoun.  Concerning  him  a  very  singular  story  is 
still  current  in  the  French  army. 

It  is  to  the  effect,  that  the  eldest  son  of  Marshal  Ney  chal- 
lenged the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  a  mortal  dud,  for  his  alleged 
share  in  his  father's  death — ^the  place  of  combat  to  be  any  spot 
in  Europe  he  chose  to  select  On  receiving  this  cartel,  the  Duke 
is  said  to  have  replied : 

''My  life  belongs  to  my  country  and  must  not  be  lightly  risked 
in  trifles!" 

On  this,  one  of  his  aides-de-camp,  the  Scottish  Earl  of  Hope- 
toun, whom  he  had  always  mentioned  with  honour  in  his 
despatches,  accepted  the  challenge  in  his  place,  and  leaving 
Scotland,  without  bidding  adieu  to  his  Countess,  Louisa  Wed- 
derbum,  or  their  eleven  children,  repaired  straight  to  Paris,  and 
met  young  Ney  on  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  where  they  fired  at 
once.  The  story  adds,  that  Hopetoun  fell  pierced  bv  a  ball  in 
the  head,  in  the  very  place  where  he  had  been  wounded  during 
the  famous  sortie  from  Bayonne  in  February,  1814,  and  that  as 
he  fell,  younjf  Ney  flung  his  pistol  in  the  air,  exclaiming — 

"  Sacr^  Dieu !  the  Prince  of  Moskwa  is  revenged  !"* 

*  Unfotvunately  fo]>  this  story  (which  contains  some  stranee  grains  of 
truth,  and  which  was  told  me  by  tne  Lieutenant  of  Marshal  St.  Arnaud's 
8pahi  troop  in  the  Crimea)  the  gallant  Earl  of  Hopetoun  died  in  his  bed, 
from  natund  causes,  at  Paris,  on  the  27th  August,  1823. 
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CHAPTER  XXXYin. 

QTJENTIN   DEPARTS. 

**  Would  ye  my  death  ?    Can  that  avail  you  t 

Or  life  r  wTuit  life  will  ye  to  give  ? 
For  this  existence,  grief-embittered, 

Doth  hourly  die,  jet  dying  live. 
My  sorrows,  tf  ye  fain  would  slay  me, 

iour  blows  so  fierce,  so  fast  to  deal. 
It  needs  not :  one  the  least,  the  lightest, 

Would  task  endurance  strong  as  steel." 

Portuguese  ofRodriffuee  Loho, 

On  the  same  evening  when  Quentin  received  the  despatch  froitt 
the  adjutant,  with  instructions  to  start  forthwith  by  the  nearest 
road  that  led  towards  the  frontier,  Monkton  was  preparing  to 
give  a  little  supper  in  his  billet,  and  was  superintending  the 
cooking  thereof  m  person. 

Ths  house  he  occupied  had  belonged  to  some  titulado  of  Por- 
tuguese Estremadura.  The  ceilings  were  lofty,  and  the  cornices 
of  the  heavy  and  florid  Palladian  style  were  elaborately  gilded, 
and  everywhere  the  green  fleur-de-lis  of  St.  Avis  (an  order 
founded  by  Alphonso,  for  defence  against  the  Moors,  from  whom 
he  took  Santarem  and  Lisbon)  was  reproduced  among  the  deco- 
rations. 

The  floors  were  of  polished  oak ;  the  furniture,  in  many  in- 
stances richly  gilded,  was  all  of  crimson  velvet  stuffed  with  down, 
and  the  cabinets  of  ebony  were  covered  with  carvings,  some 
representing  the  past  discoveries,  victories,  and  glories,  real  or 
imaginary,  of  the  kings  of  Portugal.  Many  fine  paintings  bore 
marks  of  additions  received  from  the  French  in  the  shape  of 
bayonet  stabs  and  bullet  holes,  with  finishing  touches  in  burnt 
cork,  by  which  Venuses  and  Madonnas  were  liberally  supplied 
with  moustachios  and  so  forth;  while  the  frescoes  oore  such 
lovely  delineations  of  fair-skinned,  golden-haired,  and  ripe-lipped 
goddesses  and  nymphs,  that,  as  Monkton  said,  "  they  made  one 
long  for  pagan  times  again."  .Over  a  Venus  being  attired  in 
scanty  garments  by  some  completely  nude  graces,  was  the  motto, 
"  Si  non  caste  tantum  modo  cauteP 

"Which  means?"  asked  Askeme,  who  had  been  trying  to 
make  it  out. 

"  In  good  Portuguese,  *  If  you  can't  be  cliaste,  at  least  be 
cautious,'  an  old-fasnioned  aphorism,"  said  Monkton. 

"Poor  Portugal!"  said  Askeme,  thoughtfully;  "she  is  left 
now  with  but  mere  traditions  of  her  past ;  a  country  without 

Digitized  by  Google 


224  THE  king's  own  borderers. 

kinffs,  warriors,  poets  or  painters.  The  land  of  Camoens,  of 
Rodriguez  Lobo,  of  Antonio  Ferreria,  Bernardez,  the  captive  of 
Alcazalquiver,  of  Andrade  de  Cominha,  cannot  now  produce  one 
patriotic  song." 

In  one  comer  of  the  apartment  a  dark  stain  on  the  floor 
showed  where  blood  had  been  lately  shed,  and  there  were  the 
marks  of  a  woman's  hand  upon  the  wall  and  oak-boards,  as  if  she 
had  been  dragged  from  place  to  place,  thus  telling  of  some  terri- 
ble outrage — an  episode  of  its  recent  occupants,  flie  French. 

"  Now,  what  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  this  P"  asked  Monk- 
ton,  looking  up  from  his  culinary  operations  as  Buckle  entered 
"Kennedy  can't  be  the  first  man  for  duty." 

"No,  he  is  not,"  replied  Buckle,  curtly,  for  having  on  his 
sword  and  gorget,  he  felt  and  looked  official. 

"Then  why  the '* 

"  Why  select  him,  you  would  ask,  with  the  addition  of  some 
unpleasant  adjective  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Because  a  volunteer  is  always  the  first  man  for  any  duty  that 
is  dangerous." 

"  Ajid  is  this  duty  so  ?"  asked  Quentin,  with  very  excusable 
interest. 

"  Undoubtedly — ^there  is  no  use  concealing  the  fact,  as  fore- 
knowledge will  make  you  wary;  and  if  successful,  it  will  be 
reported  favourably  to  head-quarters,  *that  negotiations  with  the 
formidable  guerilla  chief — what's  his  infernal  name— have  been 
honourably  concluded,  through  the  courage  and  diplomatic  skill 
of  that  very  distinguished  vdunteer,  Mr.  Quentin  Kennedy,  now 
serving  with  the  25th  Foot,  whom  I  recommend  most  warmly  to 
your  fioyal  Highnesses  most  earnest  and  favourable  considera- 
tion*— that  is  the  sort  of  thing,"  added  the  adjutant,  putting 
aside  his  sword  and  belt,  as  the  odour  of  the  cooking  reacned  his 
olfactory  nerves. 

"  You  think,  Mr.  Buckle,  that  the  colonel  will  recommend  me 
thus  P"  asked  Quentin,  his  young  heart  throbbing  with  delight. 

"  And  Sir  John  Hope,  too— of  course ;  they  can  do  nothing 
«lse,"  was  the  confident  reply,  for  the  adjutant  believed  in  what 
he  said. 

Hope,  pride,  and  enthusiasm  swelled  up  in  the  poor  lad's 
breast  as  the  adjutant  spoke. 

"  Ah,"  thought  he,  "  I  should  have  offered  my  hand  to  Cosmo, 
and  shall  do  so  when  I  return** 

"  Congratulate  me,"  major,  he  exclaimed,  hastening  to  Mid- 
dleton,  who  entered  at  that  moment ;  "  I  have  been  chosen  for 
an  important  duty  already." 
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"So  I  have  heard — so  I  have  heard,"  he  replied,  qaicklj, 
shakino:  his  head  and  his  pigtail  with  it. 

•*  And  what  do  you  think  of  it  P  Here  is  the  despatch,  ad- 
dressed, 'Al  Senor  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos,  Herreruela,  vid 
Valencia  de  Alcantara.'  *' 

"  You  are  particularly  to  avoid  that  town,"  said  Buckle,  em- 
phatically. 

«Whyr 

"  Because  a  French  garrison  occupy  it — ^some  of  General  de 
E,ibeaupierre*s  brigade." 

**  It  18  a  little  way  across  the  frontier,"  said  Quentin;  "  so,  my 
dear  sir,  what  do  you  think  of  the  duty  P" 

"Think — that  the  whole  affair  is  a  cruelty  and  a  shame !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  major,  bluntly.  "  I've  been  looking  at  the  map, 
and  see  that  the  place  is  some  miles  beyond  the  frontier — in 
the  enemy's  country,  in  fact." 

"  Come,  major,  don't  discountge  him,"  said  Buckle ;  "  he  must 
go  now,  and  there  is  an  end  of  it." 

"  I  wish  there  was.    Does  he  go  in  uniform  ?*' 

**Yes;  it  is  safer." 

«HowP" 

**  In  mufti  he  might  be  taken  for  a  spy." 

"  Uniform  did  not  protect  my  poor  friend  Andr^  of  the  26th, 
when  taken  on  a  similar  mission. 

**  Come,  come,  I'll  bet  you  a  pony  apiece  that  Kennedy  comes 
off  with  flying  colours,"  said  Monkton.  "Some  more  butter, 
Askerne — where's  the  pepper-box  P — Quentin  is  a  devilish  sharp 
fellow,  and  always  keeps  his  weather-eye  open,  as  the  sailors  say." 

"What  is  the  distance  between  this  and  Herreruela^"  asked 
Askerne,  who  had  hitherto  remained  silent. 

"About  thirty  British  miles,  as  a  crow  flies." 

"  And  he  is  to  proceed  on  foot  ?" 

*'  But  he  can  do  so  at  leisure-^there  is  no  word  of  breaking  up 
our  cantonments  here  yet." 

"But  in  this  country  miles  seem  to  vary  very  much,  Mr. 
Buckle,"  said  Quentin ;  "  when  am  I  supposed  to  l>e  back  P" 

"  Back  P"  replied  Buckle,  rather  puzzled. 

"Excuse  my  asking,"  said  the  lad,  modestly;  "but  I  ftmso 
ignorant  of  the  country,  and  so  forth." 

"True,  Kennedy.  Well,  supposing  that  you  see  this  Baltasar 
de  Saldos — fine  melodramatic  name,  isn't  it  P — he  is  doubtless  a 
fellow  in  a  steeple-crowned  hat  and  seven-league  boots,  all  stuck 
over  pistols  and  daggers — supposinff  you  see  him  at  once,  there 
is  nothing  to  prevent  you  bemg  ba(i  m  six  days,  at  latest." 

"  So  we  are  about  to  make  a  night  of  it,  the  first  jolly  one  we 

Q 
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haye  had  since  laDdinff  at  the  mouth  of  the  Maciera,  and,  darome, 
here  is  poor  Quentin  going  to  leave  us  !*'  said  Monkton,  who  in 
his  shirt,  sleeves  was  devilling  a  huge  dish  of  kidneys  over  a 
bmsero,  for  the  onhodox  fuel  of  which  (charcoal)  he  had  substi- 
tuted the  shutter  of  a  window,  torn  down  and  broken  to  pieces. 
"One  glass  more  of  Oporto  for  the  gravj,  another  dash  of  pepper, 
and  the  banquet  is  complete.  You  must  have  supper  wjtb  oa 
to-nijrht,  ere  }ou  go,  Quentin." 

"i'lip  same  readilv-found  fuel  was  roasting  on  the  marble  slab 
of  the  richly  carved  fireplace,  a  goodly  row  of  sputtering  castanos, 
which  were  superintended  by  Rowland  Askeme. 

**  Where  is  Pimple  to-night  ?"  he  asked,  lo<»kinj»  up. 

"  W  ith  Colville,  on  the  quarter  guard,**  said  Monkton ;  **  and, 
rosarit-s  and  wrinkles !  where  do  you  think  they  are  stationed  P" 

"  Bv  your  exclamation,  opposite  a  convent,  probably." 

"Exactly — el  Convento  de  Santa  Engracia;  but  it  hasn't  a 
window  to  the  street,  so  they  might  as  well  have  the  wall  of 
China  to  contemplate." 

A  borrachio  skin  of  Herrera  del  Duqne  (the  famous  wine  of  the 
Badajoz  district),  of  which  Monkton  had  somehow  become  pos- 
sessed, lay  on  the  beautiful  marqueterie  table,  like  a  bloated  ba^ 
pipe,  while  tin  canteens,  silver-rimmed  drinking  horns,  tea-cups^ 
everything  but  crystal  vessels,  were  ranged  round  to  imbibe  the 
contents  from. 

The  plates  and  other  appurtenances  of  the  table  were  of  the 
same  varied  description,  and  were  furnished  by  the  guests  them- 
selves, as  the  French  had  carried  off  or  destroyed  nearly  every- 
thing in  the  house.  A  canteen  of  brandy  and  a  loaf  of  fine  white 
bread  completed  the  repast,  to  which  all  brought  good  humour 
and  appetites  that  were  ^uite  startling,  better  than  any  they  could 
ever  procure  for  the  dainties  of  the  mess-table  at  Colchester. 

Servants  were  entirely  dispensed  with ;  thus  the  conversation 
'Was  free  and  nnrcstrsined,  liKe  the  jests  and  laughter. 

"I  can  scarcely  assure  myself  that  you  are  actually  goinjg 
to-night,"  said  the  major  to  Quentin ;  "  the  whole  arrangement  ia 
a  black,  burning  shame ;  an  older  man,  one  of  more  experience, 
one  who  has  been  longer  in  the  country  and  had  served  the  cam- 
paign in  Portugal,  should  have  been  sent  on  this  dut^.** 

"But  the  greater  is  my  chanee  of  honour!"  said  Quentin, 
cheerfully. 

"And  peril  too.  Tour  health-*and  success,  boy !  This  wine 
is  excellent,  Monkton — ^but  the  service  is  going  to  the  devil !  we 
nave  never  been  the  men  we  were  since  the  abolition  of  haur- 
powder  and  pigtails,  bri^ier  wigs  and  Kiveruois  hats !  Think 
•f  a  garrison  couit-martiai  according  four  hundred  and  odd  lashea 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  king's  own  BORDERERS.  227 

to  a  poor  devil  yesterdajr,  for  borrowing  a  loaf  of  bread  like  this, 
when  we  are  all  so  far  in  arrears  of  pay ;  and  yet,  I  remember 
when  we  ate  Jack  Andrew's  baby  in  Ajnerica,  men  were  tucked 
up  to  the  next  tree  for  just  as  little." 

"Jack  Andrews'  baby,"  said  Quentin,  looking  up  from  hU 
devilled  kidneys  at  the  familiar  name. 

**  It  is  an  old  regimental  story,"  said  the  major,  langhfng,  as 
he  filled  his  horn  with  wine  irom  the  gushing  borrachio;  ''it 
happened  when  we  were  in  garrison  at  Fort  St.  John  on  the 
Richelieu  River  (a  place  I  have  often  told  you  about) ;  provisions 
were  scarce,  for  the  Yankees  had  intercepted  all  our  supplies,  so 
that  at  times  we  were  literally  starving,  while  to  conciliate  the 
colonists,  strict  orders  were  issaed  against  plundering.  It  was 
as  much  as  your  life  was  worth  if  the  provost-marshal  caught  yoo 
steal  anything,  even  a  kiss  from  a  girl  in  Vermont  or  New  York, 
80  such  a  thing  as  levanting  with  a  sucking-pig  or  a  turkey-poult, 
was  not  to  be  thought  of  even  in  our  wildest  dreams ;  moreover 
they  would  not  have  9old  a  chicken  for  thrice  its  weight  in  gold, 
to  a  red- coat! 

"  Some  week?  passed  over  thus ;  we  were  getting  very  lanky 
and  lean,  and  though  our  lovely  conntenances  were  ru(mied  by 
the  American  frost,  we  were  always  hungry,  always  thirsty,  and 
lon^d  in  our  day-dreams  for  a  cooper  of  the  old  niess  port,  or  a 
devilled  drumstick  ;  but  these  were  only  to  be  had  at  the  head- 
quarters of  the  Borderers  and  Cameronians,  then  far  away  in 
tne  Jerseys,  in  pursuit  of  the  rebels,  under  Lord  Stirling;  and  we 
often  shivered  with  hunger  as  well  as  with  cold  under  the  ice- 
covered  roofs  of  our  wooden  barrack  at  night. 

"Lord  Rohallion  of  ours,  had  a  servant  named  Jack  Andrews, 
a  knowing  old  file,  from  his  own  place  in  Carrick,  who  contrived 
to  make  off  with  a  sheep.  How  or  where  Jack  did  it,  the  Lord 
only  knows,  and  we  never  inquired;  but  the  owner,  a  penu- 
synranian  quaker,  made  an  outcry  about  it,  and  the  provost's 
guard  were  speedily  on  poor  Jack's  track  with  the  gallows  rope. 
A  stab  with  a  bayonet  in  the  throat  soon  silenced  the  sheep,  and 
Jack  brought  it  under  his  greatcoat  to  our  quarters,  and  while 
the  provost,  with  Simon  Pure,  was  overhauling  the  soldiers'  bar^ 
rack,  we  tucked  up  the  spoil  in  a  cradle,  with  a  blanket  over  it 
and  a  muslin  cap  round  its  head.  We  set  a  piper's  wife  to  rock 
it,  while  Jack  ptet ended  to  make  caudle  at  the  fire,  and  in  this 
occupation  they  were  found,  when  the  provost  came  in,  intent  on 
death,  and  Broadbrim  on  retribution. 

"Hush-a-by,  baby,  on  the  tree-tpp, 
When  the  wind  blows  the  cradle  will  rook,** 
snog  the  piper's  wife,  patting  the  sheep  tenderly. 
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*<Hn8h,'  said  Jack  to  the  intruders;  Mon't  stir  for  the  life 
that  is  in  you!* 

"  '  Wh) — what  is  the  matter  with  the  baby  P' 

"*It*s  either  measles  or  smallpox;  we  don't  know  whidi,' 
said  Jack. 

"  *  Yea  verily — aye — ho,  hum,'  snivelled  the  Quaker. 

"'All  right,"'  said  the  provost,  as  he  withdrew  with  his  guard 
to  search  elsewhere.  The  sheep  was  soon  cut  up,  divided,  and  a 
sumptuous  supper  Major  Andre,  Rohallion  and  a  select  few  of  us 
had  that  ni^ht,  and  ere  morning  all  traces  of  it  had  disappeared, 
save  the  skm,  which,  to  the  rage  of  the  provost,  was  found  con- 
cealed, no  one  knew  by  whom,  between  the  sheets  of  his  bed. 
Long  after  the  fort  was  taken  by  the  Yankees,  and  none  had  a 
fear  of  coming  to  the  drum-head,  the  whole  story  came  out,  and 
many  a  laugh  we  had  at  the  provost-marshal  and  Jack  Andrews' 
babv." 

The  names  mentioned  thus  incidentally  by  the  good  major 
recalled  so  much  ot  home  and  of  old  associations  to  Quentin,  that 
his  warm  heart  swelled  with  kind  and  affectionate  memories ;  and 
now,  when  on  the  eve  of  departing  from  friends  that  he  loved  so 
well,  and  who  had  a  regard  so  great  for  him— departing  on  a 
lonely  and  decidedly  perilous  duty — he  was  on  the  point  of 
telling  them  the  story  of  his  earlier  life,  so  that,  if  aught  occurred 
to  him,  his  military  companions  might  write  to  RotiaUion;  but 
thoughts  of  the  haughty  Master  chilled  him,  and  he  repressed 
the  suddenly-conceived  idea. 

And  now  the  time  came  when  he  was  compelled  to  depart. 

He  had  three  days'  cooked  provisions  in  his  havresack,  and  he 
had  still  money  enough  remaining  for  his  wants  in  a  laud  where 
he  had  to  journey  almost  by  stesuth,  and  where  the  French  had 
left  so  little  either  to  buy  or  to  sell. 

He  took  with  him  his  great- coat  and  forage-cap ;  in  lieu  of  his 
heavy  musket,  Askeme  gave  him  a  sword,  and  Middleton  a  pair 
of  pistols ;  and  the  former  accompanied  him  nearly  two  miles  on 
the  road  from  Portal^re. 

"You  dare  danger  ^arlessly,  Quentin,"  said  he. 

*'  I  dare  it  as  those  who  are  friendless  and  alone  do !  The  know- 
ledge that  I  have  few,  perhaps  none,  who  would  really  regret 
me,  renders  life  of  little  value.'' 

"  Come,  Kennedy,  egad !  this  bitterness  is  ungrateful/'  said 
Askeme,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

"  True,  my  friend,  forgive  me !  I  believe  that  you  at  leasts 
with  Middleton  and  Warriston — ^he's  on  duty,  remember  me  to 
him — Monkton,  and  a  few  others  that  are  far,  far  away,  have^ 
indeed,  a  sincere  regard  for  me." 
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"Well,  then,  how  many  more,  or  what  more  would  j;ou  hayeP 
The  world  is  not  so  bad  after  all,"  said  Askerne,  laughing,  as  he 
shook  his  hand  warmly  and  bade  him  adieu,  after  giving  him  much 
good  advice  concermng  prudence  and  ou-e  of  consorting  with 
strangers  on  the  way;  for  Askerne  and  his  brother  officers  saw, 
or  suspected  that  the  colonel's  selection  of  the  lad  was  the  result 
of  baa  feeling;  while  Quentin  deemed  it  but  a  part  of  his  hard 
and  venturesome  lot  as  a  gentleman  volunteer. 

Often  he  turned  to  wave  a  farewell  to  Askerne,  whose  erect 
and  soldier-like  figure  was  lessening  in  the  distance,  as  he  walked 
back  to  Portalegre.  At  last,  a  turn  of  the  road,  where  it  wound 
suddenly  between  some  olive  groves,  hid  him  entirely ;  and,  for 
the  first  time,  an  euiotion  of  utter  loneliness  came  over  Quentin's 
heart  as  he  hastened  towards  the  darkening  hills. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

ANXIOUS    FRIENDS. 

«*  Ob,  Leolyn,  be  obstinately  justj 
Indulge  no  passion  and  deceive  no  trust. 
"Let  never  man  be  bold  enough  to  say, 
Thus,  and  no  farther  shall  mj  passion  stray; 
The  first  crime  past  compels  us  into  more, 
And  guilt  gsomfaU,  which  was  but  choice  before." 

Aabov  Hill. 

The  third  dav  and  the  fourth  passed  away  at  Portalegre ;  on  the 
fifth  and  sixth.  Major  Middleton  and  others,  who  felt  a  friendly 
interest  in  Quentin  Kennedy,  began  to  surmise,  when  they  met 
on  the  morning  or  evening  parade,  or  in  each  other's  billets,  or 
so  forth,  that  it  was  time  now  he  had  reported  his  return,  and 
the  good  or  bad  success  of  his  journey,  to  the  colonel  and  general 
commanding  the  division. 

Other  days  passed ;  it  was  whispered  about  from  staff-office 
officials  that  ere  long  the  division  would  leave  Portalegre,  as  the 
whole  army  was  about  to  advance  against  tlie  enemy ;  and  then 
Captam  Askerne,  Monkton,  Buckle,  the  adjutant,  and  others, 
became  double  anxious  about  the  lad,  and  were  interested  as 
much  as  men  could  be  under  their  circumstances,  when  human 
life  is  deemed  of  so  little  value  as  it  is  when  on  active  service 
and  before  an  enemy. 

As  for  Warriston  of  the  94th,  not  being  under  the  immediate 
command  of  Colonel  Crawford,  he  openly  and  bitterly  inveighed 
against  "  the  iniquity  of  having  sacrinced  a  mere  youth  in  such  a 
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maimer,**  and  threatened  **  to  brin^  the  matter  prominently  before 
Sir  John  Moore, '  who  commanded  the  forces  in  Portugal. 

"  He  has,  perhaps,  gone  over  to  the  enemy — a  despatch  is 
tometitnes  well  paid  for/'  said  Cosmo,  in  his  sneering  manner, 
when  some  of  the  remarks  reached  lum  on  parade,  one  morning. 

'*  Impossible,  my  dear  sir^ni possible !"  said  Middleton,  testnj, 
idiile  spurring  and  reiniu^r  in  fats  horse;  I  know  the  lad  as  if  be 
were  my  own  son,  and  feelaBsured  that  he  is  the  soul  of  honour ; 
that  he  was  all  ardour  for  the  service,  and  that  he  would  die 
rather  than  disgrace  himself/' 

**  Indeed — ah-aw — ^you  think  so  P**  drawled  Cosmo,  with  his 
glass  in  his  sinister  eye,  as  he  surveyed  the  major  with  a  glance  of 
somewhat  mingled  cast. 

"I  do,  colonel,"  was  the  emphatic  rejoinder. 

"  He  has  disappeared  at  all  events — a  dubious  phrase.  If  the 
fellow  has  not  levanted  to  the  Duke  of  Dalmatia  with  General 
Hope's  despatch,  may  bis  heart  not  have  failed  him  P  May  he 
not  have  shown  the  white  feather  P  Better  men  than  he,  among 
the  Belem  Hangers,  have  done  so  ere  now." 

The  imaginary  corps  referred  to  contained  one  of  the  most 
ofiPensive  imputations  to  the  ears  of  Peninbula  men;-t4ius  Cxp^ 
tain  Askerne  exclaimed— 

"Cowardice,  Colonel  Crawford — would  you  infer  cowardice?'* 

"1  infer  nothing,  gentlemen,  but  that  better  men  than  he  have 
•hown  the  white  feather." 

"  Not  in  ths  Line,  that  I  am  aware  of,"  was  the  somewhat 
pointed  remark  of  Middleton ;  and  Cosmo,  who  had  lately  come 
from  the  Guards,  crimsoned  with  suppressed  passion. 

^  A  volunteer  is  a  soldier  of  fortune,  and  none  such  can  ever 
be  a  coward,"  said  Askerne,  stoutly. 

"  Of  course  not — ^the  idea  is  absurd,"  added  Middleton,  look- 
ing round  the  group  of  officers,  who  glanced  their  approval. 

"  You  are  warm.  Major  Middleton,"  said  Cosmo,  sternly,  whQe 
his  eyes  gleamed  with  their  most  dangerous  expression ;  *'  some- 
what unnecessarily  warm  on  this  trivial  subject,  I  think." 

"  J  ahi  at  least  honest,  colonel,  as  he  must  be  who  defends  the 
absent  or  the  dead." 

"  We  have  had  enough  of  this — to  your  companies — fall  in, 
gentlemen!"  said  the  colonel,  sternly  and  impatiently,  as  he 
spurred  his  horse,  unsheathed  his  sword,  and  the  formuk  of  the 
parade  began,  after  which  he  revenged  himself  by  drilling  the 
corps,  under  a  drizzling  rain  for  nearly  two  hours,  foreii^  A.skerne's 

grenadiers  to  skirmish  in  a  swamp,  and  making  old  Major  Mid- 
leton  put  the  battalion  twice  through  the  eighteen  manoeuvres, 
▲bout  this  timeapatroiof  Portuguese  caTalry  found  nearthehi^ 
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road  ihni  Ipd  throiis:h  a  desert  towards  the  Spanish  frontier,  the 
remains  of  a  man,  almost  reduced  to  a  skeleton,  piclced,  gnawed, 
jmd  torn  asunder,  to  all  appearance  recently,  hy  those  devouring 
wolves  and  wild  dogs  which  iufest  the  mountains  of  the  district. 

Terrible  surmises  of  Quentin's  fate  were  now  whispered  among 
the  Borderers ;  the  officer  in  command  of  tlie  patrol  was  closely 
questioned  by  Middleton,  Warriston,  and  others;  but  he  con- 
stantly stated  that  the  victim  had  probably  been  strif)ped  bj 
robbers  before  being  devoured,  as  nothing  had  been  found  near 
the  remains  that  might  lead  to  their  identification,  or  in  any  way 
connect  them  with  the  missing  Quentin  Kennedy.  Thus,  in 
default  of  other  proof,  as  time  wore  on»  the  members  of  the  rej<i- 
inent  made  up  their  minds  to  consider  the  poor  bones  as  his,  and 
concluded  that  he  had  perished  miserably  in  the  wilderness. 

To  do  Cosmo  Crawford  justice,  there  were  times  when  he  was 
not  without  secret  emotions  of  shame,  and  even  of  compunction,  for 
the  part  he  acted  to  Queniiu.  His  o^vn  conscience,  the  small  still 
▼oice  that  would  speak,  could  not  acquit  him ;  but  those  gleams 
of  the  better  spirit  came  only  briefly  and  at  intci  vals,  and  such 
unwelcome  thoughts  were  always  eventually  stifled  by  the  consti- 
tutional malignity  of  his  nature,  and  he  would  mutter  to  himself— 

"  Pshaw !  he  is  well  away ;  what  the  devil  was  he  to  me,  or 
Itohimr 

It  was  while  the  troops  were  lingering  at  PortaIes:re  and  else- 
where along  the  Spanish  frontier,  that  Jjord  Castlereagh's 
despatch,  containing  the  flrst  organized  plan  of  the  future  cam* 
paign,  arrived  in  Lisbon. 

In  the  northern  provinces  of  Spain,  thirty  five  thousand  horse 
and  foot  were  to  be  employed ;  ten  thousand  of  these  were  to 
be  embarked  from  British  ports,  and  the  rest  to  be  drafted  from 
our  army  of  occupation  in  Portugal ;  and  these  were  supposed  to 
be  equal  to  cope  with  the  vast  hosts  pouring  through  the  many 
passes  of  the  Pyrenees  from  France  and  Germany,  and  those  which 
ahready  bluckened  all  the  plains  ot  Castile  and  Arragon. 

We  have  elsewhere  mentioned  the  vast  strength  oi  the  French 
army,  whose  head-quarters  were  at  Vittoria. 

The  brave  but  ill-fated  Sir  John  Moore  was  ordered  to  take 
the  field  without  delay  with  the  troops  that  were  under  his  own 
command.  Some  fortress  or  city  (unnamed)  in  Qalicia,  or  on 
the  borders  of  the  kingdom  of  Leon,  was  to  be  the  place  for  con- 
centrating the  whole  allied  armies  of  Britain,  Spain,  and 
Portugal ;  and  his  specific  plan  of  operations  was  a/ierwards  to 
be  concerted  with  the  stupid,  jealous,  and  uncompromising  luciL 
juntas,  and  the  obstinate  and  impracticable  Spanish  generals. 

These  orders  were  perilous,  louse,  and  vague ;  they  prom 
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nothing,  bat  only  toat  war  at  any  hazard  was  to  be  waged  in  Old 
Castile  and  en  the  banks  of  the  Ebro. 

And  now  for  a  time  let  us  chans^e  the  scene  to  a  not  less 
tnneful  or  classic  locality — the  rocky  hills  and  heather  braes  of 
Carrick's  western  shore. 


S 


CHAPTER  XL. 

THE    PARAORAPH* 

^My  kindred  are  dead,  my  lore  is  fled ; 

Courage,  my  heart,  thou  canst  love  no  moio 
Pule  is  my  cheek,  my  body  is  weak; 

Courage,  my  heart,  'twill  soon  be  o'er. 

Dim  are  my  eyes  with  tears  of  sorrow. 
They  ache  for  a  night  without  a  morrow/' — ^M.  N.  8. 

It  was  towards  the  end  of  the   month — the  last  days  (tf 
October,  now. 

The  acorns  were  falling  from  the  moss-grown  oaks,  the  hollies 
and  hedge-rows  were  gay  with  scarlet  berries  and  haws,  the 
rey  sea-gulls  were  often  seen  mingling  with  the  black  gleds  and 
oodie-crows  far  afield  inshore.  The  redwing,  the  fieldfare,  and 
the  woodcock  had  come  again  to  their  old  haunts  on  the  braes  of 
Kohallion,  in  the  oakwood  shaw,  in  the  hawthorn  birks  that 
OTcrhang  the  Girran,  and  the  deep  carse  land  where  the  rushes 
g^ew  ana  the  water  flowed  of  old. 

The  autumn  winds,  as  they  swept  throngh  the  hollow  glen, 
shook  down  the  last  brown  leaves  of  the  old  sycamores,  and  the 
spoils  of  the  past  summer  lay  in  rustling  heaps  about  the  haunted 
gate  and  the  guns  of  La  Bonne  Citoyenne  on  the  battery  before 
the  castle-keep.  From  the  tall  square  chimneys  of  the  old 
feudal  btrongbold  on  the  storm-beaten  bluff,  the  gndeman  of 
Elsie  Irvine  aud  other  fishermen  from  the  coves,  saw  the  smoke 
of  the  rousing  fires  ascending  into  the  grey  autumn  sky,  and  the 
evening  lights  glittering  early  in  the  great  towers,  a  land-mark 
now  to  them  as  it  had  been  to  their  forefathers  long  ages  ago^ 
when  the  Scot  and  the  Saxon  found  work  nearer  home  for  their 
swords  than  fighting  for  conquered  Spain  or  ravaged  Portugal. 

"People  now-a-days,  with  the  help  of  the  penny-post  and  the 
telegraph,  and  the  endless  means  of  communication  and  of  coming 
and  going,  are  certainly  able  to  care  for  a  greater  number  of 
persons  than  they  could  have  done  a  hundred  years  ago,"  says  a 
recent  writer  in  the  "Cornhill;"  but  he  might  have  said  tlurty 
years  ago,  so  far  as  the  people  of  Scotland  are  concerned. 
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Thus,  secluded  by  her  own  retiring  habits  and  personal  cir- 
cumstances, as  well  as  b^  those  incident  to  the  time,  content  to 
reside  in  her  narrow  circle,  and  chiefly  among  her  husband's 
household  and  dependents,  Lady  Ex)haliion's  heart  yearned  with 
all  a  mother's  love  for  her  lost  prcftege^  the  more,  perhaps,  ths 
the  cold  and  repulsive  manner  of  her  only  son  Cosmo  had  cae 
her  warm  and  affectionate  heart  somewhat  back,  as  it  were,  upc 
herself;  though  the  memory  of  much  if  not  all  his  shortcoming 
in  the  way  of  filial  reverence  and  regard  were  now  by  her  foi 
gotten,  or  merged  in  the  idea  of  his  absence  at  the  seat  of  war. 

Quentin's  memory  she  cherished  chiefly  in  silence ;  for,  sti. 
fostering  her  hopes  or  views  with  regard  to  Cosmo  and  the  wilfu 
little  heiress  of  Ardgour,  she  spoke  of  the  lost  one  but  reservedly 
and  at  long  intervals,  to  the  latter  ;  though,  sooth  to  say,  young 
Fernie  of  Fernwoodlee,  a  neighbouring  proprietor,  had  becomt 
80  frequent  a  visitor  at  the  castle,  that,  so  far  as  good  look& 
assiduity,  and  unwearing  industry  as  an  admirer  might  go,  hf 
bade  fair — gossips  said — to  supplant  both  Quentin  and  the  Master 
of  Rohallion,  for  a  lover  lost,  and  another  commencing  a  cam 
paign,  were  just  as  satisfactory  as  no  lover  at  all. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  the  post-bag  brought  by  Johr 
Legate,  the  running- footman,  from  Ma v bole,  was  opened  befon 
Lord  Rohallion  by  nis  faithful  old  henchman  Jack  Andrews,  anc 
emptied  on  the  breakfast-table. 

One  small  missive,  bearing  Fernwoodlee's  crest — a  fern  lea 
all  proper — he  handed  to  Flora,  who  coloured  slightW  and  said  i; 
referred  to  a  proposed  ride  as  far  as  the  ruins  of  Kilhenzie,  tc 
see  the  Eglinton  hounds  throw  off,  as  the  keeper  had  promiseu 
to  find  a  leash  of  foxes  in  the  cover  there. 

"These  fox-hunting  fools  are  beginning  their  work  betimes-* 
why,  this  is  only  October,"  said  his  lordship  drily ;  "  they  woulc 
be  better  employed  riding  in  the  light  aragoons  against  the 
enemies  of  Europe." 

Pushing  the  rest  of  the  letters  across  the  table  to  Lady 
Kohallion,  as  if  for  perusal  at  her  leisure,  he  opened  the  latest 
newspaper,  and  betook  himself,  with  true  military  instinct,  tc 
the  gazette  and  matters  pertaining  to  the  war  against  France  ana 
the  Corsician,  by  land  and  sea. 

Erelong,  it  was  with  an  exclamation  of  astonishment  that 
shook  the  powder  from  his  venerable  pigtail,  that  made  Lady 
Rohallion  permit  the  urn  to  overrun  her  teacup.  Flora  to  start 
nervously,  Mr.  Spillsby  to  drop  the  egg-stand  with  its  contents, 
and  Jack  Andrews  to  spring  mechamcally  to  "  attention  **  on  his 
lame  leg,  that  his  lordship,  raising  his  voice  to  an  unusually  high 
pitch,  read  the  following  paragraph  ;— 
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**  On  the.  Bth  October,  the  final  despatch  of  the  premier  reached 
Ibe  general  oommanding  at  Lisbon,  and  by  this  time  the  whole 
army  will  lia?e  been  in  motion  across  the  Spanish  frontier,  to 
chastise  the  barbarian  hordes  of  the  Corsican  tyrant,  under  whose 
sway  the  people  of  Fiance  and  Spain  alike  are  groaning.  We 
rejoice  t-o  say  that  before  marching  from  Portale^e,  Lieutenant- 
General  Sir  John  Hope  of  Rankeillour  most  successfully  opened 
a  communication  with  the  famous  guerilla,  El  £studieute,  a 
matter  fully  and  finally  arranged  by  the  skill  and  courage  of  Mr. 
Quentin  Kennedy,  a  young  volunteer,  then  serving  with  H.IL 
25th  Regicuent,  or  *  King's  Own  Borderers.*" 

•*  Quentin  1"  exchiimed  Flora,  rushing  behind  Lord  Rohalllon's 
chair,  her  cheeks  flushing  red,  as  she  peeped  over  hb  shoulder. 

"  Quentin  Kenned v  \**  said  Lady  liohallion,  in  a  breathless 
▼oice,  as  she  grew  pale  and  trembled. 

"  The  boy  is  found — found  at  last !  There,  read  the  paragraph 
for  yourselves,"  said  hia  lordship,  flourishing  the  paper  oyer 
hb  head. 

Poor  Lady  RohalHon  made  many  ineflectual  eiforts  to  do  as 
he  bid  her ;  but  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  and  her  spectacles 
were  quite  obscured. 

**Spillaby — Andrews,  send  for  John  Girvan;  zounds !  the  25th, 
too — tlie  blessed  old  number ! — here's  news  for  him !  The  lost 
is  found  again !  You'll  write  to  him,  Winny — ^and  Flora,  too— 
cad,  we'll  all  write  i"  continued  the  old  lord,  in  a  very  inco- 
herent way.  "The  cunning  rogue,  to  keep  us  in  sus{)ense  90 
long,  and  to  be  wearing  the  buttons  of  the  old  Borderers  all  the 
time.  It  must  be  he;  there  pan't  be  two  Quentin  Kennedies; 
oh,  no— of  course  it  must  be  lie !" 

"  There  is  something  strange  in  this,"  said  Lady  Rohallion, 
finding  relief  in  tears ;  **  how  many  letters^  Flora,  have  we  had 
from  Cosmo  since  he  left  as  F" 

"Five." 

"Five  letters!" 

"One  from  Colchester;  others  from  Santarem  and  Abrantes; 
aad  two  from  Portalegre." 

"  Exactly,"  said  Lord  fiohallion,  on  whose  benign  brow  a  cloud 
gathered ;  "  five  letters,  and  in  none  of  them  has  one  word 
escaped  him  concerning  the  p<|pr  lad  who  joined  the  corps  before 
him — the  dear  old  25th,  oi  my  earliest  memories.  It  is  not 
j;enerous,  Winny ;  I  don't  envy  Quentin  his  commanding  officer; 
it  shows  a  bad  animus,  and  I  am  sorry  our  boy  should  behave  so." 

Lady  VViuifn  d  was  silent^  for  she  felt  the  truth  of  what  her 
husl)aud  said;  and  Flora,  full  of  her  own  joyous  thoughts,  was 
■ilent  too. 
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''Bead  oyer  the  paragraph  again,  Flora,  darling;  egad,  I  must 
out  it  out,  and  send  it  over  to  Earl  Hugh,  at  E^liuton ;  and 
while  Flora  read,  Rohallion  walked  to  and  iro,  rubbing  his  hands 
with  intense  satisfaction  and  delight. 

"  But,  good  heavens,  my  lord ! '  she  soddenlj  exclaimed,  while 
the  colour  left  her  face,  "  wtmt  is  this  that  follows  P"  there  is  here 
another  paragraph,  about — about—*' 

"About  what?" 

**  Poor  Quentiii,"  she  added,  fain+W. 

"  Head  it !"  said  Rohallion.  impetuoualy. 

** '  We  regret  to  have  to  add,  it  is  feared  that  after  accomplish- 
ing this  valuable  public  service  with  the  guerilla,  our  enterprising 
joung  soldier  has  fallen  a  sacrifice  to  his  zeal,  or  the  lawless  state 
of  the  country,  as — as  he  has  not  been  heard  of  since.*  ,..,*' 

Flora's  sweet  voice  died  away  almost  in  a  tremulous  whisper  as 
she  read  this  bliglitiug  paragraph,  which  Lord  Rohallion,  after 
hastily  snat chins;  the  paper  from  her,  read  again  and  agam, 
with  his  bmws  deeply  knit. 

It  did  not  fall  upon  him  with  the  crushing  effect  it  had  upon 
the  two  ladies,  who  sat  silently  weeping,  for  the  words  of  the 
paragraph  were,  to  them,  terribly  suggestive  and  vague;  and 
now  tlie  old  quartermaster,  who  had  been  noisily  summoned  by 
his  veteran  comrade  the  valet,  arrived  to  Join  the  conclave ;  and 
truly,  had  a  thirteen-inch  bombshell,  shot  from  a  mortar  of 
similar  diameter,  exploded  among  the  breakfast  equipace,  wortiiFy 
John  Girvan  could  not  have  seedied  more  astomshed  and  b»> 
wildered  than  he  did  bv  the  whole  affair. 

Lord  Rohallion  and  be,  as  old  soldiers,  endeavoured  to  explain 
tlie  matter  away,  and  to  speak  from  past  experience  of  many 
instances  of  men  reported  as  **n^issittg"  who  always  turned  up 
again ;  newspaper  paragraphs  in  general  the^  treated  with  great 
contempt,  and  expressed  their  certaiu  conviction  that  "  by  this 
time,"  no  doubt,  he  had  rejoined  the  corps.     * 

Indeed,  so  certain  were  they  of  this  that  Lord  Rohallion 
desired  the  quartermaster  to  write  at  once ;  Flora,  with  charmins 
frankness,  offered  to  enclose  a  ttny  note,  and  the  old  general 
wrote  at  once  by  the  next  mail  to  the  Horse  Guards,  urging 
"the  immediate  promotion  of  his  young  friend  to  the  first 
ensigncy  at  the  disposal  of  his  Royal  Highness  the  Field 
Marshal  Gommanding-in-Chief^n  the  25th  Foot,  if  practicable." 

This  done,  the  male  part  of  the  household,  though  full  of  the 
affair,  and  theur  innumeiable  yarns  of  the  corps,  which  it  had 
CaUed  to  memory,  felt  more  composed  on  the  subject.  The 
quartermaster  furbisfted  np  his  old  red  coat,  and  remained  to 
aiBner :  Flora's  engagement  to  ride  with  youug  Fernwoodiee  and 

Digitized  by  V_tV.?V_;v  l^ 


238  TDB  KINO'S   OWN  BORDEBKBi. 

the  meet  at  Kilhenzie,  were  committed  to  obliTion,  and  were 
utterly  forgotten,  as  she  sat  alone,  full  of  thought,  oq  the  old 
mossgrown  garden-seat,  with  the  autumn  leaves  whirling  round 
her. 

Through  the  branches  of  the  stripped  trees  on  which  the 
rooks  were  crawing,  the  sunlight  fell  aslant  upon  the  copper 
gnomon  of  the  ancient  sun  and  moon  dial,  which  occupiea  the 
centre  of  the  quaint  Scoto-French  garden,  and  round  the  pedes- 
tal of  which  Quentin,  to  please  her,  during  the  last  springs  had 
trained  a  creeping  plant. 

Tlie  plant  was  still  there,  but  its  tendrils  and  trailers  were 
dead,  withered,  and  yellow,  and  sadly  Flora  felt  in  her  heart  that 
she  was  lonely,  and  that  Rohallion  was  now  a  brokem  home — 
broken,  indeed,  as  if  Death  himself  had  been  there ! 

Lady  Winifred  was  also  alone. 

The  noonday  sun  was  streaming  as  of  old  into  the  yellow 
damask  drawing-room,  and  the  searcoal  fire  crackled  on  the 
hearth  between  the  delft-lined  jambs  cheerily  and  brightly. 
Before  it,  on  the  thick  cosy  ru^,  a  sleek  tom-cat  sat  winking  and 
purring,  and  the  favourite  terner  of  Quentin,  coiled  up  round  as 
a  ball,  was  there  too,  but  fast  asleep  beside  the  many-spotted 
Dalmatian  dog,  which  always  followed  the  old-fashioned  familj 
carriage. 

The  antique  ormolu  dock,  that  ticked  so  loudly  on  the 
mantelpiece  on  the  night  when  Quentin  was  rescued  from  the 
wreck,  and  his  father's  corpse  was  Cast  on  the  surf- beaten  sand, 
and  when  he,  a  wailing  child,  was  brought  by  Elsie  Irvine  to 
Eohallion,  was  tickini?  there  still,  auietly,  regularlv,  and  mono- 
tonously, and  Lady  Winifred  looked  at  its  quaint  dial  wistfully, 
as  she  might  have  done  in  the  face  of  an  old  and  familiar 
friend. 

14  ow  Quentin  and  her  beloved  and  only  son  were  both  far,  far 
away ;  both  were  to  encounter  the  perils  of  war,  and  she  might 
never  see  them  more !  How  much  and  how  many  things  bad 
happened,  she  thought,  and  still  the  old  clock  tiokecT  there 
monotonously,  even  as  it  had  done  when,  on  an  evening  now 
many,  many  years  ago,  she  came  a  blooming  bride  to  tne  old 
castle  bv  the  sea ;  and  so  it  might  continue  to  tick,  long  after 
she,  and  her  comelv  and  affectionate  old  lord,  lay  side  bj  side 
among  the  Crawfords  of  past  centuries  in  the  Ronallion  aisle  of 
the  venerable  kirk  whose  tower  she  could  see  terminating  the 
woody  vista  of  yonder  lonely  glen. 

The  paragraph  of  the  morning  had  called  up  a  multitude  of 
•ad  thoughts  that  had  long  been  ouried,  and  she  felt  melancholy, 
ilmost  miserable,  and  opening  her  escritoire,  she  looked  long  and 
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earnestly  on  the  relics  of  Qaentin's  father — his  commission  in 
the  French  service,  the  letter  in  the  poor  man's  pocket-book,  and 
the  ring  that  was  taken  from  his  finger,  bearing  the  name  of 
Josephine — the  boy's  mother,  doubtless. 

The  dominie,  to  whom  the  quartermaster  lost  no  time  in 
hastening  with  the  intelligence,  like  the  old  lord,  was  stout  in 
his  belief  that  Quentin  would,  as  he  phrased  it,  "cast  up 
again." 

"  Disappeared,"  he  repeated  two  or  three  times ;  "  the  bairn 
no  since  heard  o* ;  the  thing's  no  possible !  He  will,  he  shall 
return  again,  be  assured,  to  receive  nis  reward,  for  he  is  worthy 
of  a  crown  of  gold — worthy  of  it,  yea,  as  ever  were  Manlius 
Torquatus  or  Valerius  Corvus,  ilk  ane  o*  wham,  as  we  are  told  in 
Livy,  slew  a  Gaul  in  single  combat," 

This  classic  reward  did  not  seem  very  probable,  when  a  few 
weeks  after,  a  long  official  letter  was  brought  to  fix)hallion,  and 
added  greatly  to  the  anxiety  and  perplexity  of  the  inmates 
thereof. 

In  this  missive  the  military  secretary,  by  direction  of  II.R.H. 
the  Duke  of  York,  *'  presented  his  compliments  to  Major  General 
Lord  RohallioD,  K.C.B.,  and  regretted  to  acquaint  him  that  it 
was  impossible  to  entertain  his  requent  with  regard  to  Mr. 
Quentin  Kennedy,  a  volunteer  with  the  25th  Foot,  as  matters  had 
transpired  which  might  render  his  clearance  before  a  general 
court-martial  necessary." 


CHAPTER  XLL 

THE  WATSIDE   CROSS  AND  WELL. 

**!£  in  this  exile  dark  and  drear. 

To  which  my  fate  has  doomed  me  now^ 
I  should  unnoticed  die — what  tear, 
What  tear  of  sympathy  will  flow  P  , 

For  I  have  sought  an  exile's  woe, 
And  fashioned  my  own  misery ! 
Who  then  will  pity  me  P" 

Caneion«ro  de  Amherei,  1657. 

As  Quentin  walked  on  in  solitude  after  Rowland  Askerne  left 
him,  he  could  not  help  musing,  as  he  frequently  did,  on  the 
changes  a  short  time  had  wrought  in  him  and  in  his  ideas.  It 
would  seem  that  from  a  mere  day-dreaming  school-boy,  whose 
most  onerous  purposes  were  to  fill  his  basket  with  trout  from  the 
Girvan,  the  Doon,  or  the  Lollards*  Linn ;  to  supply  the  cook 
with  an  occasional  brace  of  ptarmigan  from  the  oak  wood  shaw, 
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or  of  blaclcpoclc  from  the  Mains  of  Kilhenzie ;  from  trying  a  pad 
for  Flora,  or  culling  the  flowers  which  he  knew  she  loved  most, 
he  hHd  risen  to  be  a  man  and  a  soldier,  valued  by  his  comrades, 
all  offi  jers  of  bravery  and  position,  trusted  by  his  superiors,  and 
charged  wil  b  a  great  and  confidential  duty — a  portion  of  the 
vast  game  of  war  and  politics  now  played  by  Britain  for  the 
deliverance  of  Spain;  and  yet,  withal,  he  longed  for  a  com- 
panion, and  to  hear  the  voice  of  a  friend,  for  a  sense  of  intense 
loneliness  gradually  stole  over  him  as  the  twilight  dee|)ened,  and 
the  purple  shadows  grew  more  sombre  on  the  hills  of  Portuguese 
Estremadura. 

To  Queutin  it  seemed  that  his  bodily  strength  and  bulk  had 
increased,  for  drill  and  marching  had  developed  every  mubde  to 
the  fullest  extent;  thus  he  was  stronger,  more  active  and  hardy 
than  beiore. 

He  felt  too,  that  the  time  had  come  when  youth  was  no  longer 
a  libel  against  him ;  the  time  for  doing  something  worthy  o^ 
being  mentioned  in  a  despatch  of  the  commander  in-chief,  in  the 
government  gazette,  in  general  orders  —  something  gallant, 
manly,  and  dashing ;  and  that  he  would  turn  the  occasion  to  its 
best  account,  and  achieve  something  glorious,  *'or,"  as  romances 
and  melo-dramas  have  it,  "  perish  in  the  attempt.*' 

"  If  1  acquit  myself  well  m  this,  my  first  duty,  it  shall  in  itself 
prove  a  revenge  upon  Cosmo !"  thought  he. 

And  so  he  troa  manfully  and  hopefully  on,  dreaming  of  the 
future,  knowing  but  little  of  the  path  he  was  at  present  to  pur- 
sue, and  less  of  the  perils  and  pit- falls  that  were  around  it. 

As  the  evening  deepened  into  night  with  great  rapidity,  for 
there  is  very  little  twilight  in  those  regions—the  mighty  shadows 
of  the  sierra  fell  eastward  in  a  sombre  mass  across  the  vaUej 
through  which  lay  the  road — ^a  mere  bridal  path— towards  the 
Spanish  frontier,  while  the  ranges  of  peaks  that  faced  the  west 
were  suU  glowing  in  ruddy  saffron  or  pale  purple  against  the 
blue  dome  of  the  star-studded  sky. 

About  twelve  miles  from  Portalegre,  the  road  pursued  by 
Quentin  enters  a  narrow  gorge  or  immense  chasm  or  cleft  which 
rends  the  mountains  from  their  summit  to  their  base.  ^  Down 
the  steep  wall  of  rock  on  one  side,  a  spring  trickles  for  some 
hundred  feet,  and  at  the  foot,  near  the  road-way,  it  is  received 
into  the  quaintly  carved  basin  of  an  ancient  stone  fountain,  be- 
hind which  stands  a  memorial  cross. 

A  niche  in  the  shaft  of  the  latter  contains  a  little  wayside 
altar.  An  image  of  the  Madonna  was  rudely  and  gaudily  painted 
in  the  recess,  and  before  it  a  copper  lamp  was  always  kept  burn- 
ing. This  shrine,  once  reputed  to  be  of  great  sanctity,  had  been 
mutilated  and  its  lamp  destroyed  by  the  French ;  but  it  had  beea 
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repJacpd  by  another,  which  was  always  supplied  with  wick  and 
oil  by  the  passing  muleteers,  contrabandistaa,  guerillas,  and 
others. 

The  ravs  of  this  lamp  were  buminaj  feebly  in  the  vast  rockj 
solitude,  ^ormino^  a  strange  and  picturesque  feature  in  the  deep 
dark  dell,  the  silence  of  which  was  broken  only  by  the  plash  of 
the  slender  thread  of  liquid  that  filtered  or  trickled  down  the 
granite  lace  of  the  dissevered  mountain. 

This  cross  and  well  had  been  built  by  Alphonso  I.,  in  the  year 
that  he  achieved  his  greatest  victory  over  the  united  arms  of 
five  Moorish  sovereigns.  It  had  been  deenied  holy  even  in  those 
days,  for  there  he  had  halted  and  prayed  when  on  the  march 
with  his  mail-dad  knights  to  the  capture  of  8antarem;  and  an 
inscription,  frequently  renewed,  invited  the  passer  to  say  a 
prayer  for  the  repose  of  his  soul,  and  the  souls  of  all  the  good 
and  true  Portuguese  who  drew  tJieir  swords  against  the  Moslem. 

A  long  ray  of  light  shed  by  the  rising  moon,  shone  down  the 
cleft  at  the  bottoui  of  which  the  road  lay,  casting  the  shadows  of 
the  well  and  votive  cross  far  along  the  narrow  gorge.  The 
Ihick  foliage  of  some  gigantic  Portuffuese  laurels,  which  grew  in 
the  interstices  of  tie  rocks,  glittered  like  bronze  gemmed  with 
silver  sheen,  and  ofi*ered  a  resting  place  for  the  night ;  so  Quentin, 
as  he  felt  weary,  crept  under  the  oranches,  which  lor med  a  pleasant 
shelter. 

The  turf  below  was  soft  and  dry,  and  to  him,  who  had  slept  so 
often  on  the  bare  earth  during  his  march  to  the  frontier,  it  seerned 
a  comfortable  couch  enough.  The  shaft  of  King  Alphonso's  cross 
on  one  side  and  the  wall  of  rock  on  the  other  protected  him  from 
prowling  wolves  in  the  front  and  rear ;  the  stems  of  the  giant 
laurels  formed  barrier  on  a  third  side,  and  the  fourth,  which  was 
open,  he  might  defend  with  his  weapons  if  attacked. 

He  took  a  draught  from  his  canteen,  which  was  filled  with  mm 
and  water,  and  placing  it  under  his  head  for  a  pillow,  with  his 
sword  and  loaded  pistols  ready  by  his  side,  he  addressed  himself 
to  sleep. 

The  air  was  filled  with  a  strange  but  delicious  perfume,  which 
came  from  those  little  aromatic  shrubs  that  grow  wild  everywhere 
throughout  Spain  and  Portugal.  The  intense  stilluess  of  the 
place,  the  only  sounds  there  being  the  trickle  of  the  far-falling 
water  and  the  croakings  of  some  bull-frogs  among  the  long  grass, 
made  him  wakeful  tor  a  time. 

He  felt  neither  alarm  nor  anxiety,  but  utterly  lonely,  and  he 
said  over  a  prayer  that  in  infancy  he  had  often  repeated  at  Ladj 
Bohallion*s  Knee ;  then  something  holy  and  placia  stole  over  his 
heart ;  sleep  at  last  closed  his  eyes  and  he  slumbered  peacefully 
besides  the  old  stone  cross  of  our  Lady  of  Battles, 
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80  passed  the  first  night  of  his  absence  from  head-qaarters. 

When  Quentin  awoke  next  morning  after  a  long  and  sound 
slumber,  the  result  of  youth,  high  health,  and  the  toil  of  the 
past  day,  though  he  had  acquired  all  a  soldier's  facility  for  sleep- 
ing in  strange  places  and  strange  beds,  or  without  other  couch 
than  the  bare  sod,  he  was  at  first  somewhat  confused  and  puzzled 
on  perceiving  the  bower  of  leaves  above  him,  and  a  minute 
elapsed  before  he  could  remember  where  he  was,  and  how  he 
came  to  be  roosting  under  those  huge  Portuguese  laurels. 

Then  the  despatch  rushed  upon  his  memory;  he  searched  his 
breast  pocket,  and  found  the  important  document  was  safe ;  his 
weapons  were  all  right,  and  he  was  about  to  creep  forth,  when 
he  suddenly  perceived  the  figure  of  a  man  near  the  well,  and, 
remembering  the  reiterated  advices  of  Askerue  and  others,  he 
paused  to  observe  him. 

His  first  idea  was  that  the  stranger  must  be  a  robber,  for,  to  a 
Briton,  Portuguese  and    Spaniards  too  have  usually  that  un- 

Sleasant  character  in  their  aspect.  Their  sallow  visages,  deep 
ark  eyes,  densely  black  beards  and  moustaches,  with  their 
slouching  sombrero,  and  large,  many-folded  cloak  of  dark  brown 
stuff,  together  with  a  certain  fixed  scrutiny  of  expression  when 
observing  strangers,  give  them  all  the  bravo  look  and  bearing  of 
the  **  sensation  ruffian  or  mysterious  bandit  of  a  minor  melo* 
drama ;  thus,  says  a  recent  writer,  "  in  consequence  of  the  diffi- 
culty of  outliving  what  has  been  learnt  in  the  nursery,  many  of 
cor  countrymen  have,  with  the  best  intentions,  set  down 
the  bulk  of  the  population  of  the  Peninsula  as  one  gang  of 
robbers." 

The  Spaniard  in  question,  for  such  he  seemed  to  be,  was  a 
young  man  of  powerful  and  athletic  form ;  his  face  was  sallow 
and  colourless,  and  his  hair  and  eyes  were  black.  He  was  closelj 
shaven,  save  a  heavy  moustache,  which  had  a  very  ferocious  twist 
across  each  cheek  towards  the  tip  of  the  ear.  itis  features  were 
yerv  handsome,  and  his  whole  appearance  was  eminently  striking, 
fie  had  a  huge  cloak — what  Spaniard  has  not,  generally  to 
cover  his  rags  rather  than  his  finery — but  this  he  had  flung  aside, 
and  Quentin  could  perceive  that  he  had  a  well-worn  zamarra  of 
sheepskin  over  a  gaily  embroidered  shirt,  a  pair  of  crimson  pan- 
taloons, which  seemed  to  have  belonged  to  a  hussar,  and  thej 
ended  in  strong  ]G&thtr  abarcaa,  which  were  laced  with  thongs 
from  the  ankle  to  the  knee.  He  had  a  dagger  and  pair  of  pist<3s 
in  his  flowing  yellow  sash,  and  close  by  him  lay  one  of  those 
lon^,  old-fashioned  travelling  staffs,  shod  with  iron  and  loaded 
with  lead,  called  by  the  Portuguese  a  eajado, 
Thus»  upon  the  whole,  considering  the  difference  of  their 
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stature  and  bodily  strength,  Qaentin  pradently  thought  that  the 
stranger  was  not  a  personage  to  be  intruded  upon  without  due 
consideration. 

Keverently  remoying  his  black  sombrero,  which  was  rather 
battered  and  rusty,  and  had  a  gilt  image  of  our  Lady  del  Filar  on 
the  gay  broad  scarlet  band  thereof,  the  Spaniard  approached  the 
wayside  shrine,  and  kneeling  before  it,  crossed  himself  three  times 
with  great  devotion,  while  muttering  a  short  prayer.  Then  seat- 
ing himself  on  the  grassy  sward  behmd  the  well,  he  pulled  a  littla 
book  from  the  pocket  ot  his  zamarra,  and  began  to  peruse  it  ver^ 
leisurely  while  smoking  a  cigarito  and  making  his  frugal  breakfast 
on  a  few  dry  raisins  and  a  crust  of  hard  bread,  which  he  dipped 
from  time  to  time  in  the  cool  water  of  the  gurgling  fountain. 

"  This  cannot  be  a  bad  kind  of  fellow,"  thought  Quentin,  who 
felt  somewhat  ashamed  of  lurking  from  one  man;  so  he  half-cocked 
his  pistols,  placed  them  in  his  girdle,  and  crept  forth  £rom  behind 
the  stone  cross,  saying : 

"  Buenos  dias,  senor." 

^ "  Senor,  good  morrow,"  replied  the  Spaniard,  with  a  hand  on 
his  dagger,  while  he  suryevea  Quentin  with  a  quietly  grim,  but 
unmoved  countenance,  without  rising  from  his  recumbent  po9 
ture ;  **  are  there  any  more  of  you  under  these  bushes  P" 

"  No — I  am  alone." 

**Formvida,  but  you  choose  a  strange  hiding  place!"  said  the 
other,  with  a  glance  of  distrust. 

"  A  strange  sleeping-place,  you  should  say  rather,  senor — yet 
not  a  bad  one,"  said  Quentin,  laughing,  and  willing  to  conciliate 
the  stranger,  who  closed  his  book  alter  quietly  turning  down  a 
leaf  to  mark  his  place ;  "I  crept  in  over  night,  and  have  slept 
there  until  now." 

**  Signs  of  a  good  digestion  or  a  clear  conscience." 

"Of  both,  I  hope,  thank  Heaven." 

"  I  am  indifferently  provided  with  either ;  yet  I  can  breakfast  on 
this  poor  crust,  and  be  thankful  toGrod  and  our  Blessed  Lady  for  it." 

"  I  can  give  you  something  better,  Senor  Portuguese,"  said 
Quentin,  unbuttoning  his  havresack. 

"MucAos  ffracias"  replied  the  other;  "but  remeniber,  senor, 
that  I  am  a  Castilian,  and  in  Spain  we  have  a  belief  that  a  bad 
Spaniard  makes  a  tolerably  good  Portuguese." 

"  I  beg  pardon,  senor,  but  your  dress — ^-" 

"My  dress !"  interrupted  the  other  with  a  sardonic  grin;  " ok^ 

por  el  vida  del  Satanos,  the  less  you  say  about  that  the  better.    I 

•was  not  wont  to  sport  such  a  costume  when  rendering  Virgil  into 

Castilian,  and  Las  Comedias  de  Calderon  into  Latin,  in  the 

Arzobispo  College  at  old  Salamanca." 

& 
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* " fcl"'TL^r.te;2^^^^^      to  cross  the  f„«tie, 
c<  Y 

••No!*'^*'^  '^^'^  going  to  the  JFrench  headquarters  P" 

'  «  Pl'^i'n.  Tfl"nT'''Y'"''"'^'l'''*  Spaniard,  impetuously.  «I  must 

k"i  We       H    "'*«'■««  deserter!"  ' 

aughlily.    "YonnJlH^  am  going  on  duty,"  replied  Quentin, 

^  .1*iis,^  the  curioskv  'r'''°°  "'*  r  ^"'i""'^'    ^  «'»  ''»'  bound 
i  -Sforfe  ^  ^/"7,1'y  »'  everj  wi.y(arer  1  may  meet." 

^f.'f  °J a  hand  on  hHifeSo    *""^'*'  *'"*  * '"*'*' ^^''*'«*P 
is  swo?d'  *^*'  *""'  *"  "^P'eM  insolence,"  said  Quentin,  graspii^ 

'*■"«  breaicSt  cimi  ,?  I'^'**-     ^">"  are  a  brave  boy.  and  your 

.resem  without  ?CkLTf  T\  °"P»'^"?f '?•     '^e'  "*  eujoy  the 

^^.>*''at  we  w"^"^tI''*^"'"'^-,  i)««<mo.'  Neither  of  us 

«  SenoV*^  "^orW  ?*^-     ^*  ""*«  "f'*"  i"""  'i^'*  »pit3  than 

,ou  T'**^°^"Sly ''thK  ''°°'*  "'«J«"»t"d  yo»'  proverb." 
i^ow  I  appear  a  ^,^'  ^**  *''  ■"«"  "^  not  what  thev  seem      To 
.r^/?,  ^«  »  deC^'.  *  ^^V^-it  ma,  be.  a  W^'^ou  J? 

i?«  *^?"S't  Sw^tH'^SP^r*'*.  J?  *^  *'«'  »"!«  pocket 
"cCn -^  '^0  o^  th^  ijeeraty  fables  of  DonTomasode  Yriarte. 

never  sL"'^"  a  *^e  tlf  ^^^  °^  '"«  ".  ^Pit  «nd  Espa-la."  "" 
TagM  ^\"'  tie  4Jc^^  ^"^  *  '«P'er  of  Toledo ;  a  better  was 
«^hnil'  ^vC^^^A  Z  ^'""P'''^.  ^  the  waters  of  the 
lavthe^  f"''«lJei«^i^^  "i  "any  battles,  and  belonging  to 
wraer  ofT!****  W  ,^^  ^^  °f  *•»?  yicissitudes  of  fortuni  which 

Itsnd  o/>  °^^  JSS^****  ^i^«*''«  »  '*»  ""d  flash  once  more 
alarMll^»»*5te^^f*^*^**«'*  and  covered  with  rust.  tUl.  by 

generate  i«»o.^«  *i»o£^^*''V  .?''"**«'"'  ^"v*  "P'^^*** 
'  *e*-©  spit  t  ^******  of  tl»e  noUe  and  valiant,  to  de. 
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:  "A  student r 

'.   '*  Perhapt-^it  was  u  migiit  be,**  replied  the  other,  with  sudden 

reserve;  "and  you  are—" 

*•  What  you  see  ote." 
.  Quentin  eave  a  portion  of  his  ratioubeef  and  biscuit  to  the 
Spaoiard,  who  took  them  with  many  thanks,  and  with  an  air  that 
showed  he  was  a  man  of  breeding  far  above  what  bis  present 
paisano  oostume  seemed  to  indicate.  His  hands  were  strouff, 
white,  and  muscular,  yet  seemed  never  to  have  been  used  to  worE» 
and  a  valuable  diamond  sparkled  in  a  ring  on  one  of  his  fingers. 
Iq  the  course  of  conversation,  Quentin  oould  gather  that  he  was 
remarkably  well  informed  of  the  strength,  number,  position,  and 
divisions  of  the  British  Army,  together  with  the  probable  move- 
ments towards  Castile,  thus  he  felt  the  necessity  of  acting  with 
the  greatest  reserve,  and  getting  rid  of  him  as  soon  as  possible; 
for  the  most  sobtle,  wily,  and  dangoxMis  S|)aniards  were  those  in 
the  French  interest,  which,  at  first,  he  feared  his  new  friend  to  be. 
"  By  my  life,  Senor  luglese,"  said  the  Spaniard,  laughing,  "with 
nil  this  victual  in  your  wallet,  *tis  a  miracle  of  our  Lady's  Cross 
that  the  woUes  did  not  come  snuffing  al)out  you  in  the  niglit." 

**  You  are  a  traveller?^  observed  Quentin,  after  a  pause,  during 
which  they  had  been  observing  each  other  furtively. 

"I  hinted  that  I  had  been  a  student  among  Saiamanquinos," 
replied  the  Spaniard,  coldh; 

"  And  you  are  now 

"Wtiat  the  Fiend  and  Uie  l^neh  have  made  me!"  saidhe^ 
with  a  lurid  ^am  in  his  fine  dark  eyea. 

"And  that  is " 

*'  My  secret,  senor,"  said  the  ol^er,  bluntly,  adding  "mucioi 
gradas^^  as  Quentin  smilingly  proffered  his  canteen,  the  contents 
of  wtiich  he  declined  to  taste.  "  The  widl  of  our  Blessed  Lady  will 
suffice  for  me,"  he  said,  and  proceeded  to  twist  up  another  cigarito. 
**  You  are  very  curious  about  me,  senor;  but  pray  what  are  yoaf" 

^  What  my  uniform  declares  me,'*  said  Quentin.  showing^  the 
•carlet  uniform,  which  his  grey  coat  had  concealed;  "  a  British 
soldier." 

*'Biteno\  Your  hand.    And  whither  so  you  P" 

"On  duty." 

"Where— to  whom  r 

"  That  is  my  secret,*'  retorted  Quentin,  laughing.  But  a  dark 
expression  began  to  gather  in  the  Spaniard's  lace,  and  he  looked 
searehingly  at  the  young  volunteer. 

"  Ai!e  you  going  to  ^  £rontP"  lie  asked. 

**  Yes,  senor.'* 

"Utrani^e!'* 
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•'How  80 P" 

'*  Tlie  British  troops  have  not  yet  begun  to  cross  the  frontier 
into  Spain.    They  are  still  in  quarters." 

"Yes." 

**  You  are  not  going  to  the  Erenoh  headquarters  F" 

"No." 

"  Still  monosyllables!'*  said  the  Spaniard,  impetuously.  "I  must 
be  plain,  I  find.    You  are  a  deserter !" 

"I  have  said  that  I  am  going  on  duty,"  replied  Quentin, 
haughtily.  "  You  need  question  ine  no  further.  I  am  not  bound 
to  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  every  wayfarer  1  may  meet." 

*'Morie  de  Dios  /"  swore  the  Spauiard,  with  a  scowl  in  his  deep 
eye,  and  a  hand  on  his  stiletto. 

"  I,  too,  have  arms  to  repress  insolence/'  said  Quentin,  grasping 
his  sword. 

On  this  the  Spaniard  laughed,  and  said — 

"  Come — don't  let  us  quarrel.  You  are  a  brave  boy,  and  your 
little  breakfast  came  to  me  most  opportunely,  l^t  us  enjoy  the 
present  without  thinking  of  the  future.  Demonio  !  Neither  of  us 
may  be  what  we  seem.  We  more  often  look  like  spits  than 
Bwords  in  this  world !" 

"  Senor,  excuse  me ;  but  I  don't  understand  your  proverb." 

"It  means  simply,  that  all  men  are  not  what  they  seem.  To 
you  I  appear  a  ffiiano,  a  ntendigo — it  may  be,  a  ladrone;  you  ap- 
pear to  me  a  deserter ;  so  our  ciroumstauces  may  change— you 
prove  the  spit,  and  I  the  sword." 

"  Spit  again  I"  said  Quentin,  angrily,  as  he  conceived  there  was 
some  sarcasm  concealed  in  the  word. 

"  It  is  a  fable.  Listen  while  I  read  to  you  what,  I  suppose, 
you  never  heard  before." 

And,  opening  bis  book,  which  proved  to  be  the  little  pocket 
edition  of  the  quaint  old  literary  fables  of  Don  Tomaso  de  iriarte, 
he  rapidly  read  over  the  story  of  the  "  Spit  and  Espada." 

"  Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  rapier  of  Toledo ;  a  better  was 
never  seen  in  the  Alcazar,  or  tempered  in  the  waters  of  the 
Tagus.  After  having  been  in  many  battles,  and  belonging  to 
many  brave  cavaliers,  by  one  of  the  vicissitudes  of  fortune  which 
lay  the  greatest  low,  it  came  at  length  to  lie  forgotten  in  the 
comer  of  a  scurvy  posada. 

"  There,  desirous  in  vain  to  breathe  a  vein  and  flash  once  more 
in  battle,  it  lay  long  unnoticed  and  covered  with  rust,  till,  bv 
command  of  her  masterg  a  greasy  kitchen-wench  stuck  it  through 
a  large  capon,  and  thus  forced  that  which  had  been  a  rapier  of 
high  renown,  arming  the  hands  of  the  noble  and  valiant,  to  de- 
generate into  a  mere  spit ! 

k2 
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**  About  this  time,  it  likewise  chanced  that  a  clownish  paisano, 
by  the  sport  of  fortune  became  a  hidalgo  at  court,  and  as  he  must 
needs  have  a  sword,  he  repaired  to  the  booth  of  an  espadero,  who 
no  sooner  saw  the  kind  of  customer  he  had  to  deal  with,  than  he 
knew  that  anything  having  a  hilt  and  scabbard  would  do,  and  so 
desired  him  to  call  next  daj. 

'*  Against  the  time  of  his  coming  he  furbished  up  an  old  spit 
that  lay  in  his  kitchen,  and  sold  it  to  our  courtier  as  Tisona,  uie 
/ery  same  blade  with  which  the  Cid  Rodrigo  of  Bivar  made  the 
Arabian  Khalifs  skip  at  Cordova,  and  the  Moorish  dogs  at  Jaen. 
Hence  we  see  that  the  innkeeper  was  a  very  great  fool,  and  the 
espadero  a  very  great  rogue." 

'*  And  what  am  I  to  understand  by  all  this?"  asked  Quentin,  who 
with  some  impatience  had  permitted  the  Spaniard  to  read  thus  far. 

"  Simply,  senor,  that  though  by  the  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  I 
seem  a  spit  at  present,  I  may  prove  in  the  end  a  good  Toledo 
blade ;  for  we  should  never  judge  solely  by  appearances ;"  and 
poiuting  to  a  hole  in  his  sheepskin  zamarra,  he  laughed  and  added, 
*  Farewell — I  go  towards  the  mountains." 

"And  I  towards  Spain:  I  have  but  two  wishes — to  reach 
Herreruela,  and  to  avoid  the  French  in  Valencia." 

"Truly,  they  are  well  and  wiselv  avoided,"  said  the  Spaniard 
'through  his  clenched  teeth,  while  his  face  became  distorted  and 
convulsed  by  concentrated  hate  and  passion.  "  Save  myself  and 
another,  my  whole  family  have  perished  under  their  hands.  Not 
even  our  aged  mother  was  spared,  for  she  died  like  my  helpless 
old  father  by  their  bayonets,  on  the  night  that  Junot  entered 
Salamanca ;  and  well  would  it  have  been  if  some  of  the  young  had 
Suffered  the  same  (sXeJirst.  I  had  three  sisters,  senor — three 
lovelier  girls,  or  three  more  loving,  good,  and  gentle,  God's 
blessed  sun  never  shone  on.  Two  suffered  such  wrongs  on  that 
night  of  horrors  at  Salamanca,  that  they  could  not  or  would  not 
survive  them ;  the  youngest,  Isidora,  happily  escaped  by  being  in 
the  convent  of  Santa  Engracia,  at  Portalegre." 

Iriipressed  by  the  undoubted  earnestness  of  the  Spaniard, 
Queniin  said — 

**  I  am  bound  to  the  frontier,  bearer  of  a  secret  despatch.** 

"To  whom?" 

"  Honour  ties  my  tongue  for  the  present,  senor." 

"  Enough,  then ;  continue  to  pursue  this  road  for  some  miles, 
you  will  iiud  a  branch  to  the  left  where  it  runs  parallel  with  the 
river  Figuero,  and  leads  to  Castello  de  Vide.  Proceed  straight 
on  and  you  will  come  to  Marvao ;  six  miles  further  on  is  Valencia 
de  Alcantara,  garrisoned  by  the  French ;  cross  the  river  Sever, 
and  a  league  or  so  further  brings  you  to  Herreruela.    Ere  long  I, 
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too,  shall  be  there,  so  we  ma^r  meet  again ;  but  remember  that 
the  whole  country  swarms  with  the  accursed  French,  and  that 
your  red  coat  will  ensure  your  captivity  or  death." 

"  I  shall  be  wary." 

"  Be  so,  or,  Santos !  I  would  not  give  a  claco  for  your  life  ! 
Do  you  see  yonder  hill  P"  asked  the  Spaniard,  pointing  to  a  lofty 
peak — ^the  highest  of  the  mountain  range. 

**  Yes~a  vapour  hovers  near  it." 

"I  am  going  there  to  see  what  news  the  eagles  have  for  the 
loval  Portuguese." 

*" The  eagles!" 

"Exactly — but  I  forget  that  you  are  a  stranger  and  don't 
nnderstand  me,"  replied  the  other,  laughing. 

"  Adios,  senor,"  said  Quentin,  preparing  to  start. 

"  Adios,  senor  soldado — adios,  vaya!" 

The  Spaniard  pocketed  his  book  of  fables,  threw  his  mantle 
over  his  left  shoulder,  grasped  his  cajado,  and  waving  his  hat,  pro- 
ceeded to  ascend  with  great  activity  a  steep  zigzag  path  up  the 
mountain  side,  while  Quentin  Kennedy  pursued  his  solitary  way, 
which  opened  into  a  level  district  covered  with  green  orange, 
lemon,  and  olive  groves  ;  and  though  the  warnings  of  his  late 
acquaintance  did  not  fail  to  impress  him  with  anxiety,  he  felt 
ho{)eful  that  he  would  achieve  in  safety  and  with  honour  the  duty 
assigned  him — escaping  the  perils  that  might  be  set  him,  and  the 
deadly  snare  into  which  Ck>smo  hoped  he  might  falL 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

THB     MXJLBTBBB8* 

<*Biper  oocasions  well  thy  yalour  claim, 
Danger  comes  on ;  Typhoeus-like  it  oomef, 
Whose  fitbled  Btatiire  eveiy  hour  increased.** 

Aquilbia— OW  Trttffed^. 

While  Quentin  travelled  onward,  thinking  over  his  recent  meet- 
ing at  the  well,  and  puzzling  himself  about  the  enigma  that  was 
probably  concealed  by  the  words  of  the  stranger  concerning  the 
eagles  having  news  for  Portugal,  he  was  roused  from  his  reverie 
by  the  jangling  of  beUs,  and  ere  long  a  string  of  mules,  all  sleek, 
well-fed,  of  dapple-colour,  and  in  size  larger  than  any  he  had  ever 
seen,  appearea  in  view,  descending  with  sure  and  steady  steps  a 
narrow  rocky  path  between  the  olive  and  orange  groves  that 
coTcred  the  steep  mountain  side. 

He  paused  for  a  moment  to  permit  the  string  or  line,  which 
consisted  of  twelve  mules,  to  pass  along  the  road  in  front ;  but  the 
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three  m  nleteers  in  charge,  all  hardy  and  sturdy  fellows  in  gaudilr, 
braided  and  embroidered  jackets  of  purple  or  olive  green  cloth- 
smart  sombreros, and  gay  scarfs.accoutrea  with  ivory-haftt^d  knives 
and  brass-butted  pistols,  hailed  him  immediately,  asked  whither  he 
was  going,  and  courteously,  with  cries  of  "Viva  los  In^lesos! 
viva  el  Key !"  oflFered  him  a  draught  of  wine  from  the  leathern 
bota  that  hung  from  the  neck  o^  Madrina,  and  in  a  trice  he  found 
himself  accompanying  them  on  their  way. 

Perceiving  ttiat  h^'  belonged  to  the  British  army,  they  were 
very  inquisitive  to  know  wliat  he  was  doing  their  alone,  but 
QuenMn  had  heard  that  some  of  those  muleteers  could  make  their 
yay  from  the  heart  of  Castile  (then  swarming  with  French  troops) 
to  the  cantonments  of  the  British  army,  along  the  Portuguese 
frontier,  evadinar  all  infantry  outf)Osts  and  cavalry  patrols  by  their 
superior  knowlediiC  of  the  country  and  its  secret  paths.  He  had 
heard  also  that  they  frequently  acted  as  spies  and  traitors  on  both 
sides;  thus  he  dfcnied  extreme  reserve  necessary,  and,  with  a 
prudence  beyond  his  years  and  experience,  parried  tlieir  inquiries, 
and  turned  t  he  conversation  to  general  subjects,  chiefly  the  various 
merits  of  their  mules,  which  were  laden  with  Indian  corn.  Oporto 
wine,  pulse,  flour,  and  tobacco ;  and  he  failed  not,  in  par- 
ticular, to  extol  the  beauty  of  Madrina,  a  stately  old  mare,  nearly 
sixteen  hands  in  height,  which  had  round  her  neck  and  on  her 
gaudy  red  and  yellow  worsted  head-gear  a  row  of  larger  bells  than 
the  rest  of  the  train. 

The  clear  sound  of  those  bells  being  known  to  them  all,  thej 
followed  her  with  wonderful  instinct,  docility,  and  affection. 

So  far  as  he  could  gather  from  the  conversation,  these  muleteers 
were  of  Old  Castile,  the  principal  arriero  being  Ramon  Campillo 
from  Miranda  del  £bro;  he  was  a  short,  thick- set  fellow,  with  a 

Eleasant  and  sun  burned  face,  and  a  beard  and  head  of  hair  so 
lack  and  dense  that  made  Quentin  think  the  process  of  sheep- 
sheaiiiiif  might,  in  his  instance,  have  been  resorted  to  with  ease 
and  comfort.  This  shaggy  mop  he  had  gathered  into  a  red  sil)^ 
hair-net,  over  wliich  he  wore  his  hat  of  coarse  brown  velvet, 
adorned  by  a  band  and  bob  of  scarlet  plush. 

These  three  men  carolled  and  sung  as  they  proceeded  along, 
cracking  their  whips,  indulging  in  scraps  of  old  warlike  ballads, 
of  love-songs  and  segiiidillas,  pausing  now  and  then  to  mutter  an 
Af>e  on  passing  a  cross  or  a  cairn  that  had  some  dark  story  of 
bloodshed  and  orime.  And  many  a  boast  they  made  of  their 
sunny  Castile  which  France  should  never,  never  conquer!  and 
many  a  story  they  told  of  the  Cid  Rodrigo,  of  our  Lady  of  Zara- 
gosa,  the  Hol^r  Virgin  del  Pilar,  of  miracles  and  robbers,  all  pell- 
mell;  bat  their  chief  themes  were  the  recent  exploits  of  their 
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guerilla  chiefs,  then  rising  into  power;  of  Don  Julian  Sanohes 
with  the  hare  lip. and  bis  glorious  Castilian  lancers ;  of  £1  Pastor^ 
the  shepherd;  £1  Medico,  the  doctor;  El  Miinco  the  cripple;  o( 
Don  Juan  Martin,  the  Empecinado,  who,  when  his  whole  family 
had  heeu  murdered  bj  the  French,  after  the  ladies  of  his  house 
had  endured  horrors  worse  than  death,  iii  the  first  outburst  of  his 
grief,  smeared  himself  with  pitch,  and  vowed  never  to  sheath  his 
sword  while  a  Frenchman  remained  alive  in  Spain ;  and  who» 
when  the  French  nailed  a  number  of  patriots  to  the  oaks  of  the 
Guadarama,  nailed  up  thrice  that  number  of  French  soldiers  ii| 
their  place,  to  fill  the  forest  with  their  dying  groans.  With  en- 
thusiasm they  extolled  all  those  wild  spirits  whom  the  war  of 
invasion  and  independence  had  brought  forth,  calling  it  a  Chterra 
de  moros  contia  ekon  tpfideles  / 

But  their  local  hero  of  heroes  seemed  to  be  Don  Baltasar  de 
Saldos,  whom  the^  described  as  partly  a  Cid  and  partly  a  devil  ia 
his  hatred  of  France  and  Frenclimen.  The  mention  of  his  name 
proved  of  deep  interest  to  Quentin,  and  finding  him  a  ready  and 
wondering  listener,  many  were  the  stories  they  told  of  him  and  ot 
his  band,  which  was  composed  ot  Spanish  deserters,  runaway 
students,  ruined  nobles,  unfrocked  friars,  and  all  manner  of  wild 
fellows  who  loved  him  with  ardour  and  obeyed  him  with  devotion. 

He  was  the  flower  of  Castilian  guerilla  chiefs  1 

'*l  have  seen  and  heard  enough  of  French  atrocity  in  our 
peregrinations  throughout  the  kingdoms  of  Andalusia,  Castil^, 
Leon,  and  Arragtm,  to  make  me  imbibe  somewhat  of  the  same 
spirit  of  vengeance  that  inspires  Baltasar  de  Saldos^-aye,  Senor, 
to  the  full  I"  said  Ramon,  in  his  energy,  spitting  away  the  end  o| 
his  cigarito,  and  crushing  it  under  his  heel. 

"  In  your  line  one  must  see  much  of  life,"  said  Quentifi. 

"Much — maladita!  I  should  think  so.  I  was  present  in 
Madrid  on  the  23rd  of  last  April,  when  one  hundred  and  twenty 
defenceless  citisens  were  slaughtered  in  cold  blood  by  the  troops 
of  Murat — shot  down  by  platoons,  and  for  what  P  For  el  Santos 
de  los  Santos  I  only  because  the  epaulettes  of  his  aide-de-camp, 
the  gay  Colonel  de  la  Grange,  were  splashed  with  mud  by  some 
rash  students  at  the  gate  of  Alcala." 

"  A  slight  cause,  surely." 

**  But  that  night,  hombre^  we  had  a  terrible  retribution,"  said 
the  second  muleteer,  through  his  clenched  teeth,  a$  he  gave  a 
fierce  twist  tp  the  scarlet  silk  handkerchief  which  encircled  his 
head,  and  the  frinsed  ends  of  which  came  from  under  his 
sombrero  and  floated  over  his  shoulders. 

"  Retribution,  Ignacio  Noaiii,  I  think  we  had,  amigo  mio  L'* 
v^ed  BainoBf  with  ft  bitter  htugh  i  *'fQi  it  was  oa  thut  night 
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Baltasar  threw  off  his  student's  gown  and  betook  him  to  knife 
and  mnsket,  and  rushed  through  the  streets,  shouting,  *  Guerra  al 
cuchillo.  Salamanquinos  !*  and  *  Viva  el  Rey  de  Espana '  before 
the  head-quarters  of  Marshal  Murat;  and  sure  vengeance  he 
took,  for  ere  morning  the  gutters  of  the  Prado  were  gorged  with 
the  blood  of  more  than  seven  hundred  Frenchmen  who  fell  bj 
the  muskets  and  daggers  of  the  loyal  Castilians." 

"Then,"  said  the  third  muleteer,  with  a  smiling  face  and  in  an 
encomiastic  tone,  "  it  was  Baltasar  who  slew  Don  Miguel  de 
8aavedra«" 

"To  the  devil  with  him!" 

•*  The  traitorous  governor  of  Valencia,"  added  the  other  two. 

''And  it  was  he,  said  Ramon,  "  who  with  his  namesake,  the 
Padre  Baltasar  Calvo,  for  twelve  days  and  nights  followed  the 
fugitive  French  and  Valencian  traitors,  the  tools  and  followers 
of  Godoy,  through  the  s  reets,  knife  in  hand,  slaying  them  in 
cellars,  vaults,  aud  bodegas,  till  the  last  who  was  false  to  Spain 
had  breathed  out  his  dog's  life,  and  his  heart,  reeking  on  a 
bayonet,  was  thrown  on  the  altar  of  St.  Isidor" 

The  fiery  energy  of  the  speakers,  the  expression  of  their  dark 
flashing  eyes,  the  picturesque  costumes,  the  modulation  of  the 

Cnd  old  language  in  whicn  they  spoke,  made  those  fierce  and 
barous  recitals  doubly  striking  to  Quentiu  Kennedy,  who 
heard  them  with  something  bordering  on  astonishment,  for  the 
English  press  had  no  "  own  correspondents "  then,  to  let  the 
people  at  home  know  what  was  enacted  abroad. 

"Then,  senor,"  said  Ignacio  Noain,  "it  was  Baltasar  de 
Saldos  who  suggested  the  singular  death  to  which  the  Spanish 
regiment  of  Navarre  put  the  timid  Italian,  Filangheri." 

"  And  this  mode  of  death  ?"  asked  Quentin,  whom,  sooth  to  say, 
the  grim  energy  and  suddenly  developed  ferocity  of  the  hitherto 
jolly  muleteers  somewhat  scared. 

"  I  shall  tell  you,"  said  Ramon,  "  for  I  saw  it.  You  must 
know,  senor  soldado,  that  this  Italian  was  Governor  of  Gorunna 
and  a  loval  cavalier  to  the  King ;  but  terrified  or  hopeless  by  the 
overwhelmmg  power  of  Bonaparte,  he  showed  some  signs  of 
wavering,  and  refused  to  issue  a  proclamation  of  war  against  the 

"  Might  it  not  have  been  wisdom  to  temporize  for  a  time  ?" 
"Santos!  this  is  no  time  for  trifling;  so  Baltasar  rushed 
amon^  the  soldiers  of  onr  regiment  of  Navarre,  and  incited  them 
to  seise  the  governor  at  Vma  Franca-del-Vierzo,  a  town  on  the 
road  which  leads  from  Gorunna  to  Madrid,  where  they  dragged 
him,  almost  naked,  from  the  Marquis's  palace. 
"'Muera  al  Filangheri!'  shouted  Baltasar  to  the  aoldiera; 
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*  unfix  your  bayonets,  plant  the  ground  with  them,  and  toss  the 
traitor  in  a  blanket  I' 

"  With  shouts  of  acclamation  at  a  suggestion  so  novel,  they 
hastened  to  do  as  he  suggested.  The  ground  was  soon  planted 
thickly  with  three  hundred  bayonets,  their  sockets  fixed  in  the 
earth,  their  sharp  points  upwards.  The  breathless  governor, 
pale  and  imploring  mercy,  was  tossed  thrice  into  the  air  from  a 
blanket,  as  dogs  are  tossed  on  Shrove  Tuesday.  After  the  third 
toss,  the  blanket  was  withdrawn,  and  the  hapless  Eilangheri  fell 
crash  on  the  bayonets.  He  was  impaled  in  every  part  of  his 
body  at  once;  after  this,  leaving  him  miserably  to  die,  the 
soldiers  dispersed  to  join  Baltasar's  band  of  guerillas  in  the 
mountains  of  Herreruela;  but  this  destruction  of  a  king's 
officer  caused  Sir  John  Moore  to  deem  him  false  to  Ferdi- 
nand VII." 

"  How  horrible  is  all  this  !"  exclaimed  Quentin. 

**  Desperate  times  and  men,  require  desperate  hearts  and  stem 
measures,  said  the  muleteer  Ramon,  as  he  slung  his  long 
musket — which  no  doubt  had  a  goodly  charge  of  slugs  in  its 
barrel — and  took  a  guitar  which  hung  at  the  collar  of  one  of  his 
mules.  **  But  we  must  not  scare  you,  senor  Inglese,  as  we  shall 
surely  do,  if  we  talk  longer  thus ;  so  now  for  something  more 
cheerful ;"  and  he  began  at  once  to  sing,  with  a  very  mellow 
yoice,  a  little  romance,  in  which  his  companions  joined  with 
much  laughter,  and  which  began  thus, — 

**Tiempo  es  el  Gaballero, 
The  world  will  all  divine ; 
Kow  my  girdle  is  too  narrow. 
They  11  see  my  shame — and  thine  I 
*Tiempo  es  el  Gaballero — 

When  the  maids  my  garments  brin^ 
I  see  them  wink  and  nod  their  heads, 
I  hear  them  tittering.*** 

•*We  have  come  from  Arronches  and  are  going  to  Castello 
Branco,  in  Lower  Beira,  along  the  Portuguese  frontier,"  said 
Bamon,  "  and  yonder  is  the  puebla  at  which  we  are  to  halt,"  he 
added,  pointing  to  a  few  ruined  walls  that  bordered  the  highway. 

*'  What  walled  town  is  that  on  the  hill,  with  an  old  castle  P" 
asked  Quentin. 

•*  About  two  leagues  beyond  V* 

"Yes." 

**  That  is  Castello  de  Vide,  famous  for  its  cloth  factory.** 

"Castello  de  Vide — good  Heavens,  senores  arrieros,  your 
pleasant  society  has  lured  me  out  of  my  proper  way." 
•  Poetry  of  Spain. 
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**  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  Ramon,  drily, 

••  I  should  have  gone  to  the  right." 

"Madrede  Diosl" 

"To  the  right?" 

*•  Towards  tiie  French  lines  P" 

Such  were  the  exclamations  of  the  muleteers  as  their  frowns 
deepened. 

"  I  should  have  gone  somewhat  in  that  direction,  at  all 
events/'  said  Quentin,  reddening  with  the  annoyance  and  ooBt- 
fusion  natural  to  an  honourable  person  when  viewed  with 
mistrust. 

"  Senor  Tnsrlese,  in  what  capacity,  or  for  what  purpose  are  you 
travelling  on  foot  alone,  and  in  this  suspicious  fashion,  towards 
ihe  outposts  of  General  de  Ribeaupierre,  the  commander  in 
Valencia P"  asked  the  muleteer  Ramon,  st.emly,  as  he  drew  him* 
self  up,  and  proceeded  very  deliberately  to  examine  the  flint  and 
priminv  of  his  long  musket. 

"  By  what  right  do  you  ask  P"  demanded  Quentin,  whose  heart 
beat  tuinultuously  at  the  prospect  of  being  butchered  far  from 
help  or  justice. 

"Take  your  hand  from  your  pistol— dare  you  question  ob, 
senor— one  to  three  ?** 

"  Yes,  I  do — by  what  right  do  you  molest  me  ?" 

"  The  right  of  loyal  and  true  Castilians,"  replied  the  three 
muleteers,  with  one  voice,  as  the  other  two,  who  had  not  yel 
spoken,  unslung  their  bell  mouthed  trabucos  or  blunderbusses, 
and  all  their  faces  assumed  that  very  formidable  scowl,  which 
ap))ears  nowhere  so  grimly  as  in  the  dark  and  sallow  visages  of 
those  sons  of  old  Iberia. 

Now  ensued  a  brief,  but  somewhat  unpleasant  and  exciting 
pause ;  and  finding  that  matters  had  come  to  this  dangerous 
pass  with  him,  Quentin,  on  reflection,  drew  forth  his  sealed 
missive,  and  showing  the  address  to  Ramon,  said : 

"  I  am  the  bearer  of  this  despatch  trom  Lij^utenant-GrenenJ 
Sir  John  Hope,  to  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos,  the  guerilla  chief, 
and  if  you  are  loyal  Spaniards,  as  you  say,  you  will  put  up  those 
weapons,  and  direct  me  by  the  nearest  and  safest  route  to  the 
hills  near  Herreruela." 

"  Oh.  par  todos  Santos,  but  this  alters  the  case  entirely  !* 
said  Ramon,  as  they  relinquished  their  wea)K)ns,  wreathed  their 
griui  fronts  with  sudden  smiles^  and  cordially  shook  hands  with, 
him. 

"  Why  did  you  not  tell  us  all  this  at  first  P"  asked  the  muleteer 
Ignacio  Noain. 

"  Weil,  even  Madrlna«  I  suppose,  doea  not  like  to  be  sbarplj 

J 
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taken  hy  the  bridle,"  said  Quentin,  smiling,  and  feeling  consider- 
ably, relieved  in  his  mind. 

"  No  more  does  she,  the  old  beauty,  nhe  would  lasb  oat  at  her 
own  madre.  You  have  somewhat  overshot  the  way,  senor,  for  a 
mile  or  two  along  the  Figuero ;  however,  you  shall  not  leave  ns 
yet  awhile.  Dine  with  us  at  the  old"  puebla—the  Frencli  have 
not  left  many  stones  of  it  together.  Ay  de  mi !  it  «  as  t  jovial 
place  once ;  many  a  bolero  and  fandango  I  have  danced  with  the 
girls  here,  and  where  are  they  all  now  P  We  have  only  bacallao 
(dried  ling)  and  biscuits,  with  a  mouthful  of  good  wine— reel 
Tino  de  Alicant — to  offer  yon." 

•*  Thanks,  senores,  but  evening  is  almost  at  hand." 

"It  will  be  nightfall  when  you  reach  the  base  of  yonder 
mountain,'*  said  Ramon,  pointing  to  .a  loft^  hill,  whose  granite 
brows  were  all  empurpled  by  the  sunshine;  "there  Gil  Llano,  a 
poor  vinedresser,  lives— a  Portuguese,  who  for  my  sake,  if  not 
for  your  own,  will  gladly  give  you  shelter;  be  sure,  however,  to 
show  him  this.'* 

With  these  words,  Ramon  disc  g  Gjed  from  one  of  the  four 
dozen  of  brass  bell  buttons,  with  wLicn  his  jacket  was  adorned, 
one  of  the  many  consecrated  copper  medals  that  hung  thereat, 
and  placed  it  in  Quentin's  hand,  just  as  they  entered  the  ill-fated 
puebla  (village),  which  was  totally  roofless  and  ruined.  Frag- 
ments of  charred  furniture,  broken  crocks,  cans,  and  plates 
strewed  the  now  untrodden  street,  where  the  grass  was  springing;. 
The  broad  leaved  vines  grew  wild  about  the  crumbling  walls  and 
open  windows;  and  a  rude  cross  here  and  there  matked  the 
hastily  made  graves  of  the  slaughtered  villagers. 

There,  as  elsewhere,  the  wings  of  the  I  mperial  Eagle,  like 
those  of  a  destroying  angel,  had  spread  desolation  and  death  t 
..  "  When,"  asked  tne  poor  Portuguese,  in  one  of  their  mani- 
festoes after  the  horrors  of  Coimbra*  ''did  the  laws  of  mftn 
authorize  the  outrage  of  women,  the  slaughter  of  aged  and  other 
defenceless  inhabitants  of  places  which  made  no  resistance ;  the 
assassination  of  men  who  were  accounted  rich,  onl^  because  they 
could  not  furnish  that  quantity  of  treasure  of  wluoh  it  was  said 
they  were  possessed  !** 

Halting  by  the  old  village  well,  the  muleteers  attended  first  to 
the  wants  of  Madrina  and  her  sleek  companions. 

"  Jrre,  arre,  old  woman,**  said  Ramon,  **thou  shalt  have  a 
deep  cool  draught  at  last ;  arre,  arre .'" 

This  is  an  old  Moorish  term  (literally  gee-np),  whence  the 
muleteers  are  familiarlv  termed  arrieros,  Tbey  then  shared  with 
Quentin  their  dried  fish  and  hard  biscuits,  with  a  few  olives  and 
Ipscious  oranges,  that  had  become  golden  among  the  groves  that 
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cast  their  shadows,  on  the  Ebro ;  and  they  frequently  patted  him 
on  the  shoulder,  and  expressed  regret  for  their  suspicions,  aad 
the  mischief  these  might  have  led  to. 

The  group  around  thisr  lonely  well,  which  bubbled  through  a 
grotesque  stone  face,  under  an  old  Roman  arch,  and  the  scene 
around,  were  wonderfully  srtriking  and  picturesque. 

In  the  immediate  foregrouna  were  the  swarthy  Castilian 
muleteers  in  their  gaudy  dress,  and  their  gailv  trapped  mules,  all 
resting  on  the  bright  green  sward;  close  by  was  the  ruined 
puebla ;  northward  rose  Castello  de  Vide  in  the  distance  on  its 
Ycrdant  hill,  the  round  towers  of  its  ancient  fortress  and  ruined 
walls,  that  had  more  than  once  withstood  the  tide  of  Moorish 
and  Castilian  chivalry;  to  the  east  and  south  rose  the  great 
sierras  that  form  the  boundary  between  Spain  and  Portugal,  all 
crimsoned  with  the  light  of  the  gorgeous  sun  that  was  setting  in 
gold  and  saffron  behind  the  cork-tree  groves  that  clothe  the  hills 
of  St.  Mames. 

The  frugal  repast  was  barely  over  when  the  tinkle  of  a  clear 
and  silvery  bell  that  rung  in  some  solitary  hermitage,  concealed 
affar  off  among  the  chestnut  woods  in  some  hollow  of  the  moun- 
tains, came  at  intervals  on  the  evening  wind. 

''Vespers,"  said  Ramon  Campillq,  taking  off  his  sombrero; 
"amigos  mios,  to  prayers." 

Then,  with  a  simple  devotion  that  impressed  him  deei^y, 
Quentin  Kennedy  saw  those  sturdy  and  jovial,  but  rather  reckless 
fellows,  who,  but  a  few  minutes  before,  were  (we  are  compelled 
to  admit  it)  quite  disposed  to  knock  him  on  the  head,  kneel  down 
and  pray  very  earnestly  for  a  minute  or  so. 

A  few  minutes  more  saw  them  on  their  way  to  Castello  de 
Yide,  and  him  progressing  towards  the  mountains.  They  waved 
their  hats  to  him  repeatedly,  and  then  as  the  twilight  deepened, 
the  breeze  of  the  valley  as  it  swept  over  the  odorous  orance 
groves  brought  pleasantly  to  his  ear  the  jingle  of  the  mule-be£, 
and  the  tinkle  of  Ramon's  guitar  dying  away  in  the  distance, 
with  a  verse  of  the  song  the  three  arrieros  sung — an  old  Yalen* 
eian  evening  hymn. 

**  Thou  who  all  our  sins  didst  bear. 
All  our  sorrows  suffering  there, 

O  Affnut  DHI 
Lead  us  where  thy  promise  led 
That  poor  dying  thief  who  said^ 

Memento  meil" 
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CHAPTER  XLIIL 

GIL  LLANO. 

*  Still,  however  fate  may  thwart  me, 
UncoDTmoed,  unchaDged  I  live; 
From  those  dreams  I  cannot  part  mfl^ 

That  such  dear  delusions  give ; 
Hoping  vet  in  countless  vearti, 
One  bright  day  unstained  with  tears." 

KODBIGUEC  LOBO. 

The  outrages  of  the  French  invaders  in  Spain  and  Portugal  were 
doubtless  of  the  worst  deseri prion ;  but  those  reprisals  which  the 
patriots  were  not  slow  in  making  were  equal  in  atrocity.  The 
stories  he  had  heard  of  these  shook  Quentin's  confidence  in  his 
own  safety,  and  in  his  powers  mental  and  physical ;  they  caused 
him  to  regard  with  something  of  suspicion,  repugnance,  and 
mistrust  the  dwellers  in  the  land,  and  to  wish  himself  well 
out  of  it,  or  at  least  safe  once  more  under  the  colours  of  the  Old 
Borderers 

He  remembered  the  intense  bitterness,  the  momentary  but 
clamorous  anxiety  caused  by  his  late  episode,  and  how  keenly  the 
foretasted  agony  of  death  entered  his  soul,  when  the  three 
muleteers  threatened  him  with  their  weapons,  and  when  there 
seemed  every  prospect  of  his  falling  by  their  band  in  that  moun- 
tain solitude,  and  being  left  there  dead  to  the  wolves ;  his  fate 
and  story  alike  unknown  to  all  who  might  feel  the  slightest 
interest  therein.  He  remembered  ail  this,  we  say,  that  he  had 
no  desire  to  endure  such  an  agony  again. 

He  felt  his  isolation,  his  helplessness  in  many  respects,  and 
longed  anxiously  for  the  end  of  his  task,  and  for  the  society  of 
his  comrades  and  friends,  of  Ask  erne,  Middleton,  and  others  by 
whom  he  was  esteemed  and  trusted. 

This  very  anxiety  made  him  quicken  his  pace,  and  thus  about 
an  hour  after  parting  from  the  muleteers  ui  the  puebla,  he  saw  a 
light  twinkling  on  the  roadway  at  the  base  of  the  dark  gree& 
mountain ;  then,  after  passing  under  some  half-ruined  trellis 
where  the  vines  were  carefully  trained  and  made  a  leafy  tunnel* 
iie  reached  the  dwelling  of  Gil  Llano  (pronounced  Yano)  the 
vine-dresder,  a  wayside  cottage,  with  a  few  smaller  adjuncts 
where  tiie  galinas  roosted  and  the  porkers  snorted. 

He  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  slowly  opened  after  some 
delay,  and  after  he  had  been  reconnoitred  by  a  pair  of  keen  blae 
eyes  through  an  eyelet  hole ;  then  the  proprietor,  a  swarthy 
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stout  iitilp  Portugese,  black  bearded  and  snub-nosed,  appeared 
with  a  bare  knile  cleuclied  between  bis  teeth  and  a  cocked  musket 
in  bis  hands,  to  demand  who  was  there. 

•'  Quien  esT'  he  asked,  angrily.       ^ 

*'  Geme  de  fiaez**  replied  Quentia,  m  a  conciliating  tone. 

**Phor  indeed — ^your  dress  doesn't  say  you  are  a  mau  of 
peace." 

'*  I  am  a  British  soldier  travelling  on  duty,"  said  Quentiu. 

•*  How  can  1  as^-ist  you,  senor  ?" 

•*  The  muleteer,  Ramon  Carapillo,  of  Miranda  del  Ehro,  who  is 
now  on  his  way  to  Cabtello  Branco,  informed  me  that  yuu  are  a 
loyal  Portuguese ** 

**  None  more  lojfal !"  responded  the  other,  slapping  the  butt 
of  his  musket. 

'^  I  wxs  to  show  yon  this  medal,  and,  if  not  intruding,  remaia 
with  you  for  the  night.'* 

"  Kamon  is  my  ^hkI  friend,"  said  the  Portuguese,  carefully 
looking  at  the  bras*  medal,  which  bore  the  image  of  St. 
Elisabeth,  *'and  this  was  my  gift  to  him.  You  are  weloome, 
senor,  to  such  poor  accommodation  as  the  Erench  have  left  me 
to  offer." 

The  Portuguese  conducted  Quentin  into  his  cottage,  the 
interior  of  which,  by  its  squalor  and  poverty,  showed  tiiat  poor 
Gil  Llano's  circumstances  had  not  been  improved  by  the  in- 
fluences of  the  war. 

A  candle,  in  a  day-holder,  flickered  on  the  bare  table,  an  iron 
brasero,  full  of  ciiarooal  and  dry  leaves,  smouldered  on  the 
hearth ;  above  the  mantelpiece  were  a  little  stucco  MaJonna  and 
some  gaudy  little  Lisbon  prints  of  holy  personages,  such  as  St. 
Anthony  of  Portugal,  with  his  beloved  pig;  St.  Elizabeth  the 
qneeu,  who  died  at  Estremoz  in  1336 ;  St.  Ignatius  Loyola,  and 
others  in  scarlet  and  blue  drapery,  with  golden  halos,  ail  pasted 
on  the  whitewashed  wall. 

The  cottage  appeared  to  consist  of  three  or  four  small  apart- 
ments, ail  roofed  with  large  red  tiles,  through  the  holes  in  which 
Quentiu  could  see  the  stars  shining,  and  suggesting  an  idea  of 
umbrellas  in  case  of  rain.  The  rafters  were  thickly  hung  with 
bunches  of  dried  raisins,  by  the  sale  of  which  to  the  pasuitf 
muleteers  and  contrabandistas,  Gil  and  his  family  suhsi8te£ 
But  even  this  humble  place  bore  traces  of  the  retreating  Frendi. 
One  of  the  little  windows  had  been  dashed  to  pieces  b?  a 
musket-butt,  and  most  of  the  woodwork  had  jB^one  for  fuel  whe& 
Junot's  Toltigeurs  bivouacked  among  the  vme  trellis,  half  of 
which  they  tore  down  and  destroyed. 

Poor  Gil  LUnOy  whose  whole  attire  consisted  of  a  zamarra»  a 
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pair  of  red  cotton  breeches,  a  yellow  sash,  and  the  net  whidi 
confined  his  hair,  made  Quentia  Kennedy  heartily  welcome,  and 
spoke  with  enthusiasm  and  gratitude  of  the  British,  who  had 
swept  Portugal  of  the  French ;  and  he  exulted  alK>ut  the  recent 
battle  of  Viiniera,  which  he  had  witnessed  from  the  Torres 
Yedras,  where,  he  franicly  admitted,  he  had  hovered  amon^^  the 
cork-trees,  and,  with  his  musket,  had  ''potted"  successfully 
some  of  Riheaupierre's  dragoons  as  they  fell  back  in  disorder 
before  the  furious  advance  of  General  Anstruther's  column. 

Qu(^ntin  soon  found  himself  at  borne,  and  shared  wiih  Llano's 
family  tlie  supper  of  ham  and  egifs,  cooked  in  a  crock  between 
the  braseto  and  one  of  the  stones  of  Antas,  which  are  supposed, 
when  once  heated,  to  continue  so  for  two  days.  He  might  have 
excused  the  flavour  of  garlic,  but  found  an  Abrantes  melon  sliced 
with  sugar,  and  a  flask  of  Oporto  wine,  very  acceptable. 

The  half-clad  mother  and  her  meagre,  dark-skinned  brood, 
with  their  large  black  eyes,  he  could  perceive  regarded  him  as  a 
heretic  and  soldier,  doubtfully,  even  fearfully,  and  askmce— 
an  English  heretic  being  always  associated,  m  the  minds  of 
Peninsula  people,  with  priestly  denunciations  and  the  autos 
de /i  of  the  Holy  Office  in  its  palmy  days.  However,  after 
a  time,  as  he  manifested  no  desire  to  eat  any  of  the  children, 
but  bestowed  upon  them  all  he  could  afford — a  handful  of 
balf-vintins,  part  of  the  poor  quartermaster's  parting  gilt—con- 
fidence  became  established,  and  little  bare-legged  Pedrillo  crept 
close  to  his  knee ;  Babieta  peeped  slily  at  him  from  behind  her 
mother's  skirts,  and,  when  be  hung  Ramon's  brass  medal  round 
the  tawny  neck  of  Gil,  the  nursling,  the  goodwoman  Llano's 
heart  opened  to  him  at  once. 

Perceiving  that  Quentin  was  so  young,  she  asked,  while  her 
dark  eyes  filled  with  a  tender  expression,  if  his  mother  sorrowed 
for  him.  and  if  she  had  many  other  sons,  that  she  could  spare 
him ;  adding  that,  after  all  she  had  seen  of  war,  she  would  rather 
die  than  permit  either  J  her  boys  to  become  soldiers,  even  to 
fight  for  Portugal. 

"  Ere  long  rortngal  shall  have  stronger  hands  than  we  could 
famish  to  fight  for  her,"  said  Gil,  coufidently.  "  No  miracle 
the  blessed  saints  of  heaven  have  ever  worked  has  been  half  so 
wonderful  as  these  marvellous  and  prophetic  eggs  that  have  been 
found  by  Don  Julian  Sanchez,  by  ¥d  Pastor,  the  Alcalde  of  Porta- 
legre  and  others,  in  the  nests  among  the  monntains.  True  it  is, 
senor,"  he  continued,  on  nerceiving  Quentin's  glance  of  inquiry 
and  surprise,  "  that  eggs  have  been  found  laid  in  the  mountains 
by  the  birds  of  the  air^v-eggs  bearing  inscriptions  which  foretell 
that  as  Portugal  has  been  deserjied  at  her  utmost  need  by  tho 
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House  of  BragaDza^  oar  brave  old  king,  Don  Sebastian,  of  pious 
and  glorious  memory,  will  come  to  protect  and  rule  over  us  again.** 

"  Don  Sebastian,"  said  Quentin,  who  had  heard  tliis  farrago 
of  words  with  some  wonder ;  "  how  long  is  it  ago  since  he  was 
kincr 

Gil  reckoned  on  his  brown  fingers,  and  then  said— 

"  About  two  hundred  and  thirty  years." 

*'  How — what  P"  exclaimed  Quentin,  thinking  that  he  had  not 
beard  aright. 

*' Exactly,  senor;  he  was  taken — some  say  killed — ^in  battle 
by  the  Moorish  dogs  at  the  battle  of  Alcazal-quiver,  on  the 
coast  of  Fez,  in  1678 ;  but  his  restoration  to  us  is  certain  now.** 

**  And  eggi^  do  you  say  have  prophesied  this  ?*' 

"  By  the  soul  of  St.  Anthony  of  Lisbon,  yes !  The  miracnlons 
legends  written  on  their  shelb  told  us  so.  I  saw  one  with  mj 
own  eyes  as  it  lay  on  the  altar  of  the  Estrella  convent  where  it 
had  been  brought  by  the  Marquis  d'Almeida^  who  found  it  on  the 
mountain  of  Cmtra. 

"  And  you  read  the  legend  ?** 

*'  No,  senor — I  cannot  read;  moreover,  it  was  written  in  old 
Latin." 

"  By  whom,  Senor  Gil  P" 

"  God  and  St.  Anthony  only  know,"  replied  Gil,  crossing  him- 
self  after  dipping  his  fingers  in  a  little  clay  font  of  agua'bendiia 
that  hung  beside  the  mantelpiece. 

Now  Quentin  remembered  the  words  of  the  stranger  whom  he 
had  met  by  the  wayside  cross,  and  whom  he  had  last  seen  toilinff 
up  the  mountain  with  the  aid  of  his  staff,  as  he  alleged,  in  searca 
of  eagles'  nests.  He  had  some  trouble  to  preserve  his  gravity, 
and  probably  nothing  enabled  him  to  do  so  but  his  wouder  at  the 
perfect  simplicity  and  the  good  faith  of  this  Portuguese  peasant  in 
the  return  of  Lusitania's  long-lost  hero. 

On  inquiring  further,  he  learned,  for  the  first  time,  that  there 
still  existed  in  Portugal  the  sect  called  of  old  *'  Sebastianists," 
fondly  cherishing  a  belief  that  their  crusader  king  (who  fell  in 
battle  against  Muley  Moloc)  was  detained  in  an  encha.ted 
island,  where  he  was  supernaturally  preserved;  and  that  they 
also  cherished  a  belief  that  he  would  reappear  with  all  hia 
oaladins  to  deliver  Lusitania  when  at  her  utmost  need  ! 

Portugal's  utmost  need  had  come  and  gone;  Roleia  and 
Vimiera  iiad  been  fought  and  won  by  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley ;  but 
still  the  Sebastianists  believed  in  the  ultimate  return  and  inter- 
vention of  their  favourite  hero,  and  eggs  marked  by  the  more 
cunning  with  some  chemical  agency,  bearing  legends  foretelling 
the  event,  were  opportunely  found  and  exhibited:  a  puerile 
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trick,  which  Marshal  Junot,  General  de  Ribeaupierre,  and  others 
soon  contrived  to  turn  against  the  inventors;  for  otAer  eggs 
bearing  mottoes  of  very  different  import  were  frequently  found 
in  the  same  places. 

A  belief  similar  to  that  of  the  Sebastianists  long  lingered 
among  the  Scots  relative  to  their  beloved  James  IV.,  who  fell  at 
Flodden;  among  the  Germans  regarding  Frederick  Barbarossa, 
who  filled  all  Asia  with  the  terror  of  his  name,  and  died  on  the 
banks  of  the  Cydnus ;  among  the  Britons  concerning  their  fabu* 
lous  Arthur  of  the  Bound  Table ;  and  among  the  ancient  Irish 
concerning  some  now  unknown  warrior  named  Dharra  Dheeling, 
But  it  was  left  for  the  poor  Portuguese  to  be  among  the  last  to 
console  themselves  under  defeat  and  disaster  with  such  delusive 
hopes ;  and  thus  in  the  year  of  Vimiera,  "  many  people,"  says 
General  Napier,  '*  and  those  not  of  the  most  uneducated  classes, 
were  often  observed  upon  the  highest  points  of  the  hills,  casting 
earnest  looks  towards  the  ocean,  in  the  hopes  of  descrying  the 
enchanted  island  in  which  their  long-lost  hero  was  detained." 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 


DANGER  IN  THE  PATH. 


<«  Beloved  of  glory,  Spain !  hail,  holy  ground ! 
All  hail !  thou  chosen  scene  of  deeds  renown'd^ 
By  warriors  wrought  in  each  progressive  age. 
Who  strugded  to  repel  th'  oppressor's  rage. 
Tell  thou  the  world  how  on  thy  favoured  coast, 
Our  Wellesley  fought,  and  Gaul  her  sceptre  lost." 

Bonctvalles — a  Poem, 

Proceeding  eastward  next  morning,  Quentin  was  guided  by 
Gil  Llano  for  some  miles  towards  the  Spanish  frontier.  To 
avoid  all  chance  of  being  seen  by  cavalry  or  foraging  parties,  the 
officers  commanding  which  were  sometimes  really  ignorant  rather 
than  oblivious  of  the  actual  line  of  demarcation  between  Spain 
and  Portugal,  the  worthy  vinedresser  conducted  him  by  unfre- 
quented but  steep  and  devious  mountain  paths,  which  left  far  on 
their  right  flank  the  little  town  and  fortress  of  Marvao,  that  lies 
in  the  Comarca  of  Portalegre,  and  as  they  were  now  within  six 
miles  of  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  which  was  the  head-quarters  of 
Ribeaupierre's  cavalry  brigade,  the  utmost  circumspection  was 
necessary. 

The  morning  was  one  of  singular  loveliness ;  the  white  mists 
were  rolling  up  the  green  mountain  sides  from  the  greener  valleys 
below,  and  there  was  a  peculiar  freshness  and  fragrance  in  the 
atmosphere  which  made  Quentin  feel  buoyant  and  happy,  for  a 
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time  at  least ;  the  suu  was  high  in  heaven,  the  dew  was  glitter- 
ing on  every  herb  and  tree,  and  the  mountain  scenery  looked 
bright  and  glorious. 

The  blood  of  our  soldiers  who  fell  at  Rolcia  and  Yiniiera  had 
not  been  shed  in  vain  for  Portugal.  Already  signs  of  peace 
were  visible  in  her  valleys  and  towns,  and  all  was  in  repose  alon" 
her  frontier.  Thus  Quentin  could  hear  the  lowinjr  of  oxen  saw 
the  bleating  of  sheep  come  pleasantly  on  the  morning  wind  th»f 
passed  over  the  green  sierra,  bearing  with  it  the  odour  of  tltt 
orange  proves  in  the  valley  and  of  the  flowering  arbutus  tbnl 
bordered  the  way. 

In  a  hollow  of  the  hills,  Llano  showed  Quentin  a  lake,  on 
the  borders  of  which  some  of  the  miraculous  eggs  had  been 
found  by  Baltasar  de  Saldos  in  a  cypress  grove ;  and  he  alleged 
that  its  waters  had  the  power  of  swallowing  (»r  sucking  into  the 
bowels  of  the  earth  whatever  was  thrown  therein,  consequently 
not  a  leaf,  or  reed,  or  lotus  was  to  be  seen  floating  there. 

"  But  its  power,  aenor,  is  a  mere  joke  when  compared  with 
that  of  the  lake  of  Cedima,  which  lies  about  eight  leagues  from 
Coimbra,  and  which  instantly  swallows  up  the  largest  logs  and 
trees,  if  cast  therein." 

**  Is  there  a  whirlpool  in  the  centre  ?**  asked  Quentin. 

"  Saints  and  angels  only  know  what  is  in  the  centre ;  but  in 
my  father's  days — he  was  a  farmer,  senor,  in  the  Quinta  das 
Lagrimas — ^there  came  a  Danish  cavalier  who  refused  to  credit 
the  story,  and  offered,  mockingly,  to  cross  the  lake  on  horseback, 
in  presence  of  the  Juiz-de-fora,  the  Reformator  of  the  University, 
the  Alcalde  of  the  city,  and  all  the  great  lords  of  Coimbra. 

**  After  hearing  the  bishop  (who  is  always  Conde  de  Argannil) 
•ay  mass  in  the  church  of  Santa  Cruz,  and  after  partaking  of  the 
Holy  Communion  before  the  altar  there,  he  mounted  his  horse, 
and,  in  presence  of  a  vast  multitude,  proceeded  to  the  lake  d 
Oedema.  Then  when  he  saw  its  black  and  ominous  water  that 
ky  without  a  ripple  in  the  sunshine,  his  heart  somewhat  failed 
him,  and  lest  the  story  of  the  lake  might  be  true,  and  lest  his 
life  might  indeed  be  lost,  on  perceiving  a  great  stake,  or  the 
trunk  of  an  old  chestnut  tree  near  the  edge,  he  tied  a  thick  rope 
to  it,  securing  the  other  end  to  his  right  leg.  Another  rope  of 
similar  strength  he  tied  to  the  neck  of  his  horse,  a  fine  Spanidi 
«ennet,  and  giving  him  the  spur,  he  uttered  a  shout  and  plunged 
£eadlon^  into  the  water. 

"  A  httle  wav  the  horse  swam  snorting,  and  then  began  to 
sink;  ere  long  his  ears  alone  were  visible  !  Then  they  too  dis- 
Appeared ;  the  water  bubbled  above  his  nostrils  as  his  head  went 
^own ;  then  Uie  dark  water  flowed  over  the  rider's  shoulders^- 
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then  over  his  head,  and  while  a  cry  of  dismay  rose  from  the 
terrified  people,  the  steed  and  the  stranger  vanished  together  and 
were  seen  no  more/^ 

"  So  the  ropes  proved  of  no  service  P'*  said  Quentin. 

"  The  one  that  was  about  the  neck  of  the  horse  was  snapped 
right  throng  the  centre :  but  at  the  end  of  the  other  was  found 
the  right  leg  of  the  unfortunate  Dane,  torn  off  by  the  thigh, 
doubtless  as  the  downward  current  whirled  him  into  the  vortex ; 
and  so  from  that  day  a  belief  in  the  waters  of  Gedima  has  been 
stronger  than  ever  in  Portugal." 

"  Miev  the  marvellous  e^gs  and  the  enchanted  island,  I  cai' 
easily  think  so,"  said  Quentin. 

When  worthy  Gil  Llano  (who  expressed  a  hope  to  see  hiiM 
j^ain  if  he  returned  that  way)  had  left  him,  with  the  iribrma* 
tion  that  from  the  top  of  the  next  hill  he  woold  tee  Spain  anr" 
the  spires  of  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  Quentin  proceedea  all  thr 
more  rapidly  that  he  was  now  alone,  and  his  steps  kept  pact 
with  the  hvisj  current  of  his  thoughts. 

His  whole  ideas  of  the  duty  on  which  he  had  been  sent  were 
somewhat  vague.  He  had  but  three  instructions  given  him; 
first,  to  avoid  Valencia  (which  the  reader  must  not  comound  with 
the  cs^tal  of  the  kingdom  of  the  same  name) ;  second,  to  reach 
Herremela  how  he  best  could ;  third,  to  deliver  his  despatch ; 
and  for  the  execution  of  this  he  had  been  sent  from  Portalegre 
unsupplied  either  with  money  or  credentials  of  any  Alcalde,  Juiz- 
de-fora,  or  other  civil  or  military  authority,  in  case  of  any  diffi- 
culty arising. 

There  were  times — and  this  was  one — when  Quentin  felt  as  if 
he  were  a^gain  at  Bohallion — at  his  home,  for  such  he  felt  it  to 
be — relating  all  these  adv^ures  to  those  who  were  now  there ; 
to  the  kind  and  soldier-like  old  Lord;  to  the  courteous  and 
gentle  Lady  Wuufred ;  to  the  old  quartermaster,  with  his  kind 
red  face  and  yellow  wig,  while  Mr.  Sjpillsby  the  butler  and  Jack 
Andrews  loitered  near  to  listen ;  to  the  dominie,  with  his  rusty 
blacks,  his  square  shoe-buckles,  and  his  musty  memories  of  the 
•classics ;  and  more  than  all,  to  Flora  Warrencter ! 

And  then,  with  these  thoughts,  there  seemed  to  come  to  his 
ears  the  pleasant  rusile  of  the  aged  sycamores  as  the  west  wind 
shook  their  iMranches,  the  cawing  of  the  black  rooks  on  the  old 
grey  keep,  the  rush  of  the  Lollards  'Limi  pouring  under  its  arch 
and  over  its  ledge  of  roek ;  and  to  his  fancy's  eye  the  sierras  of 
Portugal  gave  place  to  the  brown  hills  of  Carrick,  the  distant 
Craigs  of  Kyle,  and  "  the  bonnie  blooming  heather,"  or  the  waves 
of  the  Clyde  ms  they  boiled  in  foam  over  the  Partan  Craig  and 
climbed  the  dark  headland  of  Kohallioii. 

s2 
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So  the  past  returned  and  the  present  fled ! 

Amid  those  cherished  scenes  he  had  long  since  left  his  happy 
boyhood.  Now  he  felt  himself,  as  we  have  said,  every  inch  a 
soldier  and  a  man,  inspired  by  a  sense  of  duty,  of  trust,  and  not 
a  little  by  the  love  of  adventure  natural  to  youth.  The  inborn 
ambition  which  the  solid  weight  of  his  knapsack  and  accoutre- 
ments, and  all  his  sufferings  when  on  the  march  from  Maciera 
Bay,  liad  somewhat  chilled ;  the  high  spirit  that  Cosmo's  hatred 
and  cutting  coldness  had  striven  to  crush,  both  sprang  up  anew 
in  his  buoyant  heart,  and  he  felt  it  glowing  with  hope,  energy, 
and  enthusiasm ;  and  now,  when  he  had  reached  the  snnamit  of 
the  mountain  over  which  the  road  passed,  and  on  issuing  from  a 
narrow  rocky  defile,  saw  a  vast  extent  of  open  country  beyond,  a 
glorious  and  fertile  landscape,  all  vibrating  apparently' in  the 
rays  of  the  cloudless  sun,  he  waved  his  cap  and  almost  cried 
"  hurrah  !**  for  he  knew  that  he  looked  down  on Spain  ! 

Before  him,  as  on  a  map,  he  saw  the  vast  extent  of  Spanish 
Estremadura  stretching  into  distance  far  away,  all  steeped  in  a 
lovely  golden  glow,  the  almost  universal  verdure  of  the  land- 
scape relieved  nere  and  there  by  the  water  of  the  Salor  and 
other  minor  tributaries  of  the  Tagus,  winding  like  blue  silk 
threads  through  velvet  of  emerald  green,  dotted  by  thickets  of 
chestnut,  orange,  and  cork  trees ;  and  there,  too,  were  the  strong 
embattled  towers  and  the  spires  of  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  with 
the  tricolour  on  its  greatest  bastion ;  and  in  the  distance,  half 
hid  in  saffron  haze,  through  which  they  loomed  in  purple  tint» 
the  ramparts  of  Albuquerque^  on  its  steep  hill,  the  heritage  ol 
the  Condes  de>  Ledesma.  Between  these  cities  lay  a  little  puebla, 
which  he  knew  must  be  San  Vincente,  near,  but  not  tnrou^ 
which,  lay  his  path  to  the  hills  that  overlooked  the  plain. 

Thoughts  of  the  poetry,  of  the  beauty,  and  romance  of  Spain 
came  thronging  on  his  memory,  and  we  must  confess  they  formed 
an  odd  chaos  of  cloaked  cavaliers  with  guitars  and  rapiers ;  dark- 
eyed  donnas  in  balconies,  fluttering  fans  and  veils;  lurking  rivds, 
with  mask  and  dagger;  mountain  robbers  in  high-crowned  hats, 
with  their  legs  swathed  in  red  bandages,  after  the  orthodoiL 
fashion  of  all  melo-dramatic  banditti.  These,  together  with  the 
solid  splendour  and  wonderful  stories  of  the  Alhambra,  the  wars 
of  the  high-spirited  Moors  of  Granada,  ending  so  sadly  in  el 
suspiro  del  Moro,  when  the  warriors  of  "Ferdinand  and  Isabella 
rent  the  banner  of  the  Prophet  from  the  weak  hand  of  Boabdil 
el  Chico,  not  unnaturally  made  up  his  stock  ideas  of  the  sunny 
land  he  looked  upon. 

But  it  was  the  land  of  the  Cid  Campeador — he  at  whose  name 
the  eyes  of  even  the  most  unlettered  Spaniard  wiU  lighten — for 
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he  was  the  veritable  and  redoubtable  Wallace  of  Castile  against 
the  enemies  of  Christianity  and  the  Christian's  God.  Sach 
memories  as  these  rushed  on  Quentin's  mind  as  he  looked  down 
on  Estremadura;  nor  could  he  forget,  though  last  not  least,  that 
it  was  the  native  land  of  him  "  who  laughed  Spain's  chivalry 
away" — the  illustrious  Cervantes,  the  one-hanaed  soldier  of 
Lepanto. 

A  distant  but  unmistakable  sound  of  musketry  reverberating 
among  the  mountain  peaks  on  his  left,  roused  him  somewhat  un- 
pleasantly from  his  dream,  bringmg  him  all  at  once  from  the 
romance  of  the  past  to  the  reality  of  present  Spanish  life. 

Several  shots  he  heard  distinctly  pealing  through  the  air; 
others  followed,  and  after  an  interval,  two  dropping  shots,  but 
at  a  greater  distance,  as  if  thejr  proceeded  from  some  flying 
skirmishers.  Then  all  became  still,  and  he  heard  only  the  voices 
of  the  birds  as  they  wheeled  aloft  in  the  sunshine  or  twittered 
among  the  arbutus  leaves. 

The  road,  a  narrow  and  rugged  path  now  as  it  descended, 
passed  through  a  dark  grove  of  wild  pines;  on  issuing  from 
which  Quentin's  nerves  received  somewhat  of  a  shock  on  seeing 
a  French  light  dragoon,  in  pale  green  uniform,  lying  on  his  back 
quite  dead,  with  the  foam  of  past  agony  on  his  lips,  and  the 
blood  of  a  recent  wound  till  oozing  from  his  left  temple,  through 
which  a  musket  shot  had  passed.  Crushed,  apparently  by  a 
horse's  hoof,  his  light  brass  helmet  lay  beside  him.  A  few  yards 
off  lay  another  cfmsseur  a  cheval,  and  further  off  still  lay  a  third, 
who  seemed  to  have  been  dragged  some  distance  by  his  horse  ere 
his  foot  had  been  disengaged  from  the  stirrup,  for  a  bloody  and 
dusty  track  was  visible  from  where  Quentin  stood  to  where  the 
chasseur  lay. 

Quentin  paused,  for  his  heart  beat  wildly,  and  instinctively  he 
looked  to  the  flints  and  pans  of  his  pistols,  his  hands  trembling 
as  he  did  so — ^with  an  excitement  justifiable  in  one  so  young— 
but  not  with  fear. 

These  three  unfortunates  were  the  first  Frenchmen — the 'first 
slain — ^and,  in  fact  (save  the  dead  gipsy  in  the  vault  of  Kilhenzie), 
they  were  the  first  dead  men  he  had  looked  upon ;  thus  he  glanced 
timidly,  and  while  his  heart  swelled  with  pity,  from  one  to  the 
other. 

There  they  were,  three  smart  and  handsome  young  men,  clad 
in  showy  light  cavalry  uniforms,  each  perhaps  a  mother's  pride 
and  father's  hope,  left  dead  and  abandoned  to  the  ravens,  in  that 
wild  place,  with  their  white  faces  and  glazed  eyes  staring  stonily 
at  the  glorious  noonday  sun,  while  the  little  birds  came  hopping 
and  twittering  about  them. 
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Quentin's  geatle  soul  was  stirred  within  him ;  he  was  new  to 
this  butcherly  work,  and  war  seemed  wicked  indeed !  Those 
three  riffid  figures — those  three  pale  faces  with  fallen  jaws,  and 
those  bloodv  wounds,  made  a  scaring  and  terrible  impression 
upon  him ;  but  as  he  continued  hastily  to  descend  the  hill,  and 
left  them  behind,  he  foresaw  not  the  callous  heart  and  time  that 
use  and  wont  would  bring. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE   CHASSEUR   A   CHEVAL. 

"  The  loldier  little  quiet  finds. 
But  is  exposed  to  stormy  winds, 
And  weather." — L'Esteangb. 

After  proceeding  a  little  way,  the  sound  of  voices,  as  if  en- 
gaged in  fierce  altercation,  made  him  pause  and  look  round 
wiarily,  pistol  in  hand.  He  drew  behind  a  gigantic  Portuguese 
cypress  that  overshadowed  the  way,  and  on  reconnoitring,  dis- 
covered two  men  engaged  in  a  fierce  and  deadly  struggle.  They 
were  a  French  cavalry  officer  and  a  Spanish  ^erilla. 

The  Frenchirian  was  ahnost  in  rap;s,  for  his  silver  epaulettes 
and  ^reen  uniform,  covered  with  elaborate  braiding,  had  been 
torn  in  his  conflict  with  the  Spaniard,  for,  as  they  grappled,  they 
rolled  over  each  other  down  a  gravelly  bank  into  the  dry  bed  <x 

mountain  stream,  where  they  only  paused  to  draw  breath 
oefore  renewing  the  contest,  in  which  the  guerilla  was  apparently 
getting  the  mastery.  He  had  a  broadbladed  dagger  in  nis  sash ; 
but,  as  the  Frenchman  held  his  wrists  with  a  death-clutch,  he 
was  unable  to  use  it. 

**  Ah,  sacr6  Bleu  1"  cried  the  officer,  on  whose  breast  the  knees 
of  the  guerilla  were  pressed  without  mercy ;  "  I  will  yield  on 
the  promise  of  quarter — even  from  you." 

"  Dog  of  a  Frenchman !  May  thy  foot  be  heavy  on  my  neck 
if  I  spare  thee !"  was  the  hoarse  and  fierce  response  of  the 
Spaniard,  in  whom  Quentin,  with  considerable  interest,  recog- 
nised his  friend  of  the  wayside  cross,  whom  he  last  saw  going 
bird-nesting  up  the  mountains  in  search  of  the  miraculous  ^;gs. 

*'  Espanole,"  said  the  Frenchman,  in  tones  of  rage  and  entreaty 
mingled,  "  would  you  kill  a  defenceless  and  unarmed  man  ?" 

"Why  not,  if  he  is  French?  Who  slew  my  aged  father? 
Who  slew  my  mother — my  sisters — all — all  P  Who  deluged  our 
home  with  blood,  and  desolated  it  with  fire  P" 

"Not  I — not  I — spare  me/'  exclaimed  the  Frenchman,  as  he 
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felt  his  strength  failing  him  fast;  "my  mother,  Spaniard- 
hound! — ah,  mamdre — ma  m^re — ^mon  Dieu!"  he  added,  with 
a  hopeless  groan;  and  these  two  French  words  stirred  some  deep, 
keen  chord,  some  long-forgotten  memory  in  the  heart  of  Queutin, 
who  felt  his  temples  throhbing. 

"Maledita!  the  strife  of  our  forefathers  is  but  renewed,  "^ 
continued  the  Spaniard,  in  his  noble  and  forcible  Castilian,, 
through  his  clenched  teeth,  while  his  eyes  flashed  fire,  and  hi^ 
moustaches  seemed  to  bristle ;  "  it  is  a  war  to  the  knife  against 
dogs  ami  infidels,  for  what  are  Frenchmen  but  dogs  and  inudels> 
even  as  the  Moors  were  of  old  ?** 

Again,  without  avail,  the  hapless  chasseur  pleaded  for  his  life ; 
but  the  more  powerful  conqueror  heard  him  to  an  end,  and  thea 
laughed  exultingly. 

"I  am  guiltless  of  all,  of  everything  but  doing  my  duty,**  ha 
urged. 

"JDuty !"  repeated  the  other;  "  shall  I  tell  you  of  our  pillaged 
altars  and  desecrated  churches,  of  ruined  cities  and  desolated 
villages ;  shall  I  tell  you  of  our  slaughtered  brethren,  our  out- 
raged wives,  sisters,  and  ladies  of  the  holy  orders,  some  of  whom 
have  been  bound  to  gun-carriages,  stripped,  and  exposed  in  the 
common  streets  and  plazas  ?  Par  Dios !  these  things  are  enough 
to  call  down  Heaven's  thunder  on  the  head  of  your  accursed 
Corsican  !'* 

"  Ah,  morbleu  I**  gasped  the  Frenchman,  "  what  a  devil  of  a 
savage  it  is !  Peste !  I  assure  you,  monsieur,  I  have  never 
touched  even  the  tip  of  a  woman's  hand  since  I  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  cross  the  Pyrenees.  Tudieu !  the  Emperor  finds  us 
other  work  and  other  things  to  think  of.'' 

By  a  violent  wrench  the  Spaniard  now  ^t  his  right  hand  free» 
and  in  an  instant,  like  a  gleam  of  light,  his  long  knife  glittered 
as  he  upheld  it  at  arm*s  l^th  above  the  poor  young  Frenchman,, 
whose  pale  face  and  dark  eyes  assmned  a  most  despairing  aspect. 

Quentin  could  no  longer  look  on  unmoved. 

"Hold—hold!**  he  exclaimed,  and  q[)rang  towards  them 
threateningly. 

"Oho,  amigo  mio,**  said  the  Spaniard,  looking  round  with  a 
saturnine  smile  ;  "  'tis  my  friend  of  the  laurel  bushes — the  spit 
that  looked  like  a  sword." 

"Hold,  I  say,  Spaniard — would  you  murder  him  in  cold 
blood?"  ^       *— 

*•  Dcmonio,  yes  ;  and  you,  too,  if  you  would  protect  a  soldier 
of  the  false  Corsican.  Begone,  and  leave  us,  or  it  may  be  the 
worse  for  you." 

*•  I  shall  not." 
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"  Maledita !"  said  the  Spaniard,  grinding  his  teeth,  and  clatch- 
ing  the  throat  of  the  fallen  man. 

*•  Release  him,  1  say,"  demanded  Qaentin,  resolutely. 

"  Vaya  nsted  con  cien  mill  demonios,"  (Begone  with  a  hundred 
thousand  devils),  said  the  Spaniard  absolutely,  gnashing  his  strong 
white  teeth,  which  glistened  beneath  his  black  moustache. 

••  Oh,  sauvez  moi,  mon  camarade,"  implored  the  poor  French- 
man. 

"  Thus,  then,  die — die  en  el  santo  nombre  de  Dios !" 

With  this  impious  shout,  the  furious  guerilla,  or  whatever  he 
was,  raised  the  dagger  which  he  had  lowered  for  a  moment ;  but 
ere  it  could  descend,  Quentin,  with  lightning  speed,  snatched  up 
the  heavy  cajado  which  lay  at  his  feet,  and,  loth  to  use  a  more 
deadly  weapon  against  a  Spaniard,  struck  the  guerilla  a  blow  on 
the  head  and  rolled  him  over.  A  heavy  malediction  escaped  him, 
and  then  he  lay  motionless  and  still,  completely  stunned. 

Breathless  with  his  recent  struggle  and  its  terrors,  the  French 
officer  lost  no  time  in  springing  to  nis  feet. 

"  A  thousand  thanks  to  you,  monsieur !  But  for  you — ^there — 
there  had  been  a  vacancy  in  my  troop  to-night.  But  here — come 
this  way ;  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose,  for  the  hills  are  fuU  of 
these  guerillas.  Peste !  they  are  as  thick  as  bees  hereabout ; 
and  believe  me,  the  men  of  Baltasar  de  Saldos  are  not  to  be  trifled 
with." 

As  the  Frenchman  spoke,  he  seized  Quentin  by  the  sleeve,  and 
half  led,  half  dragged  him  through  the  grove  of  pines;  after 
which,  they  ran  down  hill  for  more  than  a  mile,  till  they  reached 
the  main-road  that  led  directly  to  Valencia  the  lesser,  when 
Quentin  paused,  and  began  to  reflect  that  he  was  gouig  very 
oddly  about  the  deliverance  of  Sir  John  Hope's  despatch,  a  docu- 
ment that  probably  announced  the  day  on  which  the  entire  army 
would  break  up  from  its  cantonments  and  advance  into  Spain ! 


CHAPTER  XLVL 

EUGi^^E  DE   BIBEAUPIEBRB. 

"  Ford.  Well,  he*8  not  here  I  seek  for. 

Page,  No,  nor  nowhere  else  but  in  your  brain. 

Ford.  Help  me  to  search  my  house  this  one  time :  if  I  find  not  what  I 
seek,  show  me  no  colour  for  my  extremity,  let  me  for  ever  be  your  table 
sport  J  let  them  say  of  me,  'As  jealous  as  Ford,  that  searched  hollow 
walnuts  for  his  wife's  leman.' " — Merry  Wives  of  Windsor. 

QuENiiN  Kennedy  was  only  master  of  a  certain  amount  of  the 
Spanish  language,  which  he  had  rapidly  acquired  through  the 
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medium  of  his  friend  the  dominie's  sonorous  Scottish  latinity ;  but 
fortunately  the  young  Frenchman,  who  seemed  to  be  highly  ac- 
complished, spoke  English  with  remarkable  fluency. 

His  uniform,  we  have  said,  was  in  rags ;  his  epaulettes  had  gone 
in  the  recent  struggle,  the  straps  of  lace  for  retaining  them  on  the 
shoulders  alone  remained.  A  hole  in  the  breast  of  his  light  green 
jacket  showed  where  the  gold  Cross  of  the  Legion  had  been  rent 
away  by  some  guerilla's  hand,  and  the  state  of  his  scarlet  panta- 
loons made  one  see  the  advantage  of  wearing  a  kilt  for  pugnacious 
casualties,  as  they  were  now  reduced  to  mere  shreds. 

He  was  a  slender  young  man,  in  appearance  only  a  year  or  two 
older  than  Quentin,  though  really  many  years  his  senior  in  ex- 
perience of  the  world  and  of  life  generally.  His  hair,  which  he 
wore  in  profusion,  was  dark  brown  and  silky,  and  his  hands,  on 
one  of  which  sparkled  a  splendid  ring,  were  white  and  almost 
ladylike.  An  incipient  moustache  shaded  his  short  upper  lip; 
his  features  were  very  regular,  and  he  was  so  decidedly  good- 
looking,  that  Quentin  coma  not  help  thinking  that  if  he  had  a 
sister  like  him,  she  must  be  charming  ! 

They  quitted  the  highway  and  entered  a  dense  thicket  by  the 
wayside,  where,  breathless,  hot,  and  weary,  they  cast  themselves 
on  the  cool  deep  grass  that  grew  under  the  leafy  shade,  and  the 
last  of  the  contents  of  Quentin's  canteen,  divided  between  them, 
proved  very  acceptable  to  both. 

"I  perceive  that  you  are  a  French  officer,"  said  Quentin; 
"  may  1  ask  whom  I  have  had  the  honour  of  succouring  V" 

"Certainly,  mon  camarade;  I  am  a  sous-lieutenant  of  my 
father's  regiment,  the  24th  Chasseurs  a  Cheval — ^my  name  is 
Eugene  de  Ribeaupierre." 

"  Any  relation  of  the  general  who  commands  in  Valencia  ?" 

"  A  very  near  one,"  said  he,  laughing ;  "  I  am  his  son,  and 
monsieur's  very  obedient  servant.  Come !  let  us  rest  ourselves 
and  talk  a  little.  The  tap  on  the  head  you  gave  that  Spaniard 
w-as  most  critical  and  serviceable  to  me." 

"True — it  only  came  just  in  time !" 

*•  I  hope  it  may  have  despatched  him  outright." 

"  I  trust  not,  now  that  the  end  was  accomplished." 

"  Now  that  we  have  breathing  time,  you  will  perhaps  excuse 
my  little  curiosity,  and  say  how  you  came  to  be  here,  within  two 
or  three  miles  of  our  sentinels  ?'* 

"  The  country  is  quite  open,"  said  Quentin,  evasively,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Your  troops,  we  have  heard,  are  closing  up  from  Lisbon  and 
elsewhere ;  but  have  not  as  yet  been  rash  enough  to  enter  Spain, 
the  territories  of  King  Joseph." 
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"  Rash,  monsieur  P** 

*'  Peste !  I  suppose  your  generab  have  not  forgotten  1^  sfaafpr 
lessons  we  taught  them  at  fioleia  and  Vimiera  ?" 

Quentin  laughed  to  bear  the  pleasant  tone  in  wMdi  the  Frenoh- 
man  spoke  of  two  very  important  defeats  of  the  BmperOT's  troopa 
as  *'  lessons  "  to  the  British,  but  he  said  plainly  enough^ 

"I  am  here  because  I  was  sent  on  duty/' 

"To  whom,  monsieur P* 

Quentin  hesitated. 

"  Nay,  out  with  it,  man — trust  me,  on  my  honour—^  may  wdl- 
pledge  it  to  one  who  has  saved  me  from  a  barbait^us  death  wiUiin 
the  hour,  and  earned  my  warmest  gratitude." 

**  Well,  then,  I  go  to  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos." 

''  BwUe !  the  man's  a  goeritia  ehief^  and  we  have  just  had  a 
severe  brush  with  his  people.  My  patrol,  consisting  of  a  ser- 
geant, a  corporal,  and  twelve  diasseurs,  were  riding  leisurely 
alcmg  the  road  from  San  Vincente  towards  the  summit  of  yonder 
mountain,  when,  from  a  grove  of  cork  and  cypress  trees,  there 
flashed  out  some  twenty  muskets.  It  was  an  amoush^  the  leading 
section  of  them  fell  dead ;  the  rest  broke  through,  sabre  a  la- 
main,  and  fled,  pursued  by  the  guerillas,  who  sprang  after  them 
with  the  yells  ot  fiends  and  the  activity  of  squirreb,  leapii^  from 
bank  to  rook,  and  from  rock  to  tree,  firing  and  reloading  so  long* 
as  we  were  in  range.  Struck  by  a  ball  in  the  counter,  my  horse 
reared  wildly  up,  and  threw  me ;  for  some  minutes  I  was  in- 
sensible, and  on  recovering,  found  myself  in  t^e  paws  of  ycmder 
Spanish  bear,  who  was  thnce  my  bulk  and  strength.  You  know 
the  rest.  I  thought  it  was  all  up  with  me.  As  Francis  said  at- 
Pavia,  '  tout  est  perdu,  sauf  Thonneur  !'  Baltasar 's  head-quarters- 
are  in  a  mountain  puebk  near  Herreruela,  where  he  successfully 
defies  my  father's  cavalry.  Am  I  right  in  supposing  that  you 
have  been  sent  to  invite  his  co-operation  m  some  projeeted. 
movement  P" 

"My  orders  were  simply  to  deliver  to  him  a  despat^  and 
rejoin  my  regiment." 

'*  It  is  a  dangerous  and  desperate  errand,  my  friend,"  said  the 
young  Frenchman,  while  regfiding  Quentin  with  some  interest ;. 
''I  piean  desperate  to  be  undertaken  by  one  alone.    It  boks 
almost  like  a  sacrifice  of  you !" 

"  A  sacrifice  P"  repeated  Quentm,  as  his  thou^its  naturally 
wandered  to  Cosmo. 

"Parbleu,  yes— -to  the  exigencies  of  the  service." 

"  Some  of  my  friends  were  not  slow  in  saying  as  much,"  replied^ 
Quentin ;  "  but  then  I — I  am  only  a  volunteer,  and  as  such,  must- 
take  any  hazardous  duty,  I  have  been  told." 
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"Well,  here  we  must  lurk  till  nightfall — ^you  to  avoid  our 
}iatrols,  which  are  usually  withdrawn  for  a  few  hours  after  the 
evening  gun  fiws,  when  the  inlying  picket  get  under  arms ;  I  to 
avoid  those  pestilent  guerillas.  The  shade  here  is  cool,  and  if  we 
had  a  bottle  of  wine,  a  sliced  melon,  and  a  little  ice,  our  pleasure 
would  be  complete." 

"  And  you  think  I  must  conceal  myself  here  P" 
** Undoubtedly,  mon  ami;  our  people  are  scouring  all  the  high- 
ways, and  would  be  sure  to  cut  you  off.  Tkai  there  is  that 
devilish  Spaniard — ^ah,  the  brigand ! — ^he  will  not  be  in  haste  to 
forget  the  knock  you  gave  him  on  the  head,  and  should  he  or  his 
comrades  fall  in  with  you,  I  would  not  give  you  a  sou  for  your 
safety!" 

"  Strange,  is  it  not,  that  the  first  man  I  have  struck  on  Spanish 
ground  should  be  a  Spaniard  ?" 

•*  These  dons  have  unpleasant  memories  for  such  little  atten- 
tions, and  here  the  secret  shot  or  stab  usually  settles  everything; 
but  before  we  separate,  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  showmg  you 
ihe  direct  path  to  the  head-quarters  of  De  Saldos,  after  which, 
you  must  look  to  your  pistols  and  put  your  trust  in  Providence. 
I  shall  keep  your  secret,  and  if  there  is  any  other  way  in  which  I 
can  serve  you,  command  me." 

"  I  thank  you ;  but  I  hope  that  to-night,  or  to-morrow  morning 
at  latest,  will  see  my  face  turned  towards  Portugal,  for  I  long  to 
rejoin  my  corps." 

"The  fugitives  of  my  party  will  spread  a  calamitous  report 
concerning  me  in  Valencia,  and  my  father,  the  poor  old  general, 
will  suppose  that  I  am  lying  shot  on  the  mountains,  instead  of 
holding  this  pleasant  iSte-a-tSte  with  one  of  the  sacr^  ibiglais  over 
the  comfortable  contents  of  his  canteen,"  said  Bibeaupierre, 
laughing.    "  What  a  droll  world  it  is !" 

"  And  your  mother— -I  think  I  heard  you  mention  your  mother. 

She " 

"Happily  will  know  nothing  about  it,  as  she  is  with  Joseph's 
court.  She  is  a  gentle  and  loving  creature,  with  a  heart  all  ten- 
derness. Ah,  the  seat  of  war  would  never  do  for  her,  and  ma 
foi !  it  does  not  suit  me  either.  It  was  not  willingly  I  became  a 
soldier,  be  assured ;  and  yet,  now  that  I  am  fairly  in  for  it, 
and  have  won  my  epaulettes  and  cross,  I  should  not  like  to  find 
myself  a  mere  citizen  again.  Peste !  I  shall  not  in  a  hurry  forget 
the  night  on  which,  by  a  great  malheur,  a  great  mistake,  I  was 
forced  to  become  a  soldier." 

"Mistake — how?"    asked    Quentin,  smiling  at  the  young 
Frenchman's  gestures  and  energy. 
"  Mon  camarade,  a  man  says  more  when  under  the  influences 
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-of  eaa-de-vie,  or  champagne,  than  he  ever  does  under  those  of 
vin-ordiuaire,  cold  water,  or  a  bowl  of  gruel;  and  as  jrour  remark- 
ably potent  rum-and-water  has  put  me  in  that  condition  when  a 
man  reveals  his  loves  and  hates,  and,  more  foolish  still,  sometimes 
his  private  history,  I  don't  care  if  I  tell  you  how  I  became  a 
soldier. 

"  My  father,"  began  the  garrulous  chasseur,  "  is  an  officer  of 
the  old  days  of  the  monarchy,  and  held  his  first  commission,  like 
the  Emperor  himself,  from  Louis  XVI.,  the  Most  Christian  King^ 
and  they  were  brother  subalterns  in  the  regiment  of  La  Fere. 
To  the  friendship  that  grew  up  between  tliem  there,  the  old  gen- 
tleman owes  his  brigade  and  tne  Grand  Cross  of  the  Legion,  quite 
as  much  as  to  his  own  bravery  in  Germany,  Italy,  and  Flanders. 
My  mother  (or  she  at  least  whom  I  have  been  taught  to  call  my 
mother,  for  she  is  his  second  wife)  was  a  widow  of  rank,  who  lost 
Jier  whole  possessions  in  the  stormy  days  of  the  Revolution.  She 
was  without  children,  and  when  my  father  was  assisting  the  Little 
Corporal  to  play  the  devil  at  Toulon,  Areola,  Lodi,  Marengo,  and 
elsewhere,  she  most  affectionately  took  charge  of  me,  anof  of  my 
education  in  Paris. 

"  As  we  were  not  rich,  it  was  proposed  to  make  a  doctor  of 
me,  and  I  was  duly  matriculated  at  tlie  Ecole  de  M^decine,  and 
commenced  my  studies  there,  not  with  much  enthusiasm  or  in- 
dustry either ;  but  in  the  vague  hope,  nevertheless,  that  I  might 
some  day  cut  a  figure  and  have  my  portrait  hun^  among  the  full 
lengths  of  Ambrose  Par6,  Marechal,  La  Peyronnie,  and  others  in 
the  schooL 

"  I  look  back  with  no  small  repugnance  to  the  daily  tasks  I 
performed  there,  and  to  the  horrors  of  the  dissecting-room,  after 
Doyish  curiosity  grew  satiated.  My  brain  became  addled  by 
lectures  on  the  maxillary  sinus,  on  diseases  of  the  stomach,  of  the 
pylorus,  the  hepatic  and  abdominal  viscera;  elephantiasis,  aortic 
aneurism,  the  lacteal  and  glandular  system,  and  Heaven  alone 
knows  adl  what  more,  till  I  imagined  that  I  had  alternately  in  my 
own  person  every  ailment  peculiar  to  man.  We  had  plenty  of 
.  subjects,  for  daily  the  guillotine  was  slicing  away  in  the  Place  de 
.la  Gr^ve,  and  I  have  seen  the  loveliest  women  and  the  noblest 
men  in  France  laid  on  those  tables  to  be  stripped  and  dissected 
by  the  knife  of  the  demonstrator. 

**  I  was  soon  voted  the  worst  if  not  the  most  stupid  student 
.that  ever  put  liis  foot  within  the  college  walls.  The  professors 
were  in  despair.  They  could  make  nothing  of  me ;  and  to  muddle 
my  poor  brain  more,  about  this  time  I  must  needs  fall  in  love. 
Ah !  I  })erceive  that  you  now  become  interested.  I  was  not 
much  over  seventeen,  and  my  first  love " 
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"First?"  said  Quentin. 

" Oui — mafoi!  I  have  had  a  dozen — was  Madame  Lisette 
Thiebault,  a  friend  of  mj  mother." 
"  A  widow,  of  course  ?" 

"  Not  at  all.  She  was  unfortunately  the  wife  of  one  of  our 
doctors  in  the  E.ue  de  TEcole  de  Medecine/'  replied  the  etourdi 
young  Frenchman. 

**  Married !"  said  poor  Quentin,  somewhat  aghast. 
Peste  I  of  course  she  was ;  but  we  don't  care  for  such  little 
obstacles  in  Paris.  Well,  Lisette,  for  so  I  must  name  her,  was 
nearly  ten  years  my  senior,  and  so  had  what  she  called  a  motherly 
interest  in  me.  She  was  a  very  handsome  woman,  somewhat  in- 
clined to  embonpoint,  with  a  clear  pale  complexion  and  laughing 
eyes,  exactly  the  colour  of  her  hair,  which  was  a  rich  deep  brown. 
She  was  always  gay,  laughing  and  smiling,  except  when  her  hus- 
band, the  doctor,  was  present,  and  one  could  no  more  make  fun 
with  him,  than  with  old  Beb6." 
"  Who,  or  what  was  he  ?" 

**  The  mummy  of  the  King  of  Poland's  dwarf — Onf/  what  a 
horror  it  is ! — which  we  have  in  the  School  of  the  Faculty  at 
Paris.  Lisette  was  very  fond  of  me,  and,  being  a  little  addicted 
to  literature — she  was  lond  of  poetry,  too — so  we  read  much  to- 
gether. 

"  Ere  long,  monsieur,  the  doctor  began  to  think  all  thb  very 
mproper,  so  he  rudely  and  abruptly  put  a  stop  to  our  studies ;  he 
locked  Ovid  up,  and  me  out.  Tudieu  !  here  was  an  outrage !  I 
thought  of  inviting  him  to  breathe  the  morning  air  on  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne ;  but  a  duel  between  a  first-year's  student  and  an 
old  doctor  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  Madame  had  a  tender  heart, 
so  she  pitied  me.  She  considered  her  husband's  conduct  cruel, 
ungrateful,  outrageous,  barbarous ;  so,  as  it  was  necessary  that 
my  classical  studies  should  not  be  neglected,  we  arranged  a  little 
code  of  signals.  Thus,  Lisette,  by  simply  keeping  a  drawing-room 
window  open  or  shut,  or  a  muslin  curtain  festooned  or  closely 
drawn,  could  inform  me  when  Bluebeard  was  at  home  or  abroad  j 
whether  the  breach  was  practicable  or  not ;  and  thus  we  circum- 
vented our  tyrant  for  a  time,  and  I  returned  with  ardour  to  tiie 
study  of  classical  poetry ;  but  as  for  the  dissecting-room,  diable ! 
it  saw  no  more  of  me. 

"  Of  the  doctor  I  had  always  a  wholesome  dread,  as  he  was  a 
Septembriseur" 

"  What  is  that  ?"  asked  Quentin,  perceiving  a  dark  expression 
shade  the  face  of  Kibeaupierre. 

"  'Tis  a  name  we  have  in  Paris  for  those  who  were  concerned 
as  aiders  or  abettors  of  the  horrible  September  massacres — ^h© 
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would  have  tliouglit  no  more  of  slily  putting  a  bullet  into  mc, 
than  of  killing  a  wasp  ;  thus,  you  see,  I  pursued  the  acquisition 
of  knowledge  under  difficulties. 

**  Now  came  out  the  edict  issued  about  eight  years  ago,  for 
raising  two  hundred  thousand  men  for  the  army  and  marine,  and 
everj  joung  man  in  France  had  to  inscribe  his  name  for  the 
conscription.  I  omitted — we  shall  call  it  delated — to  inscribe 
mine ;  but  my  learned  friend,  M.  le  Docteur  Thiebault,  unknown 
to  me,  performed  that  little  service  in  my  behalf.  He  was  ex- 
tremely loth  that  the  Republic— it  was  the  zlorious  indivisible 
Republic  of  liberty,  equality,  fraternity,  and  tyranny  then — 
should  be  deprived  of  my  valuable  aid  by  land  or  sea. 

"  About  the  time  when  he  usually  returned  from  visiting  his 
patients,  I  had  bidden  adieu  to  madame,  for  our  studies  were 
over,  and  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening  was  on  my  way  home  when 
surprised  by  a  patrol  of  the  police  under  a  commissaire,  at  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  Ecole  de  M^decine.  To  Avoid  them  I  shniik 
into  a  porch,  but  they  invited  me  rather  authoritatively  to  come 
forth,  and  on  my  doing  so,  a  sergeant jpassed  his  lantern  scratiniz- 
ingly  across  my  face. 

" '  A  youn^  man,'  said  the  comnussaire,  who  was  new  in  the 
quartier ;  *  wno  are  you  ?' 

"*  I  am  not  obliged  to  say,'  said  I. 

"  *  Ah — we  shall  see  that  •  what  are  you  P' 

"*A  student  of  the  Faculty  of  Medecine.  Vive  laE-eaub- 
lique!  War  to  the  cottage — peace  to  the  castle!'  I  replied, 
waving  my  hat. 

"  *  Is  your  name  inscribed  for  the  levy,  blunderer  P  You  quote 
oddly  for  a  student !' 

"  *  Of  course  my  name  is  inscribed,'  said  I,  boldly,  though  I 
little  knew  that  it  was  so. 

** '  Show  me  your  card  which  certifies  this.' 

'''MonDieu!'  I  exclaimed,  as  a  brilliant  thought  occurred 
to  me ;  'do  not  speak  so  loud,  monsieur.' 

"  *  Diable !  may  we  not  raise  our  voices  in  the  streets  of 
Paris  P'  he  asked. 

"  *  Not  if  you  knew  the  mischief  an  alarm  would  do  me.* 

•*  •  Tete  Dieu !  'tis  an  odd  fellow,  this  !' 

"  'Monsieur,  pity  me  !'  said  I,  in  a  voice  full  of  entreaty.  *I 
throw  myself  upon  your  generosity — I  perceive  that  I  mefi  your 
heart.    I  have  not  my  card ;  it  is  with  my  wife — j— ' 

'*  *  Morbleu !  you  are  very  young  to  have  a  wife,  my  friend, 
with  a  chin  like  an  apple,'  said  the  g^rim  old  sergeant,  as  he 
passed  his  lantern  across  my  face  again ;  '  I  hope  she  is  fully 
grown ;  but  to  the  point,  mx  fine  fellow,  or  we  shall  have  to 
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march  you  to  the  Coneiergerie,  and  they  have  an  unpleasant 
snode  of  pressing  questions  there.' 

"  *  Where  is  this  wife  of  yours,  my  little  friend  ?* 

***In  her  house,  M.  le  Commissaire,  where  you  see  that  liglit 
above  the  lamp  with  the  scarlet  bottle.  Ah,  the  perfidious  1 
"There  she  awaits  a  lover  for  whom  I  am  watching.* 

"I  acted  my  part  to  the  life,  though  jealousy  is  not  a 
peculiarity  of  Frencli  husbands. 

"  *  And  this  lover  ?"  said  the  commissaire,  becoming  suddenly 
interested,  perhaps  from  some  fellow-feeling. 

**  *  He  is  a  young  brother  student  of  mine.' 

"  *  His  name  ?'  said  the  commissaire,  producing  a  note-book. 

"'Eugene  de  Ribeaupierre.' 

**  *  We  know  him,'  said  the  other,  *  for  the  greatest  young  rascAl 
in  all  Paris.  He  destroyed  a  tree  of  liberty  in  the  Palais  Royal, 
and  painted  the  nose  of  Equality  red  in  the  Jardin  des  Plantes.' 

**  *  The  same,  monsieur,'  said  I,  in  a  whining  voice ;  *  he  will 
<some  here  dis^ised  in  a  grey  wig  and  spectacles  to  delude  you, 
M.  le  Commissaire,  and  me,  too,  unhappy  that  I  am.  Ah, 
mon  Dieu,  there  he  is !  there  he  is  !  Seize  him,  in  the  name  of 
morality  and  justice,  of  the  R6publique  D6mocratique  ec  Sociale  !* 

"The  patrol  instantly  laid  violent  hands  on  the  person  of 
Doctor  Thicbault,  who,  to  do  him  justice,  made  a  violent  resist- 
ance, and  broke  the  sergeant's  lantern,  to  the  tune  of  twenty 
francs,  before  he  was  borne  off  to  the  Coneiergerie,  where  he 
passed  three  days  and  nights  in  a  horrid  vault  among  thieves  and 
malefactors,  before  he  was  brou^t  up  for  examination,  when  it 
was  discovered  that  it  was  not  a  young  student,  but  an  old  pro- 
fessor of  the  healing  art,  standing  high  in  the  estimation  or  all 
Paris,  who  had  been  maltreated  and  carried  off  by  the  watch. 

"  So  the  whole  story  came  out,  and  on  the  fourth  day  I  found 
myself  off  en  route  to  join  my  father's  corps  of  Chasseurs  a 
Cheval,  then  serving  against  the  Austrians.  My  good  mother 
shed  abundance  of  tears  at  my  departure ;  the  Abbe  Lebrun  gave 
me  abundance  of  good  advice  ana  a  handful  of  louis  d'or,  which 
I  considered  of  more  value,  and  in  a  month  after  I  found  myself 
face  to  face  with  the  white  coats  in  the  forest  of  Frisenheim, 
on  the  left  bauk  of  the  Rhine. 

"  As  a  parting  gift  my  dear  friend  Lisette  had  given  me  a  holy 
medal  to  save  me  from  bullets  and  so  forth ;  but,  diable !  it 
nearly  cost  me  my  life,  for  one  of  the  first  balls  fired  near  Oggers- 
lieim  beat  it  into  my  ribs;  the  ball  came  out,  and  the  b  essed 
medal  stuck  fast,  and  all  the  skill  of  our  three  doctors  was 
required  to  extract  it,  so  after  three  months  I  found  m)  &eit  again 
ih  beloved  Paris  on  sick  leave." 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


272  THE   king's   own   BORDEBEna. 

CHAPTER  XLYII. 

THE   GALIOTE   OP  ST.   CLOUD. 

"  To  be  generous,  guiltless,  and  of  free  disposition,  is  to  take  those 
tilings  for  bird-bolts  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets.  There  is  no  dander 
in  an  allowed  fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail ;  Hor  no  railing  in  a 
known  discreet  man,  thou^  he  do  nothing  but  reprove." — Twelfth  Night. 

"  So,"  resumed  Ribeaupierre,  "  this  was  the  way  in  whicli  I 
became  one  of  the  24!th  Chasseurs  a  Cheval,  in  the  service  of  the 
Republic  one  and  indivisible,  as  it  boasted  to  be,  as  well  as 
democratic  and  social ;  and  how  I  now  find  mjself  a  sous-lien- 
tenant,  under  the  Emperor,  whom  God  long  preserve !" 

"AndLisetteP " 

'*  Ball !  in  my  absence  I  found  that  siie  had  taken  to  stnc^ 
poetry  with  M.  Grobbin,  a  cfrenadier  of  the  Consular  Guard,  the 
same  who  was  the  cause  of  the  First  Consul  issuing  his  remaHc- 
able  order  of  the  day,  concerning  that  Parisian  weakness  for 
destroying  one's  self,  in  the  passion  named  love.  Did  you  never 
hear  of  it?" 

"No." 

"Ma  foil  "You  English  know  nothing  that  is  acted  out  ol 
your  foggy  little  island." 

"And  this  order " 

"  Stated  that  as  the  Grenadier  Grobbin  had  destroyed  him- 
self in  despair,  for  his  dismissal  by  Madame  de  Thiebault,  the 
First  Consul  directed  that  it  should  be  inserted  in  the  order  of 
the  day  for  the  Consular  Guard,  '  that  a  soldier  ought  to  know- 
how  to  subdue  sorrow  and  the  agitation  of  the  passions ;  that 
there  is  as  much  courage  in  enduring  with  firmness  the  pains  of 
the  heart  as  remaining  steady  under  the  grape-shot  of  a  battery; 
and  to  abandon  one's  self  to  grief  without  resistance,  to  kill  one's 
self  in  order  to  escape  from  it,  is  to  fly  from  the  field  of  battle 
before  one  is  conquered  !*  The  order  was  signed  by  Bonaparte,  as 
First  Consul,  and  countersigned  by  Jean  Baptiste  Bessieres.'* 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  the  Emperor  ?"  asked  Quentin. 

"  Once,  mon  ami — only  once. 

"In  the  field?" 

"  No ;  but  nearer  than  I  ever  wish  to  see  him  again,  under 
the  same  circumstances  at  least.    Shall  I  tell  you  how  it  was  ?" 

**  If  you  please." 

"  Well,  monsieur,  it  happened  in  this  way.  I  had  just  been 
appointed  a  sous-lieutenant  in  the  24th  Chasseurs  a  Cheval ;  we 
had  returned  from  service  in  Italy,  and  were  quartered  at  St. 
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Cloud,  where  we  were  soon  tired  of  the  gardens,  cafes,  water- 
works, and  so  forth.  A  few  of  us  had  been  on  leave  in  Paris  for 
some  days,  where  our  spare  cash  and  prize  money  were  soon 
spent  among  the  theatres,  operas,  feasting,  and  other  means  of 
emptying  one's  purse,  so  we  were  returning  cheaply  to  barracks 
by  the  galiote,  which  then  used  to  traverse  the  great  bend  of  the 
Seine  every  morning,  leaving  the  Pont  Royal  about  ten  o'clock 
for  St.  Cloud ;  the  voyage  usually  lasted  about  two  hours,  and 
cost  us  only  sixteen  sous  each. 

"  On  this  occasion,  as  the  morning  was  very  wet,  the  canvas 
covering  was  drawn  close,  and  as  we  had  the  galiote  all  to  our- 
selves—save one  person,  a  stranger — we  were  very  merry,  very 
noisy,  and  very  much  at  home  indeed,  proceeding  to  smoke 
without  the  ceremony  of  askinsf  this  person's  permission,  for 
which,  indeed,  we  cared  very  little,  as  he  appeared  to  be  a  plain 
little  citizen  some  five  feet  high,  about  thirty-six  jears  of  age, 
and  possessing  a  very  sombre  cast  of  face,  over  which  he  wore  a 
rather  shabby  hat  drawn  well  down,  a  grey  greatcoat  with  a 
gueer  cape,  and  long  boots ;  and  he  appeared  to  be  completely 
immersed  in  the  columns  of  his  newspaper. 

"  We  were  conversing  with  great  freedom  concerning  the  con- 
sulate, which  was  just  on  the  point  of  expanding  into  an  empire, 
and  our  senior  lieutenant,  Jules  de  Marboeuf  (now  our  lieutenant- 
colonel)  was  named  by  us  *  Monseigneur  le  Marechal  Due  de 
Marboeuf  and  master  of  the  horse  to  Pepin  le  Bref.'  Then  we 
ridiculed  unmercifully  the  proposal  of  the  Tribune  Citizen  Cur^e, 
that  the  First  Consul  should  be  proclaimed  Emperor,  and  in  this 
quality  continue  the  government  of  the  French  Republic. 

"  *  Peste !  what  a  paradox  it  is !'  exclaimed  Jules,  emitting  a 
mighty  puff  of  smoke,  as  he  lounged  at  length  upon  the 
cushioned  seat  of  the  galiote. 

"  *  And  the  Imperial  dignity  is  to  be  declared  hereditary  in  his 
family,'  I  added,  impudently,  reclosing  one  of  the  openings  in 
the  awning,  which  the  quiet  stranger  had  opened,  as  our  smoking 
evidently  annoyed  him. 

"  *  In  three  days  the  pear  will  be  ripe  ;  France  will  become  an 
appanage  of  Corsica,  and  I  shall  obtain  my  diploma  as  peer  and 
marshal  of  France,*  exclaimed  Jules  with  loud  voice ;  *  and  you, 
Eugene—* 

*'  *0h,  I  shall  be  Minister  of  War  to  the  Little  Corporal.* 

"  *  Bravo  l'  said  the  others,  clapping  their  hands ;  *  we  shall  all 
pick  up  something  among  the  ruins  of  this  vulgar  and  tiresome 
Ilepublic.' 

"  *M.  le  Citoyen,'  said  Jules,  with  affected  courtesy,  *^I  per* 
45eive  the  smoke  annoys  you — ^you  don't  like  it — eh  ?' 

T 
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"  *  No,  monsieur,'  replied  the  other  briefly  and  sternly. 

"  *  Then  M.  le  Citoyen  had  better  land,  for  before  we  reach 
St.  Cloud,  he  will  be  smoked  like  a  Westph&lian  ham.' 

"  *  Take  care,  Jules,'  said  I,  *  the  citizen  may  bo  a  fire-eater — 
some  devil  of  a  fellow  who  spends  lialf  his  days  in  a  shootixig 
gallery.' 

" '  Parbleu^  he  doesn't  look  much  like  a  fire-eater ;  but  perhaps 
monsieur  is  an  editor — an  author  ?.  suggested  Juies^  with  anoth^Bt 
long  puff. 

"  *  Exactly,'  said  I ;  *  he  is  an  author.' 

"*0f  whatP' 

"  *  The  famous  Vogage  a  Saiui  Cloud  par  me/,  ^i  retour  jim 
terre,  taking  notes  for  a  new  edition.' 

"  This  sally  produced  a  roar  of  laughter,  on  which  the  citizen 
suddenly  folded  his  paper  and  prepared  to  rise,  as  we  were  now 
close  to  St.  Cloud. 

"'Don't  forget  to  record,  M.  I'Editeur,  that  last  week  I 
pulled  a  charming  young  girl  out  of  the  river  dose  by.' 

"  *  Trust  you  didn't  pull  her  hair  up  by  the  roots,  Joles,' 
said  one. 

"  *  Or  rumple  her  dress  ?'  said  another. 

"  *  Fie !'  I  exclaimed ;  *  but  you  will  give  us  eadi  a  copy,  M. 
I'Editeur  ?' 

"  *0n  receiving  your  cards,  messieurs,'  replied  the  other  with 
a  grim  smile. 

**  *  Here  is  mine— and  mine — and  mine,'  said  we,  throstiiig 
them  upon  him. 

"  *  And  here  is  mine^  said  he,  presenting  to  Jules  an  embossMi 
card,  on  which  was  engraved  *  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  First  Con- 
sul.' 

"We  remained  as  if  paralysed,  unable  either  to  speak  or 
move;  but  the  justly  incensed  First  Consul,  after  qmttmg  the 
galiote,  which  was  now  moored  alongside  the  quay,  said  to  a 
gentleman  whose  uniform  proclaimed  him  a  general  officer,  and 
who  seemed  to  be  waiting  there, — 

*'  *  Bessi^res,  take  the  swords  of  these  gentlemen,  who  are  to 
be  placed  under  close  arrest,  and  send  the  colonel  of  the  24th 
Qhasseurs  to  me  instantly.' 

*'  His  massive  features  were  pale  as  marble ;  his  kecA  dark 
eyes  shot  forth  a  lurid  glare ;  his  lips  were  compressed  with 
concealed  fury,  and  we  all  trembled  before  the  terrible  glance  of 
this  little  man  in  long  boots.  Ah,  mon  Dieu !  what  a  moment 
it  was !  How  foolisli,  how  triste,  how  crestfallen  we  al} 
looked. 

" '  Your  name,  monsieur  V  said  he  suddenly  to  me. 
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"  *  Eugdne  de  Eibeaupierre/  said  I,  with  a  profound  salate. 

**  'Any  relation  to  the  officer  who  bears  that  name,  and  who 
was  captain-lientenant  in  the  Regiment  de  la  Eere  ?' 

"  *  I  am  his  only  son,  mouseigneur.' 

**  *  That  reply  has  saved  you  and  your  eompanions  from 
degradation  and  imprisonment;  but  still  you  must  be  taught^ 
messieurs,  that  to  protect,  and  not  to  insult  the  citizen,  is  the 
first  duty  of  a  soldier.  To  your  quarters,  messieura,  and  report 
yourselves  under  arrest  until  further  orders  !* 

"  The  authoritative  wave  of  his  hand  was  enough,  and  we 
dlunk  away  with  terrible  forebodings  of  the  future.  A  severe 
reprimand  was  administered  through  Bessi^res ;  but  whether  it 
was  that  our  political  opinions  had  been  uttered  too  freely,  or 
that  the  Fir&t  Ckmsul  had  no  wish  to  see  the  24!th  figure  in  the 
forthcoming  pageant  of  his  eorouatton  as  Emperor,  I  know  not, 
bnt  on  the  day  foUowii^  our  precious  voyage  to  St.  Cloud,  we 
got  our  route  for  Genoa,  so  that  was  my  first  and  last  meeting 
with  our  glorious  Emperor,  whose  name  I  have  made  a  cri  de 
guerre  in  many  a  battle  and  skirmish,  and  for  whom  I  am  ready 
to  die  I"  he  added,  with  genuine  enthusiasm.  "  Sunset !  there 
goes  the  gun  in  Valencia,"  he  exclaimed,  as  the  boom  of  a 
cannon  pealed  through  the  atill  air.  **  The  evening  b  advancing 
monsieur,  and  we  must  part,  unless  you  will  accompany  me  to 
Valencia." 

*'  Impossible  V  said  Quentin. 

*'  I  will  gage  my  word  of  honour  for  your  safety  there  and 
safe-eonduct  to  the  mountains,"  said  he,  as  they  issued  cautiously 
from  the  thicket  upon  the  higkway. 

*'  I  thank  you,  but  I  am  most  anxious  to  complete  my  tasL" 

**  Tres  6ien — ^so  be  it ;  then  we  part  at  yonder  cypress-trees. 
Hok!  what  have  we  here — a  dead  horse — the  charger  of  one 
of  my  men  ?"  exclaimed  Ribeaupierre,  as  they  came  suddenly 
upon  a  cavalry-horse  lying  dead,  with  all  his  housing  and  trap- 
pings on,  by  the  wayside.  "  It  is  the  horse  of  Corporal  Raool, 
Qoe  of  the  three  men  who  fell  in  the  ambnscade — several  bullets 
have  struck  the  poor  nag,  and  it  has  galloped  here  only  to  bleed 
to  death.  Raoul  was  a  devil  of  a  fellow  for  plunder ;  I  know 
that  he  always  carried  something  else  than  pistols  in  his  holsters 
^et  us  see." 

Unbuttoning  the  flaps  of  the  holsters,  Ribeaupierre  drev 
forth  a  pistol  from  each,  and  these,  as  they  were  loaded,  he  re- 
tained ;  but  at  the  bottom  of  one  holster-pipe  he  found  a  canvas 
bag. 

"  Farbleu,  look  here !  Raoul,  poor  devil,  thought  no  doubt  to 
spend  these  among  the  girls  in  Paris.    Plunder^  every  sou  of  it," 
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he  added,  tmnbling  among  the  grass  a  heap  of  gold  moidoia^ 
which  are  Portuguese  coins,  each  worth  twentjr.seven  shillings 
sterling.  '*This  is  Raoul's  share  of  the  sadung  of  Coimbn, 
which  the  Portuguese  permitted  themselves  to  make  socli  a 
hideous  bawling  about.  It  was  the  plunder  of  the  living,  ao 
you  may  as  well  have  a  share  of  it  now  that  it  is  the  spoil  of  the 
dead." 

"Who— IP**  said  Quentin,  hesitating. 

"Takeit— jwtf /o»j^' 

" Can  1  do  so?" 

"  I  should  think  so ;  what— would  you  leave  it  here  to  fall 
into  Spanish  hands,  or  be  buried  with  a  dead  horse?''  said 
Eibeaupierre,  as  he  rapidly  divided  the  mone^r,  which  amounted 
to  one  nundred  and  sixty  pieces  in  all.  '*  'lis  eighty  moidores 
each ;  a  sum  like  that  is  not  to  be  found  often  by  the  wayside." 

He  almost  thrust  his  share  into  Quentin's  pocket,  and  a  few 
minutes  after,  they  bade  each  other  warmly  adieu,  with  little  ex- 
pectation of  ever  meeting  again. 

Kibeaupierre  pursued  bis  way  towards  Valencia  de  Alcantara, 
while,  following  his  direction,  Quentin  proceeded  towards  the 
hills  near  Herreruela,  the  rocky  peaks  of  which  were  yet  gleam- 
ing in  crimson  light,  though  the  sun  had  set. 

He  seemed  still  to  hear  the  pleasant  voice,  and  to  see  the  dark 
and  expressive  face  of  his  recent  companion  as  he  trod  lightly  on, 
clinking  his  moidores,  happy  that  he  was  now  master  of  a  sum 
amounting  to  more  than  a  nundred  pounds  sterling,  which  would 
enable  him  to  repay  his  dear  old  friend  the  quartermaster,  and 
would  amply  supply  his  own  wants  while  on  service,  for  some 
time  at  least. 

It  was  a  remarkable  stroke  of  good  fortune,  and  he  reflected 
that  but  for  his  meeting  with  llibeaupierre,  he  might  have 
passed  without  examining  the  dead  troop-horse  that  lay  by  the 
wayside ;  he  reflected  furtner,  that  but  for  the  turn  taken  happily 
bv  the  episodes  of  the  day,  he  might  have  fallen  into  the  hands 
01  a  French  patrol,  and  been  now,  with  his  despatch,  in  safe 
keeping  within  the  walls  of  Valencia. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE  GUERILLA  HEAD-QUARTERS. 

*  I  made  a  mountain  brook  my  guide, 

Through  a  wild  Spanish  glen, 
And  wandered,  on  its  grassy  side, 

Far  from  the  homes  of  men. 
It  lured  me  with  a  singing  tone, 

And  many  a  sunny  glance, 
To  a  green  spot  of  beauty  lone, 

A  haunt  for  old  romance." — Mus.  Hemavs. 

Save  in  the  west,  where  the  hues  of  crimsoii  and  gold  predomi- 
nated, the  sunset  sky  was  all  of  a  pale  violet.  Thou£:h  the 
mountain  peaks  were  rough  and  barren,  and  the  plains  of  Est  re - 
madura,  long  abandoned  and  for  ages  uncultivated,  were  waste 
and  wild  in  general,  the  road  bj  which  Quentin  proceeded 
towards  Herreruela  lay  through  rich  scenery  and  land  that  was 
fertile. 

The  tall  Indian  com  had  been  reaped,  but  its  Ihick  brown 
stubble  remained.  In  some  places  it  had  too  evidently  been  de-  • 
stroyed  by  fire  to  keep  it  from  the  French,  or  by  them  to  harass 
and  distress  the  Spaniards.  The  olive  and  the  vine  grew  wild 
by  the  wayside ;  the  orange  tree  and  the  leafy  lime,  the  fig,  and 
the  prickly  pear  were  frequently  mingled  in  the  same  place  with 
the  variegated  holly,  while  the  myrtle  and  the  lavender  flower 
loaded  the  au:  with  sweet  perfume. 

Darkness  came  rapidly  on ;  the  reddened  summits  of  the  sierra 
crew  sombre,  the  western  flush  of  light  died  away,  and  ere  long 
Quentin  found  himself  traversing  a  steep  and  gloomy  road,  that 
led  right  into  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 

A  sound  that  came  on  the  night  wind  made  him  pause  and 
listen. 

It  was  the  great  beU  of  Valencia  de  Alcantara — the  same  that 
had  rung  so  joyously  when  the  Christian  cavaliers  of  Salamanca 
defended  the  wild  gorge  through  which  the  Tagus  rolls  at  Al- 
Kantarah  {the  bridge  of  the  Moors) — and  it  was  now  tolling  the 
hour  of  ten. 

Eibeaupierre  was  now  with  his  friends  and  comrades,  doubt- 
less recounting  his  adventures  and  his  escape,  by  the  aid  of  a 
British  soldier.  A  knowledge  of  this  caused  Quentin  some 
anxiety,  lest  among  the  listeners,  there  mi^ht  be  some  who 
had  neither  the  gratitude  nor  the  chivalry  of  the  young  chasseur, 
and  who  might  take  means  to  cut  off  his  return  to  Portugal, 
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for  he  was  now  fully  aware  of  the  risk  he  ran  on  the  Spanish 
side,  and  began  to  sec  something  of  the  snare  into  which  he  had 
fallen. 

As  the  last  stroke  of  the  bell  died  awa^r  on  the  wind,  a  sense 
of  intense  loneliness  came  over  Quentm's  heart;  the  sound 
seemed  to  come  from  a  vast  distance,  and  the  narrow  road  he 
was  traversing  penetrated  into  the  meuntains,  which  seemed  to 
become  darker  and  steeper  on  each  side  <3i  it ;  b«it  there  is  some- 
thing intoxicating  in  the  idea  of  }>eril  to  a  gallant  soul.  It 
kindles  a  glorious  enthusiasm  at  times,  and  tnus  he  marched 
manfully  on  till  a  voice  in  Spanish,  loud,  sonorous,  and  ringing; 
demanded  in  a  military  manner — 

"  Quicn  esta  ahi  ^"  (Who  comes  there  ?) 

"  Genie  depaez**  replied  Quentin,  while  the  rattle  of  a  musket 
&nd  the  dick  of  the  lock  as  it  was  cocked  eame  to  his  eai;  and 
he  saw  the  dark  outline  of  a  human  figure  appear  svddenlj  in 
the  centre  of  the  path. 

"Estere  ahi  (Stay  there),  and  say  from  whence  you  come,**  said 
the  challenger  again. 

Quentin  naturally  paused  before  replying,  as  he  knew  Bot 
by  whom  he  was  confronted,  and  could  only  make  ovt  a  tall 
'figure  wearing  a  slouched  sombrero,  by  the  pale  light  of  the 
stars. 

"Presto— quick!"  continued  the  stranger,  slapping  the  butt 
of  his  musket ;  "  from  whence  come  you  ?** 

"  The  British  cantonments,"  replied  Quentin,  conceiving  the 
truth  to  be  the  wisest  answer  to  a  Spaniard. 

"JBueno/  why  didn't  you  say  so  at  once?"  exclaimed  the 
other;  "but  what  seek  you  here  ?" 

''  I  am  bearer  of  a  despatch  for  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos.  Am 
I  right  in  supposing  you  are  one  of  his  people  ?" 

"  Si,  senor ;  this  is  his  head-quarters.  * 

By  this  time  Quentin  had  come  close  to  the  qucstJoner,  who 
still  kept  h^  bayonet  at  the  charge,  and  who  seemed  to  be  a 
Spanish  peasant,  accoutred  with  crossbelts  and  cartridse-box. 
He  was  posted  on  the  summit  of  a  hastily-constructed  earthwork, 
which  was  formed  across  the  raid  in  a  kind  of  gorse  through 
which  it  passed;  and  there,  too,  were  in  position  tnree  brass 
field -pieces,  French  apparently,  loaded  no  doubt  with  grape  or 
canister  to  sweep  the  steep  and  narrow  approach. 

Beside  them  loung:ed  a  guard  of  some  forty  men  or  so,  muffled 
in  their  cloaks,  smoking  or  sleeping,  but  all  of  whom  sprang  to 
their  feet  and  to  their  weapons  as  Quentin  approached.  He  had 
now  taken  off  his  grey  coat  to  display  his  scarlet  uniform,  and, 
when  one  of  the  guard  held  up  a  lantern  to  take  a  survey  of  him. 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  king's   own   BORDERERS.  279 

loud  yivas  and  mutterings  of  satisfaction  and  welcome  greeted 
Jiim  on  all  sides. 

"  Senors,  where  shall  I  find  Don  Baltasar  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  At  his  quarters  in  the  puebia,  senor.  Lazarillo,  conduct  the 
senor  to  De  Soldas,"  said  one  who  seemed  to  exercise  some 
authority  over  the  rest ;  "  but  I  fear  you  will  find  him  busy  at 
present.  At  what  time  are  those  French  prisoners  to  be  des- 
patclied?" 

"  Midnight,  Senor  Conde,"  replied  he  whom  he  had  named 
Ltazariilo. 

"  It  wants  but  half  an  hour  to  that,"  said  the  guerilla  oflBcer, 
who  was  no  other  than  the  Conde  de  Maciera,  as  he  looked  at 
his  watch ;  and  it  was  with  emotions  of  intense  pleasure  and 
satisfaction  that  Quentin  found  himself  proceeding  towards  the 
mountain  village  which  formed  the  head-quarters  of  the  formid- 
able  guerilla  chief,  and  thus  acting,  as  he  hoped,  the  last  scene  in 
the  task  assigned  him ;  but  he  knew  little  of  the  people  among 
whom  he  was  thrown,  for  in  character  they  are  unlike  all  the  rest 
of  Europe. 

"  Nature  and  the  natives,**  says  a  traveller,  "  have  long  com- 
bined to  isolate  still  more  their  peninsula,  which  is  already  moated  . 
round  by  the  unsocial  sea.  The  Inquisition  all  but  reduced  the 
Spanish  man  to  the  condition  of  a  monk  in  a  wall-enclosed  con- 
vent, by  standing  sentinel  and  keeping  watch  and  ward  against 
the  foreigner  and  his  perilous  novelties.  Spain,  thus  unvisited 
and  unvisiting,  became  arranged  for  Spaniards  onl^,  and  has 
scarcely  required  conveniences  which  are  more  suited  to  the 
curious  wants  of  other  Europeans  and  strangers,  who  here  are 
neither  liked,  wished  for,  or  even  thought  of— natives  who  never 
travel  except  on  compulsion,  and  never  for  amusement — ^why, 
indeed,  should  they?" 

Late  though  the  hour,  the  guerillas,  a  loose  and,  of  course,  dis- 
orderly force  at  all  times,  seemed  all  astir  in  their  quarters.  By 
the  clear  starlight  Quentin  could  see  that  the  street  consisted  of 
humble  cottages  bordering  the  way,  with  red-tiled  roofs,  over 
nearly  every  one  of  which  a  huge  old  knotty  vine  was  strangling. 
At  one  end  rose  a  strong  old  archway,  "  ola,"  Lazarillo  said,  "  as 
tlie  days  of  King  Bomba,"  and  there,  when  the  puebia  had  been 
a  place  of  gj-eater  pretension,  a  gate  had  closed  the  thoroughfare 
by  night. 

Now  there  was  no  barrier  save  a  bank  of  earth  and  rubbish, 
hastily  thrown  up,  and  a  couple  of  field-pieces  mounted  thereon 
seemed  to  hint  the  rigour  with  which  intruders  would  be  prose- 
cuted ;  in  short,  it  prevented  any  sudden  surprise  in  tliat  direction. 
There  were  li.cjlits — pine  torches  or  candles— burning  in  all  the 
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houses,  and,  as  he  passed  the  windows,  Quentin  could  perceive 
the  dark-bearded  faces,  the  striking  figures,  and  varied  costumes 
of  the  guerillas.  Various  groups  of  them  thronged  the  little 
street,  and  a  comj)any  of  them  were  parading,  under  arms,  before 
the  largest  house  in  the  puebla. 

"  That  is  the  posada,  senor,"  said  Quentin's  guide.  "  There 
Don  Baltasar  resides ;  but  we  have  come  too  late  to  speak  with 
him,  at  least  until  his  work  is  done." 

"  His  work,"  repeated  Quentin,  inquiringly ;  "  what  is  about  to 
be  done?" 

"  For  Bios  !  you  shall  soon  see,"  he  replied  with  a  grin,  as  a 
number  of  men  bearing  blazing  pine  torches  issued  from  the  large 
house,  which  the  guide  styled  the  posada,  and,  by  the  united  light 
of  these,  Quentin  was  enabled  to  behold  a  strange,  a  wild^  and 
very  awful  scene. 

As  a  drum  only  half  braced  was  hoarsely  beaten,  the  guerillas 
came  swarming  out  of  the  wayside  cottages  in  hundreds,  and  a 
singularly  savage  but  picturesque  set  of  fellows  they  were.  All 
were  strong  and  hardy  Castilians ;  many  were  exceedingly  hand- 
some both  in  face  and  form,  and  there  was  scarcely  one  among 
them  that  might  not  have  served  as  a  model  for  a  seulptor  or  a 
study  for  an  artist. 

Their  Spanish  peasant  costumes,  in  some  instances,  were  sombre 
and  tattered,  in  others  new  and  gay ;  the  jackets,  olive  or  claret 
colour,  being  gaudily  embroidered,  and  worn  over  the  scarlet  or 
yellow  sashes  which  ghrt  the  short,  loose  trousers.  Manv  were 
bare-legged  and  bare-footed,  and  many  wore  long  leather  abarcas. 
Not  a  few  wore  fanciful  uniforms  of  all  colours,  among  which 
Quentin  recognised  the  brown  coats  of  the  Spanish  line,  and  a  few 
scarlet,  which  had  no  doubt  been  stripped  from  the  dead  at 
Roleia  and  Vimiera,  as  they  seemed  to  have  belonged  to  the  29th 
regiment,  and  the  Argyleshire  Highlanders. 

Most  of  them  wore  the  native  sombreros ;  many  had  their  coal- 
black  locks  gathered  in  a  net  of  scarlet  twine,  or  oound  by  a  large 
yellow  handkerchief,  the  fringed  end  of  which  floated  on  the  left 
shoulder,  while  others  sported  regimental  shakos  and  staff  cocked- 
hats.  All  were  armed  with  long  Spanish  guns,  sabres,  pistols, 
and  daggers,  and  all  nearly  were  cross- belted  with  cartridge-box 
and  bayonet. 

In  one  or  two  instances  the  closely- shaven  chin  and  the  ton- 
sure, but  ill-concealed  by  the  half- grown  hair,  indicated  the  un- 
frocked friar,  who  had  taken  up  arms  inspired  by  patriotism  or 
revenge  against  the  destroyers  of  convents,  or  it  might  be  to 
have  a  turn  once  more  in  the  world,  while  the  state  of  Spain 
loosed  all  ties,  divine  as  well  as  human. 
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Half  hidden  in  the  shadow  of  the  starlight  night,  and  half 
thrown  forward  into  the  strong  red  glare  of  the  upheld  pin& 
torches  that  streamed  in  the  wind,  the  figures  of  those  in  the 
foreground  and  those  flitting  about  in  the  rear — ^the  varied  colours 
of  their  customs,  their  black  beards  and  glittering  eyes,  their 
flashing  weapons,  together  with  the  rude  mountain  village,  with 
its  old  and  time-worn  archway,  made  altogether  a  strangely  wild 
and  picturesque  scene. 

But  its  darker  and  more  terrible  features  are  yet  to  be  de- 
scribed. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

A  EEPRISAL. 

"  Proud  of  the  fovours  mighty  Jove  Ioaa  shown. 
On  certain  dangers  we  too  rashly  run; 
If  *tis  His  will  our  haughty  foes  to  tame, 
Oh,  may  this  instant  end  the  Grecian  name ! 
Here  far  from  Argos  let  their  heroes  fall. 
And  one  great  day  destroy  and  bury  all !" — Iliad  xiii. 

Quentin's  nerves  received  something  like  an  electric  shocL 
when,  on  proceeding  a  little  further  forward,  he  saw  a  line  con- 
sisting of  sixteen  poor  French  prisoners,  partly  bound  by  ropes„ 
standmg  in  front  of  the  rudely-formed  rampart  which  closed  up 
the  archwav,  and  in  front  of  them  were  four  large  pits,  whose 
appalling  shape  and  aspect  left  no  doubt  that  they  were  to  be  the 

Eremature  graves  of  the  unfortunate  men  wlio  now  stood  in 
ealth  and  strength  beside  them. 

Those  sixteen  persons  were  of  various  ranks,  as  four  at  least 
seemed  by  their  silver  epaulettes  to  be  officers,  and  medals  and 
crosses  guttered  on  the  breasts  of  several.  Their  uniform  was 
dark  blue,  lapelled  with  red,  and  all  the  privates  wore  lar^e 
shoulder-knots  of  scarlet  worsted.  They  were  all  French  in- 
fantiy  men,  taken  in  some  recent  skirmish.  Bareheaded,  they 
stood  a  sad-looking  line,  and  in  their  pale  but  war-bronzed  faces, 
on  which  the  flickering  glare  of  the  torches  fell  with  weird  and/ 
wavering  gleams,  there  seemed  to  be  no  ray  of  hope  for  mercy 
or  reprieve  at  the  hands  of  their  captors,  who  were  about  to 
sacrifice  them  in  the  horrid  spirit  of  reprisal  which  then  existed 
between  the  Spanish  guerillas  and  the  Irench  invaders. 

"  Good  heavens !"  said  Quentin,  in  an  agitated  whisper ;  "  are . 
these  men  about  to  be  shot  ?" 

**  Si,  senor — every  one  of  them  !** 

"For  what  reason?" 
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"Being  on  the  wron^  side  of  the  Pyrenees,"  r^ied  the 
Spaniard,  with  a  cruel  gnn. 

**  Shot^ — and  without  mercy  P" 

"Prccisdy  so,  senor.'* 

"By  whose  order?" 
^  *'  One  who  does  not  like  Ids  orders  questioned— Don  Baltasar 
de  Saldos." 

"  Is  he  capable  of  such  an  act  ?*' 

"Capable I  Santiago!  The  French  have  made  his  heart  as 
bard  as  if  it  had  been  dipped  in  the  well  of  Estremoz  (beyond 
the  mountains),  which  turns  everything  to  flint^r  rock." 

As  if  to  enhance  the  torture  of  their  anticipated  doom,  the 
Spaniards  went  slowly  and  deliberatelv  about  the  selection  of  a 
firing  party,  which  consisted  of  no  less  than  sixty  men,  who 
loaded  in  a  very  irregular  manner,  and,  as  their  steel  ramrods 
flashed  in  the  tordi4ight  and  went  home  with  a  dx^  thud  on  the 
ball  cartridges,  a  thrill  seemed  to  pass  through  the  prisoners. 

One,  a  gnm-visaged  and  grey-moustached  old  captain  of  grena- 
diers, folded  his  arms,  shru^ed  his  shoulders,  and  smiled  in  scorn 
and  defiance.  Doubtless,  since  the  fall  of  the  Bastile  and  the 
days  of  the  barricades,  he  had  seen  human  lives  lavished  with  a 
recklessness  that  hardened  him ;  but  there  was  another  officer 
who  covered  his  face  with  his  handkerchief  and  wept;  not  in 
cowardice,  for  his  gallant  breast  was  covered- with  the  medals 
of  many  an  honourable  field;  but  perhaps  his  heart  at  that 
moment  was  far  away  with  his  wife  and  little  ones  in  some  snnnj 
vale  of  Languedoc,  or  by  the  banks  of  the  silvery  Garonne. 

Some  had  their  teeth  clenched,  and  their  eyes  wearing  a  wild 
glare  of  hate,  of  fear,  and  defiance  mingled ;  some  there  were 
who  seemed  scarcely  conscious  of  the  awful  doom  prepared  for 
them,  and  some  glanced  wistfully  and  fearfully  at  the  newly- 
dug  pits  which  were  to  receive  them  when  all  was  over. 

Some  were  occupied  by  external  objects,  and  the  eyes  of  one 
followed  earnestly  the  course  of  a  falling  star  of  great  beauty 
and  brilliance,  which  vanished  behind  the  hills  of  Aiouquerque. 

A  guerilla,  clad  in  somewhat  tattered  black  velvet,  now  took 
off  his  sombrero,  and  in  doing  so,  displayed,  by  a  pretty  plain 
tonsure,  that  he  was  an  unfrocked  or  degraded  priest ;  but  now 
inspired  b^  something  of  his  former  holy  office,  he  held  up  a 
small  crucifix,  and  exclaimed— 

"Prenchmen,  if  any  man  among  you  is  a  true  son  of  the 
Church,  I  pray  God  and  the  Blessed  Madonna  to  receive  him, 
and  have  mercy  on  his  soul !" 

"That  is  the  Padre  Trevino,  our  second  in  command," 
whispered  Lazarillo ;  "  and  he  is  the  best  shot  among  us." 
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As  Treyino  spoke,  the  sixteen  prisoners  and  all  the  onlookers, 
crossed  themselves  very  devoutly.  Some  of  the  doomed  closed 
their  eyes,  and  by  their  muttering,  seemed  to  be  praying  very 
-earnestly.  Intensity  of  emotion  seemed  to  render  tnem  afi  more 
-or  less  athirst,  as  they  were  seen  to  moisten  their  pale  lips  with 
their  tongues. 

The  stem  grey-haired  captain  on  the  right  alone  seemed  un- 
moved ;  he  had  neither  a  prayer  to  give  to  Heaven  or  to  earth, 
and  thus  stood  gazing  stonily  and  grimly  at  his  destroyers. 

"  On  your  knees,  senors !  on  your  knees !"  said  Trevino. 

*' Never  to  Spaniards !"  replied  the  old  captain. 

"Are  they  really  in  earnest,  M.  le  Capitaine?"  asked  the 
prisoner  next  him,  a  mere  youth. 

"  Earnest — ma  foi !    I  snould  think  so,  Louis." 

"Ah,  mon  Dieu— to  be  shot  thus— it  is  terrible!"  he  ex- 
« claimed,  in  a  piercing  voice. 

•*0n  your  knees.  Frenchmen,"  repeated  the  militant  friar, 
"not  to  us,  but  to  God  r 

**  To  the  blessed  Grod,  then,"  said  the  old  captain ;  "  kneel, 
comrades;  *tis  the  last  word  of  command  you  will  ever  hear 
from  me." 

They  all  knelt^  and  now  the  firing  party  came  forward  three 
.paces — 

'  —  «  a  deat]i>deterxnmed  band, 
HeQ  in  their  face  and  korror  in  their  hand." 

And  forming  line  about  twenty  paces  from  the  prisoners, 
shouldered  arms.  Then  Quentin  felt  his  excited  heart  beating 
painfuUy  in  his  breast,  and  he  held  his  breath  as  if  suffocating. 
From  the  ^loulder  the  muskets  wei«  cast  to  the  "ready,"  and 
then  followed  the  terriWe  clickinff  of  the  sixty  lodcs^  a  sound 
t^t  made  the  youngest  victim,  who  had  been  named  Louis,  a 
fjEor-haired  lad  (some  poor  conscript,  torn  from  his  mother's  arms, 
perhaps),  to  shudder  very  perceptibly  and  close  his  eyes ;  and 
BOW  came  the  three  fatal  atnd  ftml  wovds  of  command  from  the 
'  TOifrocked  friar. 

"  Camaradas,  prepwen  las  armas  !" 

"  Apunten !" 

T"  Vive  la  France  \  Vive  FEmpercur !"  cried  the  old  captain, 
-denantly.) 

"FuEGor 

The  stra^ling  volley  of  musketry  iM^oke  like  a  thunder  peal 
'  upon  the  silence  of  the  night,  and  echoed  with  a  hundred  re- 
verberations among  the  mountains,  till  it  was  heard,  perhaps, 
^hj  the  sentinels  in  Valencia.    Red  blood  spirted  from  the  wounds 
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of  the  victims,  some  of  whom  leaped  wildly  up  and  fell  heavily 
on  the  ground.  The  grey  smoke  rolled  over  them  in  the  torco- 
light,  and  when  it  was  hfted  upward  like  a  vapoury  curtain  by 
the  midnight  wind,  Quentin  could  see  the  sixteen  hapless  Erenck* 
men  all  lying  upon  the  earth.  Six  were  screammg  in  agony, 
imploring  the  Spaniards  to  end  it — ^to  finish  the  vile  work  the^ 
had  begun— writhing  in  blood  and  beating  the  ground  with  their 
heels ,  but  then  there  were  ten,  who,  alas !  lay  still  enough,  with 
red  currents  streaming  from  the  wounds  in  their  yet  quivering 
corpses. 

Half  killed  and  ^ping  painfully,  the  old  French  captain 
struggled  into  a  sittmg  posture,  but  fell  back  again,  as  another 
volley  poured  in  at  ten  paces  ended  the  butchery. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  they  were  stripped,  even  to  their  boots, 
and  flung  quite  nude  and  scarceljr  cold  into  the  pits  at  the  foot 
of  the  breastwork,  four  being  cast  into  each* 

In  the  pocket  of  the  poor  omcer  who  had  wept  there  was  found  a 
lady's  miniature,  and  three  locks  of  fair  hair  that  had  evidently 
belonged  to  little  children.  The  loose  earth  was  heaped  over 
the  dead,  the  torches  were  extinguished,  and,  like  a  dissolving 
view  or  some  horrible  phantasmagoria,  the  whole  affair  passed 
away  and  was  over. 

In  the  horror  excited  by  the  scene  and  all  ife  details,  Quentin 
forgot  his  mission,  his  despatch,  almost  his.  own  identity ;  a 
sickness  and  giddiness  came  over  him,  till  lie  was  roused  by 
the  voice  of  Lazarillo,  his  guide,  who  said  in  the  most  matter-of- 
fact  way — 

"  Follow  me,  senor — perhaps  Don  Baltasar  can  receive  you 
now." 

The  house  to  which  he  was  conducted  was  the  most  important 
in  the  place,  and  had  been  for  ages  its  chief  posada  or  caravan- 
serie,  where  the  muleteers  passing  between  Oporto,  Lisbon,  and 
the  southern  and  eastern  provinces  of  Spain,  had  been  wont  to 
halt  and  refresh.  It  is  saia  to  have  been  for  a  time  the  residence 
of  the  Scoto-Spaniard  Don  lago  Stuart,  who,  with  the  Sabrina 
and  Ceres,  two  Spanish  frigates,  fought  Lord  Nelson  for  three 
hours  in  the  Mediterranean,  in  1796,  with  the  loss  of  one  hundred 
and  sixty  men. 

The  under  story  was  appropriated  to  the  stabling  of  horses, 
mules,  and  burros,  and  from  thence  a  rickety  woooen  stair  led 
to  the  upper  floor,  the  walls  of  which  were  cleanly  whitewashed, 
and  the  floors  covered,  not  with  carpets,  which  in  Spain  would 
soon  become  intolerable  with  insects,  but  with  thin  matting  made 
of  the  esparto  grass  or  wild  rush. 

Military  arms  and  household  utensils  were  hung  upon  tba 
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walls  or  placed  on  the  wooden  shelves ;  the  stiif -backed  chairs 
and  sofas  were  already  occupied  by  some  of  the  before-mentioned 

Eicturesqne  and  motley  actors  in  the  late  scene,  and  a  large 
ranch  candlestick,  that  whilom  had  evidently  figured  on  the  altar 
of  some  stately  church,  with  its  cluster  of  sputtering  candles, 
gave  light  to  the  long  apartment,  and  enabled  Quentin  to  examine 
it,  and  to  see  seated  at  the  upper  end,  a  man  in  a  kind  of  uniform, 
writing,  occasionally  consulting  an  old  and  coarsely  engraved 
map  of  Alentejo,  and  referring  from  time  to  time  to  the  Padre 
Trevino  and  others,  who  leaned  on  their  muskets,  and  who, 
lounging  and'  laughing,  smoked  their  cigaritos  about  his  chair. 

This  personage  wore  a  black,  velvet  jacket  fancifully  em- 
broiderea  with  silver ;  a  pair  of  British  light  Infantry  wings, 
also  of  silver,  probably  stripped  from  some  poor  29th  man  wno 
fell  at  Bx)leia,  were  on  his  shoulders.  He  wore  a  gorgeous 
Spanish  sash,  with  a  buff  cavalry  waist-belt  and  heavy  Toledo 
sabre  in  a  steel  scabbard.  His  sombrero,  adorned  by  a  gold 
band  and  large  scarlet  plume,  was  stuck  very  much  on  one  side 
of  his  head,  as  if  he  were  somewhat  of  a  dandj ;  but  underneath 
it  was  tied  a  handkerchief,  deeply  saturated  with  the  blood  of  a 
recent  wound. 

"  Senor  Don  Baltasar,"  said  Lazarillo  very  respectfully,  **  a 
messenger  from  the  British  cantonments  on  the  frontier." 

He  of  the  silver  wings  and  Toledo  sabre  looked  up,  and 
Quentin  was  thunderstruck  on  finding  himself  face  to  face  with 
the  stranger  of  the  wayside  well,  the  same  personage  from  whom 
he  had  rescued  Eugene  de  Ribeaupierre,  and  whom  he  had 
stunned  like  an  ox  by  a  blow  of  the  cajado ! 


CHAPTER  L. 

BON  BALTASAB,  D£  SALDOS. 

"We  must  not  fail,  we  must  not  fail. 

However  fraud  or  force  assiul; 

By  honour,  pride,  or  policy. 

By  Heaven  itself!  we  must  be  free. 

We  spumed  the  thought,  our  prison  burst. 

And  dared  the  despot  to  the  worst : 

Beuewed  the  strife  of  centuries. 

And  flung  our  banner  to  the  breeze." — ^Davis. 

A  STABT  of  extreme  astonishment  deepening  into  a  black  scowl, 
iihich  anon  changed  to  something  of  a  scornful  smile  in  the 
Spaniards  sallow  visage,  was  Quentin  Kennedy's  first  greeting 
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from  the  guerilla  chief,  who  then  bowed  hanghtilj,  and  said 
with  an  unpleasant  emphasis — 

"  Oho,  senor ;  so  you  are  the  messenger !  Santos — why  didn't 
you  tell  me  your  errand  on  the  day  we  met  by  the  cross  of 
king  AJphonso  ?  You  would  thus  have  saved  yourself  a  devil 
of  a  journey  and  me  this  knock  on  the  head." 

"  it  would  have  been  unwise  to  reveal  my  mission  to  the  first 
stranger  I  met ;  I  deplore  the  result  of  our  second  interview, 
senor;  but  I  would  not  stand  by  and  see  an  unarmed  man 
killed  without  interfering." 

"  A  Frenchman !"  said  Baltasar  with  intense  scorn. 

**  Maledito,"  said  the  Padre  Trevino,  a  man  with  a  pair  of  quiet 
and  deeply  set,  but  the  most  treacherous  looking  dai^  eyes  that 
ever  glanced  out  of  a  human  head.  '*  Maledito  !*'  he  repeiU^ 
while  playing  with  the  knife  in  his  sash,  '*  so  this  is  the  fellow 
who  wounded  you  and  rescued  the  French  officer  f " 

**  Yes,  Padre ;  but  that  is  my  affair,  not  yours,"  said  Baltasar^ 
haughtily. 

"  And  jotir  precious  Frenchman— you  conduted  him  no  doubt 
to  Valencia  ?*'  said  the  Padre,  anxious  apparently  to  make  mis- 
chief. 

"  I  left  him  very  near  it — indeed,  he  was  my  guide  part  of  the 
way  here,**  replied  Quentin  with  composure. 

"Very  accommodating  of  him  certainly,"  said  Baltasar,  in 
whose  face  the  scowl  returned ;  it  was  evident,  apart  fh)m  hi» 
indignation  at  Quentin,  that  he  had  found  some  of  the  towng 
eggs,  the  legends  on  which  foretold  the  early  abandonment  of  the 
entire  Peninsula  by  the  British,  for  his  mind  was  fall  of  ill-con- 
cealed an^er  and  apprehension.  "You  see  now,  senor,**  he 
resumed  with  a  malevolent  grimace,  "  vou  see  now  that  the  spit 
has  become  a  sword,  and  the  sword  only  a  spit.  Por  vida  del 
demonio !  but  Don  Tomaso  Yriarte  was  right  after  all,  for  we  '. 
must  never  take  men  or  things  for  what  they  may  appear.** 

While  Quentin  was  ponoering  what  reply  to  make  to  this 
strange  speech,  a  drop  of  blood  fell  from  the  wound  in  Baltasar 's 
head,  and  made  a  large  scarlet  spot  on  the  open  map  of  Alentejo. 
On  seeing  this  the  eyes  of  the  Spaniard  flashed  fire,  his  nostnls 
seemed  to  dilate,  and  striking  the  table  with  the  haft  of  lus 
dagger,  he  exclaimed— 

"But  that  the  fact  of  shooting  the  bearer  of  a  British  des- 
patch—a messenger  of  Don  Juan  Hope,  as  Lazarillo  says  you 
are — might  compromise  me  with  the  Junta  of  Castile  as  wefl 
as  with  your  general,  and  thus  injure  the  budding  Spanish 
oause,  by  the  Hol^  Face  of  Jaen !  I  would  send  you  to  keep  com- 
pany with  those  sixteen  dogs  whom  Trevino  shot  to-night  !*' 
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*'  Senor,  I  was  innocent  of  intending  evil  against  you^^  orged 
poor  Quentin. 

**  And  this  d.espatch  which  you  bring,  if  it  be  as  my  soul 
forbodes,  a  notificatian  that  I  am  only  to  cover  the  retreat  of 
the  British  when  falling  back  upon  Lisbon  and  the  sea,  then 
say  over  any  prayer  your  heretic  mother  may  have  taught  you,. 
for  you,  Inglese,  shall  not  see  the  sun  of  to-morrow  rise.  I 
never  forgive  an  insult— a  word  or  a  blow ! 

Though  Quentin  had  been  told  at  Portalegre  somewliat  of  the 
contents  of  the  despatch,  he  knew  so  little  of  the  great  game  of 
war  and  politics  about  to  be  played  in  Spain  that  his  mmd  mis- 
gave him,  and  he  trembled  in  his  heart  lest  the  treasured  paper 
which  he  now  banded  to  this  ferocious  Spaniard,  might  indeed 
prove  his  death-warrant,  and  seal  his  doom !  He  thought  of  his 
pistols,  and  cast  a  elance  around  him — escape  was  hopeless,  and 
a  cruel  smile  wreathed  the  thin  wicked  lips  of  the  Padre  Trevino. 
Baltasar  tore  open  the  long  official  sheet  of  paper,  and  when 
his  piercing  eyes  had  run  rapiolv  over  the  contents,  to  Quentin's 
great  relief  of  mind,  a  smile  that  was  almost  pleasant  spread 
over  his  sallow  visage,  like  sunshine  on  a  lake. 

"Hombres,"  he  exclaimed  to  those  around  him,  "  listen  t 
There  are  none  here  but  true  Castilians,  so  all  may  share  my 
joy.  On  the  second  day  of  the  ensuing  November,  the  first 
division  of  the  British  army  which  is  to  rescue  Spain  will  enter 
Castile  by  the  Badajoz  road,  led  by  Sir  John  Hope,  whose  ad- 
vance we  are  to  cover  by  a  collateral  movement  along  the 
mountains  by  the  hill  of  Albuera.  Long  live  Ferdinand  the 
Seventh  1" 
"  Viva  el  Rey  de  Espana  f* 
**  Viva  el  nombre  de  Jesus !" 

Such  were  the  kind  of  shouts  that  were  raised  bv  a  hundred 
voices,  while  sundry  faces,  erewhile  darkened  by  hostile  and 
suspicious  scowls,  were  now  wreathed  with  broad  smiles,  and 
majjy  a  battered  sombrero  and  greasy  bandanna  were  flourished 
'  aloft,  while  to  the  triumphant  vivas  the  musket-butts  clattered 
an  accompaniment  on  the  esparto-covered  floor;  and  many 
a  somewhat  dingy  hand  shook  Quentin's  with  energy,  while,  in 
token  of  friendship  and  alliance,  wine,  oigaritos,  and  tobacco 
pouches  were  proffered  him  on  all  sides. 

When  the  hubbub  was  somewhat  over,  Quentin  (with  some 
anxiety  for  his  departure,  as  the  atmosphere  of  the  guerilla  head- 
quarters seemed  a  dangerous  one)  said  to  the  chief — 

"Don  Baltasar,  my  orders  were  and  my  most  earnest  wishes- 
are  to  join  my  regiment  at  Fortal^e,  so  I  should  wish  to  set  out 
by  daybreak  to-morrow," 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


288  THE  king's  owk  bobdebers. 

"But  tbe  army  will  soon  be  adyancing — why  not  remain  witli 
tiB  till  it  comes  up  P" 

"  Impossible !  said  Quentin,  whose  heart  sank  at  the  sug- 
gestion. 

"  Perhaps  you  think  that  you  have  seen  enough  of  us ;  but  in 
a  war  of  independence,  the  invaded  must  not  be  too  tender- 
hearted." 

"Nay,  senor;  but  if  it  would  please  you  to  give  me  to-nigbt 
your  reply  to  the  general  commanding  our  division,  it  would 
favour  me  greatly." 

This  simple  question  seemed  to  raise  some  undefinable  suspi- 
cion, or  recall  something  unpleasant  to  the  Spaniard's  mind,  for, 
knitting  his  thick  black  brows  over  his  deeply-set  and  lynx-like 
«jes,  he  regarded  Quentin  with  a  steady  scrutiny,  and  said  : 

*'  You  are  not  an  officer,  it  would  seem  ?  (How  often  had  this 
remark  stung  poor  Quentin.)  You  have  no  sash,  gorget,  or 
epaulettes  ?" 

"No,  senor/*  replied  Quentin,  with  a  sigh;  "I  have  not  the 
good  fortune." 

"  What  are  you  then — ^a  simple  soldado  P" 
"Senor,"  replied  Quentin,   with  growing  irritation,  for,  in 
truth,  he  was  very  weary  of  his  long  days*  journey,  and  its  ex- 
citing episodes;  "the  letter  you  have  just  read,  I  believe,  tells 
you  what  you  require  to  know." 
"  Santos !  you  are  a  bold  fellow  to  bear  yourself  thus  to  me." 
"  I  am  a  British  soldier  on  military  duty,"  replied  Quentin, 
loftily,  as  he  saw  that  hardihood  was  the  only  quality  appreciated 
by  his  new  acquaintances. 

"  What  is  this  P    You  are  styled,  voluntario  del  Regimiento 
Viente  y  Cinco — Fronteros  del  Uey — is  that  it  ?" 
"  A  volunteer  of  the  King's  Own  Borderers — yes." 
"  An  English  cor^s,  of  course,  by  your  uniform  ?"  remarked 
Baltasar,  while  twisting  up  a  cigarito. 
"No,  senor." 

"  Maledito — what  then  P"  he  asked,  pausing,  as  he  lit  it. 
"  Escotos." 

"  Demonio  !  I  saw  them  at  Vimiera,  and  thought  all  the  Escotos 
were  bare-legged,  and  wore  Biscayner's  bonnets  with  great  plumes. 
But  you  shailhave  the  answer  you  wish  this  instant.  I  am  not 
a  man  for  delay." 

"  A  guide  also,  senor,  will  be  necessary,  so  that  I  may  avoid 
the  French  patrols." 

"  You  made  your  way  here  without  one,"  said  the  Spaniard, 
with  one  of  his  keen  and  suspicious  glances ;  "  moreover,  I  sap- 
pose  you  are  not  without  at  least  one  French  friend  in  Valencia; 

Digitized  by  VjW^^VIV^ 


THE   king's   own   BORDERERS.  28^ 

but  a  guide  jrou  shall  have,  if  we  can  spare  one,"  he  added, 
dipping  a  pen  in  an  ink-horn,  and,  drawing  oefore  him  a  sheet  of 
paper,  he  wrote  hastily  the  following  brief  despatch,  for  Ei 
Estudiente,  as  he  was  sometimes  named,  had  been  well  educated 
by  his  father,  a  professor  at  the  University  of  Salamanca. 

"  Senok  General, — I  have  had  the  high  honour  of  receiving 
your  despatch  announcing  the  day  of  your  march  into  Castile, 
and,  with  the  help  of  God,  Madonna,  and  the  saints,  I  shall  be  in 
motion  at  the  same  time  towards  the  hill  of  Albuera,  with  my 
guerilla  force,  now  two  thousand  strong,  with  five  12-pounders, 
to  cover  your  flank,  if  necessary,  from  the  cavalry  of  Ribeau- 
pierre,  who  occupy  all  the  district  in  and  about  Valencia.  With 
the  most  profound  esteem,  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  illustrious 
Senor  and  General,  &c.  &c. — 

"Baltasar  de  Saldos  t  Salamanca." 

While  addressing  this  letter,  which  he  handed  to  Quentin,  he 
turned  to  the  Padre  Trevino,  who  had  stood  all  the  while  leaning 
on  his  long  musket,  and  said,  with  a  sombre  expression  on  his 
dark  face : — 

"  Padre,  now  that  I  have  a  moment  to  spare,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
learn  how  your  plan  for  ridding  us  of  General  de  Eibeaupierre 
has  failed,  and  what  has  become  of  your  remarkably  luxuriant 
beard  and  whiskers,  which  were  ample  enough  to  have  frightened 
Murillo  himself?    You  are  now  shaven  as  bare " 

"  As  when  I  threw  my  gown  and  sandals  over  the  Domimcan 
gate  at  Salamanca,"  interrupted  the  ex-friar,  with  a  grin. 

"Exactly  so." 

"Well,  Baltasar,  amlffo  mio,  when  I  entered  Valencia  this 
morning,  I  had,  as  you  know,  a  goodly  natural  crop  of  black 
beard  and  whiskers,  with  a  wig  that  for  length  of  matted  locks 
rivalled  those  of  Lazarillo  here.  Over  these  1  had  a  high-crowned 
sombrero,  with  a  tricoloured  cockade,  emblematical  of  my  zealous 
loyalty  to  Joseph,  the  Corsican.  Clad  in  an  old  brown  mantle,  I 
assumed  the  character  of  a  poor,  meek  man,  the  bearer  of  a 
petition  to  the  French  general,  De  Ribcaupierre,  whom  I  meant 
to  stab  to  the  heart  as  ne  read  it — ay,  por  Dios  !  though  sur- 
rounded by  all  his  staff  and  quarter^^uard,  for  I  was  well  mounted, 
and  they  never  would  have  overtaken  or  stopped  me,  save  by 
closing  the  city  gate. 

"I  reached  the  head-quarters  just  as  the  whole  staff  were 
turning  out,  for  tidings  had  come  that  the  guerillas  of  that  devil 
of  a  fellow  Baltasar  the  Sahstmanqumo,  had  cut  off  a  cavalry 
patrol,  and  shot  the  general's  only  son,  a  lieutenant  of  chasseurs. 
The  excitement  was  great  in  the  garrison,  where  there  was  suob 
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mounting  and  spurring,  dramming  and  so  f(M:th,  that  I  was  almost 
unheeded,  while  noisify  importuning  the  staff-officers  that  I  had 
•a  petition  for  the  general. 

**  *  Here,  Spaniard,  give  it  to  me/  said  one  who  was  covered 
with  orders,  pausing,  as  with  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  he  was  just 
^bout  to  mount  his  norse. 

"I  measured  him  with  a  glance — ^I  looked  stealthily  all  round 
me  to  see  that  the  streets  were  clear  for  a  start,  as  no  opened 
my  petition  and  read  it. 

"  I  drew  closer;  the  red  cloud  I  have  seemed  to  see  on  former 
occasions,  came  before  my  eyes ;  mjr  heart  beat  wildly,  my  hand, 
hot  and  feverish,  was  on  my  knife.  Another  moment  it  was 
buried  in  bis  heart,  and  1  was  spurring  along  the  street  towards 
the  southern  gate,  which  I  reached  only  to  find  it  shut  !*' 

"A  thousand  devils  !"  said  Baltasar. 

**  For  Baccho  ! '*  muttered  the  listeners,  with  their  eyes 
dilated. 

Dismounting,  I  quitted  my  horse,  rushed  down  an  alley,  where 
I  saw  the  door  of  a  bodega  open,  and  plunged  down  into  it  un- 
seen, scrambled  over  the  borrachio  skins  into  a  dark  comer  and 
crept  behind  a  heap  of  them.  There  I  lay  panting  and  breath- 
less, dreading  the  proprietor  (but  he  had  been  hanged  that 
morning  as  a  spy),  and  also  the  French,  armed  parties  of  whom 
passed  and  repassed,  swearing  and  threatening ;  and  from  what  they 
^aid,  I  learned  that  I  had  not  killed  the  genend " 

''Not  killed  himP  what  the  devil.  Padre!— I  thought  you 
always  struck  home !" 

"  So  I  do,  and  so  I  did,  but  the  knife  had  reached  only  the 
Jieart  of  his  military  secretary.'* 

"  Well,  then,  His  one  more  Erenchman  gone  the  downward 
road,  the  way  we  hope  to  send  them  all.    And  you '' 

**  I  lay  for  some  time  in  the  cool  wine  vault,  among  the  cobwebs 
and  dirty  borrachio  skins.  One  of  them — for  the  temptation  was 
too  great — I  pierced  with  my  yet  bloody  knife,  and  a  lone,  long 
draught  of  the  vino  de  Aucante,  cold,  dry,  mellow,  debciousb 
golden-coloured ** 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Bravo,  Padre  Trevino  !"  chorussed  all  the  laud- 
ing listeners,  as  they  clattered  away  with  their  musket-butts  in 
applause  of  his  attocious  narrative. 

"  Thou  wert  revived,  no  doubt  ?"  said  Baltasar,  impatiently. 

"  Amigo  mio,  I  should  think  so ;  it  brightened  my  intellects ; 
it  gave  me  new  ideas — I  drew  inspiration  from  that  beloved  b<»- 
rachio  skin.  I  cast  away  my  ample  wig,  drew  from  my  wallet 
having  apparatus,  and  in  a  thrice  I  was  shaven  to  the  eyes,  as 
jou  see  me.    Abandoning  my  cloak,  I  concealed  my  dagger  in 
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my  left  sleeve,  took  a  wine  skin  under  my  arm,  and  walking  de- 
liberately to  the  officer  in  command  of  the  ffuard  at  the  south 
gate,  offered  the  wine  for  sale  at  half  its  v3ue,  seeming  to  all 
appearance  a  very  quiet  citizen,  anxious  in  these  hard  times  to  do 
a  little  business,  even  with  the  enemy.  He  took  the  skin  from 
me,  bid  me  go  to  the  devil  for  payment ;  the  sentinel  opened  the 
wicket,  and  I  was  thrust  out  of  Valencia— the  very  thing  I 
wanted.  I  said  nothing  about  my  poor  wife  or  starving  little 
ones,  lest  their  hearts  might  relent,  but  turned  my  face  to  the 
mountains,  and  I  am  here.'* 

This  savage  story  met,  we  have  said,  with  great  applause,  and 
Quentin,  after  the  scene  he  had  witnessed  in  the  street  of  the 
puebla,  felt  no  surprise  that  it  did  so ;  but  his  horror  of  the 
Padre  was  great,  and  he  felt  his  repugnance  for  the  guerillas 
increase  every  moment. 

Policy  and  necessity  forced  him  to  dissemble;  yet,  in  that 
mountain  vUlage  there  seemed  such  an  atmosphere  of  blood,  dis- 
honourable warfare,  and  patriotism,  gone  mad,  that  he  longed 
intensely  to  be  out  of  it,  and  once  again  in  the  more  congenial 
and  civilized  society  he  had  left. 

"  Supper,  senor,"  said  Don  Baltasar,  rising  from  the  table  and 
gathering  up  his  papers ;  "  let  us  rest  now,  for  you  must  be  weary, 
and  in  truth  so  am  I ;  and  then  to  bed,  for  the  hour  is  late,  and 
we  have  both  work  to  do  upon  the  morrow.  Trevino,  who  has  the 
quarter-guard  ?" 

"  El  Conde  de  Maciera,  senor,"  replied  the  Padre. 

"  Good — ^not  a  bat  will  stir  between  this  and  Valencia  without 
his  Bearing  of  it.  This  way,  then,"  added  Baltasar,  ushering 
them  into  an  inner  apartment,  where  a  very  different  face  from 
any  Quentin  had  yet  seen  in  the  Peninsula  shed  a  light  upon  the 


CHAPTER  LI. 

DONNA     ISIDORA. 

**  She  sung  of  love — while  o'er  her  lyre 

The  rosy  rays  of  evenine  fell, 
As  if  to  feed  with  their  soft  tire 

The  soul  within  that  trembling  shelL 
The  same  rich  Ught  hung  o'er  her  cheek. 

And  played  around  those  lips  that  sung, 
And  spoke  as  flowers  would  sing  and  sp^ik, 

If  love  could  lend  their  leaves  a  tongue." — MooBB*. 

Unplea-Sant  though  his  new  acquaintances  were  in  many  ways, 
Quentin  felt  a  certain  sense  of  lofty  satisfaction  that  he  was  a 
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successful  though  humble  actor  in  the  great  European  drama. 
His  mission  was  achieved !  The  junction  with  the  first  divisioii 
would  doubtless  be  effected  by  the  guerillas,  and  as  he  thought 
of  the  castle  of  Rohallion  and  those  who  were  there,  of  gentle 
Flora  Warrender  and  his  boyish  love,  he  began  to  hope — indeed  to 
believe — that  he  was  actually  destined  for  great  things  after  all. 

In  such  a  mind  as  Quentin's  there  was  much  of  chivalry, 
nobility,  and  enthusiasm  that  mingled  with  his  deep  love  for  a 
pure  and  beautiful  young  girl  like  Flora. 

In  some  respects,  the  companionship,  aspect,  equipment,  and 
bearing  of  those  half-lawless,  out  wholly  patriotic  soldiers,  seemed 
a  realization  of  those  day-dreams  of  imaginary  adventures  his 
romance  reading  had  led  him  to  weave  and  fashion;  bat  the 
awful  episode  of  the  night,  though  fully  illustrative  of  the 
Spanish  character,  and  of  the  mode  in  which  the  patriots  were 
disposed  to  carry  on  the  war,  was  a  feature  in  guerilla  life  never 
to  be  forjjotten ! 

"  My  sister,  the  Senora  Donna  Isidora,"  said  Baltasar,  assum- 
ing much  of  the  courtly  bearing  of  a  true  Spanish  gentleman, 
while  introducing  Quentin  to  a  very  handsome  girl ;  **  Donna 
Ximena,  the  motJier  of  our  comrade  "Trevino,"  he  added,  with  a 
deeper  reverence,  on  presenting  him  to  a  woman,  so  old,  little, 
dark,  and  hideous,  that,  after  bowing,  he  hastened  to  look  again 
at  the  younger  lady. 

"The  senor  will  kiss  your  hand,  Isidora.**  said  Don  Baltasar. 

Quentin  did  so,  just  touching  with  his  lip  a  very  lovely  little 
hand,  but,  happily  for  him,  the  leathern  paw  of  the  venerable 
Trevino  was  not  presented.  Then  the  party,  which  consisted  of 
Baltasar,  Trevino,  two  other  Spaniards,  whose  names  are  of  no 
consequence,  the  two  ladies,  and  their  youthful  guest,  seated 
themselves  at  table. 

The  mother  of  the  ungodly  Trevino  was  a  deaf  old  crone  who 
seldom  spoke,  but  always  crossed  herself  with  great  devotion 
when  Quentin  looked  her  way,  having  a  proper  horror  of  all 
heretics,  whom  she  believed  to  be  the  children  of  the  devil,  and 
all  to  be  more  or  less  possessed  of  the  evil  eye. 

Beauty  belongs  to  no  particular  country,  and  is  to  be  found, 
more  or  less,  everywhere,  yet  most  travellers  now  begin  to  admit 
that  Spanish  beauty  is  somewhat  of  a  delusion  or  a  dream,  which 
poets  and  novelbts  think  it  proper  or  necessary  to  indulge  in  and 
rave  about ;  and  some  of  the  aforesaid  travellers  begin  to  assert 
that,  beyond  a  pair  of  dark  eyes  and  a  set  of  rcffular  teeth,  it 
cannot  be  honestly  said  that  the  women  of  Spain  have  much  to 
boast  of. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  Isidora  de  Saldos  was  a  singularly  lovely 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  king's  own  bobderehs.  293 

^rl,  in  somewhere  about  lier  eighteenth  year,  a  very  ripe  age  in 
the  sunny  land  of  Castile.  Her  eyes  indeed  were  marvellous, 
they  were  sc  «oft  and  dark,  and  alternately  so  sparkling,  languish- 
injr,  and  exprissive  of  earnestness,  all  the  more  striking  from  the 
pale  complexion  of  her  little  face.  In  their  deep  setting  and 
with  their  long  thick  upper  and  lower  lashes,  those  seductive  eyes 
seemed  to  be  black,  while,  in  reality,  they  were  of  the  darkest 
grey.  Her  dark  brown  hair  was  long,  rich  in  colour,  and  un- 
rivalled in  softness.  It  was  of  that  texture  which,  unhappily, 
never  lasts  long,  and  which  often,  ere  five-and-twcnty  comes,  has 
lost  alike  its  length  and  profusion. 

Her  Spanish  dress  became  her  blooming  years,  her  figure 
(which  was  rather  petite),  and  the  piquant  character  of  her 
beauty.  It  consisted  of  a  scarlet  velvet  corset,  and  short  but 
ample  skirts  of  alternate  black  and  scarlet  flounces,  all  very  full ; 
slippers  of  Cordovan  leather,  with  high  heels,  and  scarlet  stock- 
ings, clocked  almost  to  the  kjiee,  over  the  tightest  of  ankles. 

A  white  muslin  handkerchief,  prettily  disposed  over  her  bosom, 
a  high  comb  at  the  back  of  her  head,  round  which  her  magnifi- 
cent dark  hair  was  gathered  and  fastened  by  a  long  ^old  pin,  that 
looked  unpleasantly  like  a  jioniard  (indeed,  it  could  be  used  as 
such),  with  silver  bracelets  on  her  slender  wrists,  long  pendants 
that  glittered  at  her  tiny  ears,  a  large  medal  bearing  the  image 
of  the  Madonna  hung  round  her  neck,  and  a  black  lace  mantilla, 
depending  from  the  comb  and  flowing  over  all,  completed  her  attire. 

The  medal  was  of  pure  gold,  and  bore  the  inscription,  **  0 
Marie,  congue  sans  ptche,  pnezpour  nous  quiavons  recours  a  votis" 
and  was,  as  she  afterwards  informed  Quentin,  the  gift  of  the  Padre 
Trevino,  who  found  it  on  the  body  of  a  Frenchman  whom  he  had 
shot  near  Albuquerque. 

"  Did  you  ever  taste  a  real  Spanish  olla,  senor  ?**  asked  Baltasar, 
as  the  covers  were  removed,  and  the  odour  of  a  steaming  and 
savoury  dish  pervaded  the  apartment. 

Quentin  declared  that  he  had  not. 

"Then  thou  shalt  taste  it  to-night.  My  sister  is  a  famous 
cook,*'  said  Baltasar ;  "  an  olla  she  excels  in — it  was  the  favourite 
dish  of  our  old  father,  the  professor  at  Salamanca,  and  is  the 
most  noble  dish  in  the  world  I" 

"If  Spanish,  it  must  be,"  said  Quentin,  natterindy. 

"  True,"  said  Baltasar,  gravely,  while  giving  each  of  his  enor- 
mous moustaches  an  upward  twist ;  *'  we  consider  everything 
Spanish  supremely  good." 

"  We  are  rather  a  proud  people  you  see,  senor,"  said  Donnm 
Isidora,  laughing ;  "  and  so  far  is  pride  carried,  that  to  touch 
royalty  is  to  die. 
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**  Manuel  Giodoy  touched  royalty  pretty  often,"  said  Trcvino, 
vriih  a  grim  smile,  '*  and  we  never  heard  that  Her  Majesty  of 
Spain  resented  it  particularly." 

*'  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  escape  of  the  sister  of  Philip  HE., 
senor  ?" 

"  I  regret  to  s^,  Don  Baltasar,  that  I  neyer  heard  of  Phil^ 
himself,'"replied  Quentin. 

"About  two  hundred  years  a^  our  royal  family  were  residing 
at  Aranjuez/'  said  Baltasar,  while  filling  his  own  and  Queutin*s 

flass  with  wine;  "it  is  a  country  palace  twenty  miles  south  of 
ladrid,  and  is  remarkable  for  its  size  and  beauty.  One  nieht  it 
caught  fire  ;  the  court  and  all  the  attendants  took  to  mght, 
leaving  the  youngest  sister  of  Don  Philip  to  perish.  She  was 
seen  at  one  of  the  windows  wringing  her  hands  and  imploring  the 
saints  to  succour  her,  but  a  young  arauebusier  of  the  royal  guard 
proved  of  more  avail.  He'  bravely  clashed  through  the  fibunes, 
raised  her  in  his  arms,  and  bore  her  forth  in  safetjr.  But  Spanish 
etiquette  was  shocked  that  the  hand  of  a  subject— of  a  man 
especially— had  touched  royalty ;  nay,  worse,  that  he  should  have 
entered  her  bed-chamber,  so  the  soldier  was  cast  into  a  dungeon, 
chained  to  a  heavy  bar,  and  condemned  to  die/    But  the  princess 

fraciously  pardoned  him,  and  he  was  sent  away  to  fight  the 
lemings  under  the  Duke  of  Alva.  His  name  was  De  Saldos» 
and  from  him  we  are  descended." 

Spanish  etiquette  made  Donna  Isidora  rather  silent  and  re- 
served ;  she  somewhat  uselessly  addressed  the  old  crone  Donna 
Ximena  from  time  to  time,  and  that  worthy  matron  only  re- 
sponded by  mutterings,  shaking  her  palsied  head,  or  signing  the 
cross  beneath  the  table.  At  other  times  Isidora  made  an  occa- 
sional remark  to  Trevino,  by  whom  she  was  evidently  greatly 
admired,  for  his  keen  stealthy  eyes  were  seldom  off  her  face,  and 
a  malevolent  gleam  shot  from  them  whenever,  in  dispensing  the 
courtesies  of  the  table,  she  addressed  Quentin  Kennedy. 

The  past  day's  skirmish  among  the  mountains,  the  capture  and 
slaughter  of  the  sixteen  French  prisoners,  had  appetizea  Baltasar 
and  nis  three  companions ;  and  though  Spanish  cookery  is  seldom 
very  excellent,  Quentin  was  quite  fiuugry  enough  to  enjoy  the 
olla  podrida  of  beef,  chicken,  and  bacon,  boiled  and  sliced 
gourd,  carrots,  beans,  red  sausages,  and  Heaven  knows  what 
more,  well  pjeppered  and  spiced. 

A  few  strings  of  rusks,  a  dish  of  raisins,  with  plenty  of  good 
Valdepenas  in  jolly  flasks,  closed  the  repast,  after  which  the  in- 
variable cigars  were  resorted  to,  prior  to  renose. 

As  the  whitewashed  room,  though  scantily  furnished,  was  close 
and  warm,  and  as  fighting  was  over  for  the  night,  Baltasar  and 
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his  comrades  unbaitoned  their  jackets^  and  each  disencnmbered 
himself  of  a  pe^o  or  wadding  stuffing,  which  was  supposed  to- 
turn  a  bullet,  all  the  better  that  there  was  pasted  thereon 
a  coloured  print  of  some  local  saint. 

The  conversation  ran  chiefly  on  the  new  war  about  to  be  waged^ 
by  the  allies  in  Spain,  the  various  routes  likely  to  be  taken  by  the: 
seyeral  divisions,  the  probable  points  of  concentration,  and  so* 
forth.  These  were  chieflv  discussed  by  Baltasar  and  his  threer 
companions,  all  of  whom  nad  already  seen  much  service  against 
the  French.  The  extreme  youth  of  Quentin,  and  his  total 
ignorance  of  the  country,  made  them  somewhat  ignore  his  pre- 
sence, notwithstanding  the  important  despatch  he  had  brought^ 
the  scarlet  coat  he  wore,  and  that  he  was  the  herald  of  that 
great  strife  that  was  not  to  cease,  even  at  the  Hill  of  Toulouse ! 

He  sedulously  avoided  addressing  or  coming  in  contact  in  any 
way  with  the  Padre  Treyino,  of  whom  he  naturally  had  a  proper 
horror,  as  an  apostate  priest  who,  exceeding  his  duty  as  a  guerilla,, 
became  an  assassin,  and  so  coolly  avowed  his  deadly  design  upon, 
the  father  of  Bibeaupierre. 

The  youth,  the  fair  complexion,  the  gentleness  of  voice  anci 
eve  the  donna  saw  in  Quentin,  together  with  certain  unmistak> 
able  signs  of  good  breeding,  when  contrasted  with  the  dark^ 
fierce  aspect  and  brusque  bearing  of  those  about  her  now,  failed 
not  to  interest  her  deeply. 

The  solitary  mission  on  which  he  had  come ;  the  distance  fron^ 
his  own  country,  of  the  exact  situation  of  which,  in  her  strange 
Spanish  notions  of  geography  (though  passably  educated  for  a 
Castilian),  she  had  not  the  slightest  idea,  for  in  those  points  her 
countrymen  are  not  much  improved  since  Vasco  de  Lobiera 
wrote  of  the  fair  Olinda  taking  ship  in  Norway,  and  sailing  to 
the  King  of  England's  "Island  of  Windsor;"  the  knowledge 
that  Quentin  was  come  to  fight,  it  might  be  to  die,  for  her  beloved 
Spain,  all  served  to  present  liim  in  a  most  favourable  light  to  her 
very  lovely  eyes,  which  rested  on  him  so  frequently  that  the 
sharp-sighted  Treyino  moae  than  once  bit  his  ugly  nether  lip  with 
suppressed  irritation,  while  Quentin  felt  his  pmses  quicken  with 
pleasure,  for  the  dark  little  beauty,  in  her  picturesque  national 
costume,  was  a  delightful  object  to  gaze  upon  ;  thus,  a  longer 
residence  than  he  intended  in  that  mountain  puebla  might  per^ 
haps  have  led  we  are  not  prepared  to  say  to  what  species  ot 
mischief. 

As  the  wine  circulated,  and  the  conversation  still  turned  otr 
the  war,  Quentin  ventured  the  remark— a  perilous  one  amid  suck 
gentry — that  he  thought  the  scene  he  had  recently  witnessed  wak 
not  favourable  to  the  good  success  of  the  Spanish  cause. 
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Every  brow  loured  as  he  said  this,  and  the  gentle  donna  looked 
uneasy. 

"  Madre  divina !  you  don't  know  what  you  talk  about,  senor," 
said  Baltasar,  gravely ;  "  had  you  seen  your  countrymen,  as  I 
have  mine,  shot  down  in  poor  defenceless  groups  of  thirty  or 
forty  at  a  time,  on  the  open  Prado  of  Madrid,  you  would  think 
less  harshly  of  us." 

"  And,  senor,"  urged  Isidora,  in  her  soft  and  musical  tones, 
**the  poor  people  of  the  city  were  forced  to  illuminate  their 
houses  in  honour  of  the  sacrifice.  Was  not  such  cruelty 
horrible?" 

"Horrible  indeed,  senora,"  replied  Quentin,  feeling  that  it 
really  was  so,  though  sooth  to  say  he  would  have  agreed  with 
anything  she  might  have  advanced,  for  there  was  no  withstanding 
those  earnest  eyes  and  that  seductive  voice. 

•*  Light  as  noonday  were  the  streets  on  that  awful  night,"  said 
Baltasar,  as  the  fierce  gleam  came  into  his  eyes  and  the  pallor  of 
passion  passed  over  each  of  his  sallow  cheeks ;  "  ten  tnousand 
lamps  and  candles  shed  their  glare  upon  the  heaps  of  slain,  where 
women  were  searching  for  their  husbands,  children  for  parents, 
and  parents  for  children,  while  the  canon  thundered  from  the 
Ketiro,  and  the  volleying  musketry  rang  in  many  a  street  and 
square.  What  says  the  Junta  of  Seville  in  its  address  to  the 
people  of  Madrid  P  *  We,  all  Spain,  exclaim — ^the  Spanish  blood 
shed  in  Madrid  cries  aloud  for  revenge !  Comfort  yourselves,  we 
are  your  brethren :  we  will  fight  like  you  until  the  last  of 
us  perish  in  defence  of  our  king  and  country !'  Senor,  the  mas- 
sacres of  the  2nd  of  May  were  a  sight  to  shudder  at — ^to  treasure 
in  the  heart  and  to  remember  !'* 

"  And  by  our  holy  Lady  of  Battles  and  of  Covadonga,  we  are 
not  likely  to  forget !"  swore  Trevino,  striking  the  table  with  the 
hilt  of  his  knife. 

"  The  spirits  of  the  Cid  Rodrigo,  of  Pelayo  the  Asturian,  and 
all  the  loyal  and  brave  men  of  old,  are  among  us  again,"  said 
Baltasar,  with  enthusiasm,  "  and  we  shall  crush  the  slaves  of  the 
Corsican  to  whom  Manuel  Godoy  betrayed  us !" 

"  Godoy/'  said  a  guerilla  who  had  scarcely  yet  spoken,  but 
who  seemed  inspired  by  the  same  ferocious  spirit ;  **  oh  that  I 
may  yet  some  day  dispatch  him  as  Pinto  Ribiero  slew  that  simi- 
lar traitor,  Vascoacella  the  false  Portuguese." 

"Always  blood!"  thought  Quentin,  beginning  to  fear  that 
£iom  indulging  in  bluster  and  rodomontade,  they  might  fall 
on  him,  were  it  for  nothing  more  but  to  keep  their  hands  in 
practice. 

"  I  perceive  you  look  frequently  at  my  guitar,"  said  Donna 
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Isidora,  on  seeing  that  Quentin  evidently  disKked  the  ferocious 
tone  adopted  by  her  brother  and  bis  companions;  "do  you 
sing,  senor  ?" 

"No,  senora." 

"Or  play?" 

"The  guitar  is  scarcely  known  in  my  country;  but  if  you 
would  favour  us " 

"  With  pleasure,  senor,"  said  she,  with  a  charming  smile. 

"Bueno,  Dora,"  said  her  brother,  taking  from  its  peg  the 
guitar  and  handing  it  to  her ;  on  which  she  threw  its  broaa  scarlet 
riband  over  her  shoulder,  ran  her  white  and  slender  fingers  through 
the  strings,  and  then  a  lovely  Spanish  picture,  that  Phillips  might 
have  doted  on,  was  complete. 

"  What  shall  it  be,  baltasar  ?"  she  asked ;  adding,  with  a 
swift  glance  at  Quentin*s  scarlet  coat,  "  *  Mia  Madre  no  caro  sol- 
dados  aqui  * — eh  ?" 

"  Nay,  Dora,  that  would  scarcely  be  courteous  to  our  guest, 
who  is  a  soldier." 

"  What  then,  mi  hermano  P" 

"  Give  us  one  of  Lope  de  Vega's  songs.  There  is  that  ballad 
which  compliments  the  English  king  who  came  to  seek  a  wife  in 
Spain." 

Then  with  great  sweetness  she  sang  Lope's  verses,  which 
begin — 

**  Carlos  Stuardo  soy, 

Qui  siendo  amor  mi  g^ia, 
Al  cielo  de  Espana  voy, 
For  ver  mi  estrella  Maria." 

While  she  sang,  Quentin  thought  of  the  old  Jacobite  enthusiasm 
of  Lady  Winifred  and  Lord  Kohallion,  and  how  they  would  have 
admired  alike  the  song  and  the  sineer ;  and  while  bis  eyes  were 
lixed  on  her  soft  pale  face  and  thick  downcast  eyelashes,  he 
neither  heard  the  accompaniment  Baltasar  beat  with  a  pair 
of  castanets,  or  by  the  Padre  Trevino  with  the  haft  of  a  remark- 
ably ugly  knife,  which  seemed  alike  his  favourite  weapon  and 
plaything. 

in  a  few  minutes  after  this  they  had  all  separated  for  the  night, 
and  Quentin,  without  undressing,  as  he  proposed  to  start  early  on 
the  following  morning,  stretched  on  a  hara  pallet  and  mufiSed  in 
his  great-coat,  with  his  sabre  and  pistols  under  his  head,  soon 
sank  into  slumber,  the  sound,  deep  slumber  induced  by  intense 
fatigue ;  and  from  this  not  even  the  horrors  of  the  recent  mas- 
sacre, the  louring  visage  of  the  suspicious  Trevino,  the  voice,  the 
eyes,  of  the  lovely  joung  donna,  or  any  other  memory,  could 
disturb  him. 
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CHAPTER  LII. 

THE  JOUlUfEY. 

**  Meanwhile  the  gathering  clouds  obscure  the  sldea^ 
From  pole  to  pole  the  forky  lightning  flies, 
The  rattling  thunders  roll,  and  Juno  pours 
A  wintry  deluge  down  and  sounding  showers ; 
The  company  dispersed  to  coverts  nde. 
And  seek  the  homely  cots  or  mountain  side." 

JBlTBIS,  XT. 

From  this  long  and  dreamless  sleep  Quentin  Kennedy  started 
and  awoke  next  morning,  but  not  betimes,  as  the  sun's  altitude, 
when  shining  on  the  whitewashed  walls  of  the  posada,  informed 
him.    He  sprang  up  and  proceeded  to  make  a  hasty  toilet. 

"  Breakfast,  a  guide,  and  then  to  be  gone  !"'  thought  he,  joy- 
fully. 

On  issuing  from  his  scantily-furnished  chamber  into  the 
large  room  of  the  posada,  or  rather  what  was  once  the  posada,  he 
found  a  number  oi  the  guerillas  busy  making  up  ball-cartridges. 
Heaps  of  loose  powder  lay  on  the  oak  table,  and  the  nonchalant 
makers  were  smoking  their  cigars  over  it  as  coolly  as  if  it  were 
only  brickdust  or  oatmeal. 

The  guitar  that  hung  by  its  broad  scarlet  riband  from  a  peg  on 
the  waff,  brought  to  memorjr  all  the  episodes  of  last  night,  and 
Queutin  sighed  when  reflecting  that  a  girl  so  lovely  as  its  owner 
should  be  lost  among  s^ch  society,  for  to  him,  those  patriot 
volunteers  of  his  Majesty  Ferdinand  VII.  had  very  much  the  air 
and  aspect  of  banditti. 

He  looked  forth  from  the  open  windows  into  the  street  of  the 
puebla;  the  morning  was  a  lovely  one.  The  unclouded  sun 
shone  joyously  on  the  bright  green  mountain  sides,  while  a  plea- 
sant breeze  shook  the  autumnal  foliage  of  the  woods,  and  tossed 
the  large  and  now  yellow  leaves  of  the  ancient  vines  that  covered 
all  the  walls  of  tbe  old  posada,  growing  in  at  each  door  and 
opening;  but  Quentin  could  not  repress  a  shudder  when  he  saw 
the  four  large  graves  at  the  foot  of  tne  archway,  for  the  faces  and 
forms  of  the  poor  victims  came  before  his  eye  in  fancy  with  pain- 
ful distinctness — ^the  rigid  figure  of  the  gre^-haired  ci^tain,  the 
other  officer  who  wept  for  his  wife  and  cmldren,  the  conscript 
whom  they  named  Louis— the  manly  and  unflinching  couragt 
of  all ! 

Baltasar  de  Saldos  twisted  up  his  enormous  whiskerando-lik 
moustaches,  and  smiled  grimly  as  only  a  taciturn  Spaniard  cat 
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smile,  when  he  perceived  this,  as  he  conceived  it  to  be,  childish 
emotion  of  his  guest. 

**  The  ladies  await  us,  senor,"  said  Baltasar ;  and  Quentin,  on 
taming,  found  the  dark  and  deeply-lashed  eyes  of  Isidora  bent 
on  his,  as  she  smilingly  presented  her  plump  little  hand  to  be 
kissed,  and  then  the  same  party  who  had  met  last  night  again 
seated  themselves  at  table,  and  a  slight  breakfast  of  thick  choco- 
late, eggs,  and  white  bread,  was  rapidly  discussed.  As  soon  as  it 
was  over,  the  brilliant  young  donna  and  the  withered  old  one 
withdrew,  bidding  Quentin  farewell,  and  adding  that  as  he  was^ 
to  depart  so  soon,  they  should  see  him  no  more. 

Quentin,  with  a  heart  full  of  pleasure,  belted  on  his  sabre  and 
assumed  his  forage  cap ;  he  also  drew  the  charges  of  his  pistols 
and  loaded  them  anew. 

"  And  now,  Don  Baltasar,  with  a  thousand  thanks  for  your 
kindness,  I  shall  take  my  departure,"  said  he.  "  But  how  about 
a  guide  to  avoid  the  main  road,  and  escape  the  enemy's  patrols  ?'^ 
"As  we  are  so  soon  to  leave  this,  and  commence  active  and 
desperate  operations,  the  end  or  extent  of  which  none  of  us  can 
foresee,  the  Padre  Trevino,  who  is  the  very  model  and  mirror  of 
sons,  has  decided  on  sending  that  excellent  lady  his  mother  (a 
slight  smile  spread  over  the  Spaniard's  sombre  visage  as  he 
spoke)  across  the  frontier  for  safety.  She  goes  to  the  convent  of 
Engracia,  at  Portalegre ;  and,  as  she  knows  the  whole  country 
hereabouts  as  if  it  were  her  own  inheritance,  she  shall  be  your 
guide." 

•*  She — Donna  Trevino  ?"  exclaimed  Quentin,  who  was  by  no 
means  enchanted  by  the  offer  of  such  an  encumbrance. 
"  Si,  senor.    You  will  be  sure  to  take  great  care  of  her." 
**  But — but,  Don  Baltasar,  that  old  dame !    (devil  he  had 
nearly  said) — why  not  send  one  of  your  band  P" 

"I  cannot  spare  a  single  man.  Spain  will  need  them  all. 
The  senora  is  very  deaf  and  old,  you  need  scarcely  ever  address 
her,  and,  as  she  is  taciturn,  she  will  not  incommode  you.  Besides^ 
our  Spanish  mistrust  of  strangers,  she  has— excuse  me,  senor— 
a  horror  of  all  who  are  beyona  the  pale  of  the  Church." 

"But,  senor,"  urged  poor  Quentin,  "to  travel  for  two  or 
three  days  with  a  deaf  old  lady !" 

"  What  are  you  speaking  of,  senor  ?  We  are  only  a  little 
more  than  thirty  miles  from  Portalegre  as  a  bird  flies.  You  lost 
your  way,  and  rambled  sadly  in  coming  here ;  but  I  shall  mount 
her  on  a  mule,  and  you  on  a  horse,  and  you  may  easily  be  there, 
even  though  proceeding  by  the  most  steep  and  devious  route^ 
before  the  sun  sets." 
"To-night!" 
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"  Exactly.  There  is,  as  you  are  aware,  a  vast  difference  in 
traveUing  on  horseback  with  a  guide,  and  a-foot,  in  a  strange 
country,  without  one." 

"I  thank,  yon,  senor,  said  Quentin,  considerably  relieved, 
"  and  shall  commit  myself  to  the  guidance  of  the  old  lady,  though 
I  fear  that  she  views  me  with  no  ifavourable  eye." 

"  Here  come  your  cattle." 

"  A  noble  horse,  by  Jove  I" 

**  I  have  filled  your  canteen  with  aguardiente." 

"Thanks,  senor." 

"  I  know  that  you  Inglesos  can  neither  march  nor  fieht,  as 
we  Spaniards  do,  on  mere  cold  water,  with  the  whiff  of  a 
cigar." 

They  were  now  at  the  door  of  the  posada,  where  a  group  of 
dark,  idle,  slouching,  and  somewhat  villanous-looking  guerillas 
were  loitering,  to  witness  the  departure. 

**  Ah,  if  these  fellows  only  knew  that  my  pockets  were  so  well 
lined  with  moidores  I"  thought  Quentin. 

LazariUo  held  the  horse  (which  had  evidently  been  a  French 
cavalry  charffcr)  and  the  mule  by  their  bridles.  The  former  had 
a  fine  switch  tail,  which  was  now  tied  or  doubled  up  in  the 
Spanish  fashion,  as  he  had  to  perform  a  journey.  The  latter  was 
a  tall,  sleek,  and  handsome  animal,  whose  figure  indicated  great 
•speed  and  strength. 

The  saddles  were  Moorish  (the  fashion  still  in  Spain),  made 
with  high  peak  and  croup  behind ;  the  stirrup-irons  were  trian- 
gular boxes,  and  the  bridles,  bridoons,  and  cruppers,  with  their 
brass  bosses,  scarlet  fringes,  tassels,  and  trumpery  ornaments, 
closely  resembled  the  harness  of  the  circus. 

At  the  pommel  of  the  horse's  saddle,  hung  a  leather  bottle  of 
wine,  and  behind  was  a  handsome  alforja,  or  travelling  bag, 
ornamented  with  an  infinity  of  tassels,  and  containing  bread, 
sausages,  a  boiled  fowl,  and  other  edibles  to  be  consumed  on  the 
journey.  Nothing  was  forgotten,  and  as  Quentin  mounted  his 
horse,  the  old  lady  was  led  forth  by  Trevino,  who,  with  Baltasar's 
assistance,  lifted  her  into  the  mule's  saddle. 

The  venerable  donna  was  muffled  up  in  a  large  loose  garment 
of  striped  stuff,  purple  and  white ;  it  covered  her  from  head  to 
foot,  and  but  for  her  thick  veil,  which  entirely  concealed  her 
withered  visage,  she  might  have  passed  for  an  old  Bedouin  in  a 
burnous. 

'*  Senor,  this  lady  is  one  in  whom  I  am  so  deeply  interested," 
«aid  Trevino,  with  the  keen,  fierce,  and  impressive  glance  peculiar 
to  him,  and  with  a  hand,  by  force  of  habit,  perhaps,  on  his  knife, 
^'  I  say,  one  in  whom  I  am  so  deeply  interested,  that  I  trust  to 
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vour  care  and  honour  in  seeing  her,  without  hindrance  or  delay, 
oafe  to  Portalegre." 

"  I  shall  see  her  safe  to  the  gate  of  the  Engracia  convent,"  said 
^uentin ;  "  and  how  about  returning  the  cattle,  Don  Baltasar  ?" 

"  Leave  them  there,  too — my  free  gift  to  the  convent.  And 
now,  adios,"  said  he,  with  a  low  bow ;  "  doubtless  we  shall  meet 
again  when  the  army  is  in  motion." 

"  1  hope  not,"  muttered  Quentin.     "  Adios,  senores." 

A  few  minutes  more  and  they  had  left  the  puebla,  with  its 
lawless  garrison,  its  cannon,  and  earthem  bastions,  on  which  the 
scarlet  and  yellow  ensign  of  Castile  and  Leon  was  waving,  far 
behind  them,  and  were  ridin*  at  a  rapid  trot  down  the  green 
mountain  path  which  Quentin  had  travelled  alone  last  night. 

Soon  he  saw  the  place  where  the  road  branched  off  to 
Valencia,  and  where  he  had  parted  from  Kibeaupierre ;  and,  ere 
long,  he  passed  the  dead  horse,  already  torn  and  disembowelled 
by  the  wolves  or  the  wandering  dogs  which  infested  all  the  wild 
parts  of  Estremadura. 

How  changed  were  the  scene,  the  circumstance,  and  the  com- 
panionship since  he  had.  last  been  in  the  saddle,  canteriug  along 
the  road  to  Maybole,  escorting  Flora  Warrender ! 

Leaving  this  path,  and  striking  off  to  the  left.  Donna  Ximena, 
to  whose  guidance  he  silently  and  implicitly  committed  himself, 
and  who  rode  a  little  way  in  front,  managing  her  mule  with  ease, 
and,  considering  her  years,  with  undoubted  grace,  conducted  him 
up  a  steep  and  narrow  ti-ack  that  led  into  the  wildest  part  of  the 
mountains,  where  the  summits  of  slaty  granite  were  already 
beginning  to  be  powdered  by  frost  and  snow  in  the  early  hours 
of  morning,  and  where  the  valleys,  which  the  industry  of  the 
Moors  made  gardens  that  teemed  with  fertility  and  beauty,  are 
now  desert  wastes,  abounding  only  in  rank  pasturage. 

Their  cattle  soon  became  blown,  and,  as  the  pleasant  breeze 
that  fanned  the  foliage  in  the  forenoon,  had  already  died  away, 
and  been  succeeded  by  an  oppressive  and  sultry  closeness,  they 
proceeded  slowly,  and  now  Quentin  thought  he  might  venture  to 
converse  a  little  with  his  silent  companion,  for  the  monotony  of 
travelling  thus  became  tiresome  in  tne  extreme. 

"  Donna  Ximena,"  said  he,  as  their  nags  walked  slowly  up  the 
mountain  path.  "  Donna  Ximena !"  he  repeated,  in  a  louder 
key,  before  she  said,  without  turning  her  head — 

"Well,  senor?" 

**  It  surprises  me  much  that  Don  Baltasar  permits  a  girl  so 
lovely  as  his  sister  to  reside  amonjj  those  dangerous  guerillas." 

To  this  rem!\rk  the  haughty  o:«!  ady  made  no  response,  so, 
raising  his  voice,  he  added— 
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*'  He  may  now  be  without  a  home  to  leave  her  in ;  bat,  cer- 
tainly, Isidora  is,  without  exception,  the  most  beautiful  and 
winning  girl  I  ever  saw — in  her  own  style,  at  least,"  he  con- 
cluded, as  he  thought  of  Flora  Warrender. 

He  had  to  shout  this  remark  at  the  utmost  pitch  of  his  voice 
before  the  old  lady  replied,  with  a  gloved  hand  at  her  right  ear, — 

"  Yes,  senor — she  put  a  large  and  beautiful  sausage  into  the 
alfona." 

"  Bother  the  old  frump  !'*  said  Quentin ;  then  shouting  louder 
still,  he  added,  "  Your  head,  senora,  is  so  muffled  in  that  mantle 
and  veil,  that  it  is  quite  impossible  you  can  hear  me." 

"  Where  you  speakinff,  senor  ?'* 

"  The  devil !    I  should  think  so— yes !" 

"  Speak  louder." 

"I  cannot  possibly  speak  louder,  senora ;  but  I  was  remarking 
the  danger  that  might  accrue  to  a  girl  of  such  wonderful  beauty 
as  Donna  Isidora  among  the  companions  of  her  brother." 

"It  is  Valdepenas,  senor." 

"^rXflj^s  Valdepenas?" 

"  The  wine  in  the  bota — taste  it  if  you  ydsh — I  filled  it  for  you." 

Quentin  relinquished  in  despair  any  further  attempt  to  make 
himself  heard  or  understood,  and  for  some  miles  they  proceeded, 
as  before,  in  total  silence,  while  the  gathering  of  the  clouds 
betokened  a  storm,  and  Quentin  was  certain  he  heard  thunder  at 
a  distance;  but  a  few  minutes  after,  the  sound  proved  to  be  that 
of  a  brass  drum  reverberating  between  the  mountain  slopes ! 
As  these  drums  were  then  used  hj  the  French  alone,  he  instinc- 
tively reined  up,  and  his  silent  guide,  to  whom  he  did  not  deem 
It  worth  while  to  communicate  his  alarm,  did  so  too. 

"  Ah — ^you  heard  that  my  venerable  friend,"  said  he  aloud. 

The  sound  now  became  continuous  and  steady,  and  his  horse, 
an  old  trooper  we  have  said,  snorted  and  pricked  up  his  ears 
intelligently.  It  was  the  regular  but  monotonous  beating  of  a 
single  drummer,  who  was  timing  the  quickstep  for  the  troops  in 
the  old  fashion  still  retained  by  the  French,  when  on  the  line  of 
march,  as  it  proves  an  excellent  method,  in  lieu  of  other  music, 
for  getting  soldiers  rapidly  on. 

Desirous  of  reconnoitring,  Quentin  somewhat  unceremonioosly 
pushed  his  horse  past  the  mule  of  his  fair,  but  exceedingly  tire- 
some companion,  and  dismounting,  led  it  forward  by  the  bridle. 

The  path,  rugged  and  narrow,  here  went  right  over  the  steep 
crest  of  a  hill  between  some  volcanic  rocks  that  were  covered 
with  dark-green  clumps  of  the  Portuguese  laurel  and  wild  olive 
tree;  and  u:om  thence  it  dipped  abru})tly  down  into  a  little  green 
valley  where  stood  a  farm-house  in  ruins. 
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There  by  the  wayside  was  a  human  skull,  white  and  bleached, 
stuck  upon  the  summit  of  a  pole,  the  grim  memorial  of  some 
act  of  retributiye  justice  for  murder  and  robbery. 

Proceeding  slowly  and  listening  intently  as  he  went,  for  the 
sound  of  the  drum  was  coming  every  moment  nearer,  Quentin 
peeped  over  the  eminence  and  found  himself  almost  face  to  face 
witn  the  first  section  of  the  advanced  guard  of  a  French  regi- 
ment of  infantry ;  they  were  scarcely  a  hundred  yards  distant, 
and  were  toiling  up  the  steep  ascent. 

In  heavy  marchmg  order,  with  their  blankets  and  blue  ffreat- 
coats  rolled,  they  were  clad  in  long  white  tunics  of  coarse  linen, 
with  large  red  epaulettes,  high  bearskin  caps,  each  with  a  scarlet 
plume  on  the  left  side ;  the  legs  of  their  scarlet  trousers  were 
rolled  up  above  the  ankles ;  all  had  their  muskets  slung,  and 
tbev  were  chatting,  laughing,  smoking,  and  marching,  some 
with  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  and  others  arm-in-arm,  in  that 
slouching  and  free  manner  peculiar  to  all  troops  when  "marching 
at  ease,"  but  more  especially  to  the  French. 

On  seeing  the  alarming  sight,  Quentin  leaped  on  his  horse,  and 
cried — 

"Away,  Bonna  Ximena  for  your  life — here  are  a  body  of  the 
enemy— we  shall  be  either  shot  or  taken  prisoners!" 

And  very  ungallantly  caring  little  whether  his  venerable  friend, 
the  mother  of  the  worthy  Trevino,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
French,  provided  that  ^escaped  them,  Quentin  eoaded  the  sides 
of  his  horse  with  his  Spanish  stirrup-irons,  and  lashed  its  flanks 
with  a  switch  which  he  had  torn  from  an  olive  tree. 

It  sprung  off  with  a  wild  bound ;  the  ladv*s  mule  also  struck 
out,  and  away  they  went  headlong  down  the  mountain  side  to- 
gether at  a  break-neck  pace,  followed  by  shouts  from  the  French, 
the  first  section  of  whom  were  now  on  the  crest  of  the  eminence, 
and  who  unslung  their  muskets  and  opened  a  fire  upon  them. 

Every  shot  rung  with  a  hundred  reverberations  between  the 
mountain  peaks ;  Quentin,  however,  never  looked  back,  but  rode 
recklessly  and  breathlessly  on,  thinking  as  the  old  lady  scoured 
after  him  on  her  mule,  and  as  he  lashed  his  horse  without  mercy, 
that  he  somewhat  resembled  Tamo*  Shanter  pursued  by  Cuttie  Sark. 

There  was  no  contingency  of  war  of  which  he  had  a  greater 
horror  than  that  of  becomine  a  prisoner.  If  taken  by  the  enemy, 
vears  might  pass  on  and  still  find  them  in  their  hands,  and  when 
ieleased  or  exchanged,  he  would  be  little  better  than  a  private 
soldier — ^not  so  good,  in  fact.  His  time  for  promotion  would  be 
nrevocably  past,  and  all  the  stories  he  had  heard  of  the  sufferings 
^0  which  the  French  Republican  and  Imperial  officers  subjected 
our  troops  when  prisoners  in  the  impregnable  citadel  of  Bitche, 
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the  fortress  of  Yerdun,  and  elsewhere,  crowded  on  his  mind,  wita 
a  conscioosness  of  the  beggared  and  hopeless  life  to  which  the 
event  might  ultimately  consign  him,  even  if  he  survived  the 
captivity,  which,  in  his  restless  and  irritable  horror  of  all  restraint, 
he  very  much  doubted. 

Fortunately  for  him  the  long-barrelled  muskets  of  the  French 
infantry  were  very  dissimilar  to  Enfield  rifles  in  the  precision  of 
their  fire;  thus,  he  and  his  companion  were  soon  beyond  all 
range,  and  an  opaque  vapour,  alternately  between  purple  and 
brown  in  its  tint,  that  descended  on  the  mountains,  while  a  storm 
of  blinding  rain  and  bellowing  wind  broke  forth,  put  an  end  to  all 
chance  of  pursuit;  but  they  rode  on  fully  ten  miles  without 
knowing  in  what  direction,  when  the  fury  of  the  storm  compelled 
them  to  take  refuge  in  a  thicket. 

Dismounting,  Quentin  was  too  breathless  and  blown  to  attempt 
to  outbeilow  the  wind  in  making  excuses  to  old  Donna  Ximena ; 
he  simply  lifted  that  good  lady  off  her  mule,  and  conducted  her 
under  the  stately  chestnut  trees,  which  gave  them  shelter.  He 
then  unslung  the  bota  and  the  alforja  from  his  crusader-like 
demi  pique,  and  was  proceeding  to  secure  the  bridles  of  their 
nags  to  a  branch,  when  there  burst  a  shriek  from  his  companion, 
with  the  exclamation — 

"  Madre  divina !    0  Madre  de  Dios  !** 

At  that  instant  there  shot  forth  a  terrific  glare  which  seemed 
to  envelop  them,  and  to  fill  the  whole  thicket  with  dazzling 
light,  showing  every  knot  and  twisted  branch,  and  every  gnsurled 
stem.  Then  there  was  a  tremendous  crash,  as  a  thunderbolt 
ground  a  giant  chestnut  to  pieces,  literally  splitting  its  solid 
trunk  from  top  to  bottom ;  next  rang  the  roar  of  the  thunder 
peal  as  it  rolled  away  over  the  vapour-hidden  mountain  peaks, 
leaving  the  dense  and  murky  air  full  of  sulphurous  heat  and 
odour. 

Stunned  by  the  torrent  of  sound,  and  half  blinded  by  the  lurid 
glare,  more  than  a  minute  elapsed  before  Quentin  discovered  that, 
startled  alike  by  the  flash  and  thunder-clap,  the  horse  and  mule 
had  torn  their  bridles  from  his  hands  and  galloped  madly  away, 
he  knew  not  whither. 

Even  the  faintest  sound  of  their  hoofs  could  no  longer  be  heard 
amid  the  ceaseless  hiss  of  the  descending  rain,  every  drop  of 
which  was  nearly  the  size  of  a  walnut ;  so  now,  there  were  he 
and  old  Donna  Ximena  (who  crept  closer  to  him  than  he  cared 
for)  left  a*foot  he  knew  not  where,  in  that  gloomy  thicket,  even- 
ing coming  on  and  night  to  follow,  a  storm  raging,  and  the 
French  in  motion  in  the  neighbourhood ! 

<'  Here's  a  devil  of  a  mess !"  sighed  poor  Quentin. 
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CHAPTER  LIIL 

A  SURPRISE. 

"  Prectosa.  Is  this  a  drenm  ?    O,  if  it  be  a  dream. 
Let  me  sleep  on,  and  do  not  wake  me  jet 
Bepeat  thy  story !  say  I'm  not  deceived ! 
Say  that  I  do  not  dream  !  I  am  awake; 
This  is  the  gipsy  camp ;  and  this  is  Victorian/* 

The  Spanish  Student. 

To  address  or  to  consult  his  old  and  deaf  companion  would  have 
been  worse  than  useless,  so  Quentin  angrily  sat  down  to  reflect, 
and,  unfortunately,  in  sitting  down,  did  so  on  a  prickly  pear. 
Now,  there  are  more  pleasant  sensations  in  the  world  than  to 
sit  upon  such  an  esculent,  or  a  Scots  thistle  (when  one  is  inclined 
to  ponder  and  to  "  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy"), 
with  their  bristling  stamens,  especially  if  one  wears  the  stockmg- 
web  regimental  pantaloons  then  worn;  so  Quentin  sprang  up, 
and  issuing  from  the  thicket,  perceived  with  great  satisfaction, 
that  though  the  rain  was  then  falling,  the  clouds  were  risins  and 
the  wind  abating ;  in  fact  that  the  storm,  which  had  most  pro- 
bably concealed  their  flight  from  the  French,  was  gradually  passing 
away ;  but  whether  or  not,  one  fact  was  evident — that  the  donna 
and  he  must  pass  the  night  in  the  thicket. 

It  was  fortunate  that  he  had  rendered  the  flight  of  their  cattle 
of  less  consequence,  by  previously  securing  the  bota  of  wine  and 
the  bag  of  provisions,  and  also  that  he  had  ridden  with  his 
pistols  at  his  girdle,  and  not  in  holsters. 

As  the  light  increased  a  little  when  the  clouds  dispersed,  he 
perceived  a  ruined  arch,  the  use  or  origin  of  which  it  would  be 
difficult  to  determine.  It  seemed  to  be  a  portion  of  a  small 
aqueduct  or  vault,  Roman,  Gothic,  or  Moorish  perhaps — any- 
thing but  Spanish.  It  stood  amid  the  great  old  trees  of  the 
chestnut  grove,  and  was  half  hidden  by  flie  luxuriant  grass,  the 
gorgeous  wild  flowers,  and  odoriferous  creepers.  It  was  about 
six  feet  in  height,  but  several  more  in  depth,  and  heaps  of  fallen 
masonry,  covered  with  moss  and  lavender-flowers,  enclosed  it  on 
one  side. 

Quentin  examined  the  ruin,  and  finding  it  strewed  with  dry 
and  withered  leaves,  blown  thither  by  the  wind,  he  led  in  his 
trembling  companion,  who  seated  herself  near  him,  and  with 
muttered  thanks  drank  a  mouthful  of  wme  from  the  bota,  while 
he  drew  forth  the  contents  of  the  alfoija,  to  wit,  a  huge  loaf  of 
fine  wliite  bread,  a  boiled  fowl,  and  a  red  sausage,  that,  of  course, 
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smelt  villanously  of  garlic.  It  was  in  vain,  however,  that  he 
poressed  Donna  Ximena  to  partake  of  the  guerillas'  good  cheer. 
The  old  lady  had  evidently  no  objection  to  a  comforting  drop  of 
the  generous  Valdepenas,  but  when  he  offered  her  food  she  only 
buried  her  head  in  her  veil  and  rocked  herself  to  and  fro,  as  i 
overcome  by  weariness  or  alarm. 

Placmg  his  mouth  near  her  ear,  Quentin  endeavoured,  by 
roaring  as  if  he  were  in  a  gale  of  wind  at  sea,  to  discover  if  she 
knew  whereabouts  they  were — whether  near  Valencia  de  Alcan- 
tara or  Albuquerque ;  whether  near  Marvao  or  San  Vincente ; 
whether  on  tue  Spanish  or  Portuguese  side  of  the  frontier ;  but 
she  only  shook  her  head,  and  made  signs  of  the  cross,  as  the 
twilight  deepened. 

Quentin  thought  that  Don  Baltasar  had  certainly  selected  his 
guide,  as  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick  counselled  all  housemaids 
should  be,  for  their  years  and  lack  of  personal  charms. 

"By  Jove — ^the  plot  thickens !"  said  he,  as  he  tugged  away  at 
a  drumstick  of  the  boiled  galina  and  consoled  himself  with  a 
hearty  pull  at  the  bota,  while  his  companion  laid  her  old  muffled 
nead  on  a  heap  of  leaves,  and  appeared  to  fall  sound  asleep ;  at 
least  Quentin  never  cared  to  inquire  whether  she  was  so  or  not. 

There  were  moments  when  he  seriously  considered  whether  he 
was  not  justified  in  marching  off  quietly  without  beat  of  drum, 
and  leaving  this  venerable  bore  to  shift  for  herself,  while  he  made 
the  best  of  his  way  to  Portalegre,  as  he  had  left  it,  a-foot ;  but 
there  seemed  to  be  something  so  ungallant  and  ungenerous  in 
leaving  an  elderly  female  (not  that  the  fact  of  her  being  the 
maternal  parent  of  Padre  Trevino  enhanced  her  value)  alone,  in 
such  a  place  and  at  night  too,  that  he  resolved  to  wait  till 
morning  dawned,  and  then  he  would  see  what  a  night  might 
bring  forth ;  and  this  resolution  he  formed  all  the  more  readdy 
that  the  rain  was  still  pouring  in  a  ceaseless  torrent. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  in  silence,  no  sound  coming  to  his  ear 
save  the  monotonous  patter  of  the  rain  falling  on  the  brown 
autumnal  leaves ;  to  Quentin  it  proved  alike  a  weary  and  dreary 
time,  until  the  shower  began  to  abate,  and  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life  he  heard  a  nightingale  pouring  its  plaintive  and  varying 
notes  upon  the  air. 

Quentin  placed  their  provender  and  his  pistols  in  a  dry  place; 
gatlicred  a  heap  of  flowers  for  a  pillow,  and  coiling  himself  up  at 
the  otlicr  end  of  the  ruin,  i.e.,  as  far  away  as  possible  from  old 
Donna  Ximena,  he  followed  her  example  and  courted  sleep. 

With  the  first  blink  of  the  day  he  started  from  his  nest  of 
leaves.  Grey  dawn  was  stealing  between  the  great  rough  stems 
of  the  chestnut  wood.    The  rain  and  the  wind  were  over ;  the 
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yaponrs  of  the  night  had  dispersed,  and  no  trace  remained  of  the 
past  storm  save  the  scathed  and  thunder-riven  tree,  the  niins  of 
which  were  scattered  around  its  root. 

The  green  slopes  of  the  distant  hills  were  visible,  dotted  by 
the  drenched  merino  sheep,  thousands  of  which  are  annually' 
driven  into  Estremadura,  to  fatten  on  the  rich  wild  grass  of  its- 
pastures.  In  the  distance,  and  darkly  defined  against  the  in* 
creasing  pink  and  violet  tints  of  the  sky,  were  two  windmills, 
quaint  and  old,  like  those  which  the  Knight  of  La  Mancha 
assailed ;  their  wheels  were  broken,  and  the  fans  hung  motion- 
less and  in  tatters. 

A  herd  of  wild  swine  rushed  through  the  grove,  snorting  and; 
grunting  in  their  headlong  career,  but  the  Donna  Trevino  still 
slept  soundly,  if  Quentin  might  judge  by  her  breathing,  which 
was  low  and  regular.  After  stepping  forth  to  reconnoitre,  and 
finding  the  whole  vicinity  of  the  thicket  silent,  and  no  appear- 
ance of  either  friend  or  foe  on  the  roads  in  any  direction,  he 
deemed  this  the  wisest  and  safest  time  to  set  forth,  and  returned 
to  wake  his  companion,  whom  he  really  began  to  wish— we  shall 
not  say  where,  or  with  whom — but  safe  at  least  with  her  son^ 
the  Padre  Trevino. 

On  approaching  he  perceived  that  the  loose  and  ample  gar- 
ment of  alternate  white  and  purple  stripes  in  which  she  was 
enveloped,  was  partly  deranged,  and  the.  thick  black  lace  veil 
which  covered  her  head  was  open  in  front,  for  now  one  half  of  it 
floated  over  her  right  shoulder.  Then,  on  drawing  nearer,  how 
great  was  his  astonishment  to  behold  in  the  sleeper,  noi  the- 
wrinkled  and  withered  visage  of  the  deaf  old  woman,  whom  all 
yesterday  and  all  last  night  he  supposed  to  be  his  bore  and  com- 
panion, whom  he  had  left  to  shift  for  herself  when  the  French 
appeared,  and  from  whom  he  had  crept  as  far  away  as  possible  in: 
the  singular  den  they  tenanted — ^not  the  faded  visage,  we  say,  of 
Donna  Ximena,  but  the  pale  and  delicately  cut  features,  the^ 
wondrously  long  black  eyelashes,  and  the  lovely  little  face  of 
Donna  Isidora ! 

The  red  pouting  lips  were  parted,  and  the  pearly  teeth  below^ 
were  visible,  imparting  to  her  expression  a  charming  air  of 
child-like  innocence  ana  repose.  Ungloved  now,  one  white  and. 
slender  hand,  grasping  her  gathered  veil,  was  pressed  upon  her 
bosom;  her  left  cheek  reposed  upon  her  outstretched  arm,  and 
the  partial  disarrangement  of  her  picturesque  costume,  as  she  had 
turned  in  her  sleep,  left  visible  rather  more  than  her  shcNrt 
Spanish  skirts  usually  revealed  of  two  remarkably  pretty  ankles,, 
cased  in  their  tight  scarlet  stockings. 

The  hardships  to  which  her  brother's  recent  guerilla  life  had* 
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subjected  her,  evidently  enabled  the  adventurous  girl  to  **  roo^h 
it/'  as  soldiers  say ;  thus  she  still  slept  soundly,  while  Quentin, 
half  kneeling  down,  surveyed  with  wonder,  perplexity,  and 
pleasure,  the  beauties  thus  suddenly  revealed  by  the  open  veiL 

Touclung  her  hand,  he  awoke  her. 

She  started  up  with  an  exclamation  of  alarm,  and  her  hand 
seemed  instinctivelv  to  feel  for  the  bodkin  which  confined  her 
hair.  Aware  that  she  was  discovered  now,  she  assumed  a  sitting 
posture,  threw  back  her  thick  veil,  and  a  singular  expression, 
naif  angry  and  half  droll,  came  into  her  dark  eyes,  as  she 
said — 

"  You  have  been  looking  at  me  as  I  slept !  Was  it  proper  to 
penetrate  my  disguise,  senor  ?" 

"Pardon  me,  senora;  I  did  not,  indeed ;  I  came  but  to  wake 
you,  and  found  your  veil  open ;  could  I  refrain  from  looking — 
from  admiring  ?" 

"  And  you  have  discovered  me " 

"To  be  young  and  beautiful—'* 

"  When  you  thought  me  old  and  hideous— is  it  not  so  P"  she 
asked,  laughing. 

"  I  confess  it,  and  with  pleasure,  senora.  This  is  very  en- 
chanting—but what  romance  is  it — what  absurd  comedy  is  this 
you  are  acting  P" 

"Absurd?" 

"  Pardon  me  again ;  but  though  it  is  a  game  or  drama  that 
charms  me  very  much,  it  is  not  without  peril." 

"  To  whom  ?" 

"  To  both — perhaps  most  of  all  to  you,  senora." 

She  replied  only  by  a  haughty  smile,  so  Quentin  continued — 

"  Now  we  shall  make  our  way  together  delightfully  to  Porta- 
legre,  and  there  can  be  no  more  deafness ;  or  can  it  be  that  you 
and  Donna  Ximena  changed  places  here  in  the  night  ?  Oh,  tell 
me  what  does  all  this  mean  ?" 

"I  shall  tell  you,  senor,**  said  the  now  blushing  girl;  "it 
means  simply  that  my  brother  was  most  anxious  that  1,  and  not 
Donna  Ximena,  should  reach  the  St.  Engracia  convent,  as  a  place 
of  permanent  safety  till  these  wars  and  tumults  are  over.  He 
also  wished  to  supply  you  with  a  guide  to  Portalegre,  where,  but 
for  the  loss  of  our  horses,  we  should  have  been  last  night.  Thus 
my  brother " 

"  Deemed  that  as  old  Donna  Ximena  you  would  be  safer  with 
me  than  in  your  own  character  P" 

"Exactly,"  she  replied,  laughing ;  "  we  thought  there  would 
be  little  chance  of  your  attentions  annoying  her." 

"Do  you  imagine  that  when  the  French  appeared  I  would  have 
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turned  my  horse's  head  and  leit^ou  without  thought  or  ceremony, 
as  I  left  her — she  whom  I  considered  an  old,  deaf  bore  and  en- 
cumbrance ?  You  Jiave  acted  well  your  part,  senora.  How  you 
made  me  roar  and  shout,  as  if  1  was  commanding  a  whole 
brigade !" 

"  And  now,  senor,  that  you  know  I  am  not  Donna  Ximena,  will 
you  respect  me  the  less  r" 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  shall  respect  you  a  great  deal  more,"  said 
Quentin  with  enthusiasm,  as  he  took  her  hand  in  his ;  but  she 
withdrew  it  as  if  to  adjust  her  veil. 

**  Then,  am  I  to  understand  that  in  your  country,  youth  is  more 
honourable  than  age  ?" 

**  Nay,  it  is  not,  but  youth  is  more  pleasing,  certainly." 

"You  have  been  most  kind  to  me,  senor." 

" Kind,  senora?"    Quentin  thought  she  was  quizzing  him. 

"  Yes ;  I  cannot  forget  how,  even  as  old  Ximena,  you  lifted  me 
from  my  mule,  conveyed  me  in  here,  made  a  couch  and  pillow  for 
me,  and  so  forth.  Beso  usted  la  manOy  caballero  (I  kiss  your 
hand,  sir),"  she  added,  taking  his  hand  in  hers. 

"Oh,  Donna  Isidora,  I  cannot  permit  you  to  do  this— 
unless ^" 

**  Do  you  not  know  the  customs  of  Castile  ?  Well,  unless 
what  ?" 

"  You  permit  me  to  kiss  yours." 

"  How  simple !  there,  senor,"  she  added,  presenting  a  very 
lovely  little  hand,  which  he  pressed  to  his  lips. 

"  Your  cheek  now — ah,  you  will  permit  me  ?"  urgeSiiQuentin, 
becoming  a  little  bewildered  by  the  whole  situation,  and  by  the 
clear  dark  eyes  that  looked  so  softly  into  his. 

"  Do  so,  senor." 

Quentin  was  promptly  pressing  forward,  when  the  point  of  a 
very  unpleasant  looking  little  stiletto  met  his  cheek  ! 

"  Senora,"  he  exclaimed,  "  what  do  you  mean  P" 

"  That  1  shall  stab  you  to  the  heart  if  you  molest  me — that  is 
all  ?"  said  she,  as  a  gleam  came  into  her  dark  eyes  that  vividly 
reminded  Quentin  of  Baltasar. 

"  So,  so,  senora,"  said  Quentin,  with  an  air  of  pique,  "  you  are 
certainly  able  to  take  care  of  yourself." 

"  I  live  in  times  when  it  is  necessary  I  should  be  so,"  was  the 
dry  retort. 

Quentin  surveyed  her  with  growing  interest,  for  her  beauty  was 
very  remarkable  in  its  delicacy  and  darkness.  She  had  a  short 
crimson  upper  lip,  that  seemed  to  quiver  with  every  passing 
thought,  for  she  was  an  impressionable,  enthusiastic,  and  high- 
spirited  girl.    After  a  pause. 
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''Now  that  YOU  have  done  admiring  me,  I  suppose,"  said  she, 
•^you  will  kinmy  say  what  we  are  to-do  ?" 
"HowP" 

**  We  cannot  remain  here  among  the  leaves,  like  a  couple  of 
gitanos,  or  two  rooks  in  search  of  a  nest/' 

"  We  shall  continue  our  journey  to  Portalegre,  with  your  per- 
cussion, senora ;  and  now  tnat  you  have  recovered  your  hearing, 
^md  that  I  am  not  obliged  to  bellow  like  a  madman,  you  will  per- 
•haps,  if  in  your  power,  tell  me  where  we  are  ?*' 

Donna  Isidora  laughed  and  presented  her  hand ;  Quentin  as^ 
-sisted  her  to  rise,  and  on  issuing  from  the  ruined  arch,  she  looked 
About  her  for  some  time. 

"By  those  two  windmills,"  said  she,  "I  know  that  we  are  not 
far  from  Salorino." 
**  A  town,  senora  P" 

''Yes;  it  Hes  at  the  base  of  yonder  lofty  mountain,  on  the  left 
•bank  of  the  river  Salor." 
"Is  it  large?" 

"A  considerable  place  for  manufactures.    This  purple   and 
•white  striped  woollen  stuff  is  made  there ;  but  the  town  must  be 
•avoided,  as  it  is  occupied  by  a  troop  of  Polish  Lancers." 
"  Then  did  we  ride  the  wrong  way  in  the  rain  last  night  ?" 
"  Yes ;  we  are  still  fully  thirty  miles  from  Portalegre." 
**  Thirty  miles  yet,  senora  !'* 

•*  Yes,  and  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  where  the  French  Light  Cavalry 
are,  Hes  exactly  midway,  on  the  main  road,  between  us  and  it." 
QuenMS^B  hc^  sunk  at  this  information. 
"  You  are  certain  of  all  this,  senora?"  said  he,  laying  his  hand 
lightly  on  her  arm. 
"  Quite,  senor." 

"  We  cannot — ^you,  at  least,  cannot — ^proceed  thirty  miles  on 
foot ;  so  what  in  heaven's  name  shall  we  do  ?"  said  Quentin  in 
greatperplexity. 

"  Tne  Conde  de  Maciera,  who  serves  in  my  brother's  band  of 
^erillas  as  captain  of  a  hundred  lancers,  has  a  villa  at  the  foot  of 
yonder  hill  near  the  Salor ;  I  remember  that  the  wildest  bull  we 
«ver  had  in  the  arena  at  Salamanca  came  from  thence.    The  place 
is  scarcely  two  miles  distant  from  this,  and  could  we  but  reach  it, 
•doubtless  some  of  his  domestics  might  assist  us." 
"  The  idea  is  excellent ;  let  us  set  out  at  once !" 
"Be  advised  by  me,  senor,  and  take  some  bKcakfast  first,"  said 
the  Spanish  girl,  laughing;  "it  is  a  custom  we  guerillas  have, 
always  to  eat  when  provisions  can  be  had,  lest  we  halt  where 
there  are  none." 

Quentin  at  once  assented,  and  opening  the  alforja  produced  the 
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fowl  and  other  edibles,  on  which  they  made  a  slight  repast  before 
setting  forth. 

Seating  herself  within  the  mined  arch,  her  head  reclining  upon 
her  left  hand,  Isidora  displayed  to  perfection  a  lovely  rounded 
arm,  and  a  pair  of  taper  ankles  ana  little  feet,  towards  which 
Quentin's  eyes  wandered  from  time  to  time. 

"  You  look  at  me  very  earnestly,  senora,"  said  he,  while  his 
cheek  reddened  and  his  heart  fluttered  on  finding  the  dark 
searching  eyes  of  the  young  donna  fixed  on  him  more  than  once. 

"  There  is,  I  can  see,  a  sad  expression  in  your  eyes,  senor." 

"Do  you  think  so  ?"  asked  Quentin,  sniilmg. 

"Yes." 

**  But  how,  or  why  do  you  suppose  so  P" 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  perceive  that  you  are  a  mere  boy  (muchacho), 
and  yet — and  yet—" 

"What,  senoraP" 

"Ave  Maria  purissima !  I  can't  say — ^there  is  something  that 
speaks  to  me  of  thought,  reflection,  care  beyond  your  years." 

**  It  may  well  be  so,  dear  senora ;  I  have  never  known  a  relative 
in  the  world;  I  have  been  an  orphan  from  infancy,  and '* 

"And  now,"  said  she,  presenting  him  with  her  hand,  "you  are 
a  soldier  who  comes  to  fight  for  Spain !" 

"  And  for  you,  too,  senora,"  he  added,  as  he  touched  her  tingera 
with  his  lips,  and  with  a  devotion  that  somewhat  surprised  liiin- 
self.    "  But  are  you  afraid  of  me,  as  old  Donna  Ximena  was  T^ 

"  No — ^why  do  you  think  I  am  P" 

"You  sign  the  cross  so  often." 

"  Because,  senor — excuse  me,  but  the  morning  air  is  exces- 
sively chilly  here,  and  I  yawn  frequently." 

"  And  you  do  so  P " 

"For  fear  Santanas  should  dart  down  my  throat  unseen  and 
unfelt.  It  is  a  belief — superstition  you  mav  deem  it — that  we 
have  in  Castile;  though  you,  perhapb,  trho  nave,  unfortunately, 
been  educated  among  heretics,  may  know  neither  the  dread  nor 
the  holy  sign.  I  know  that  it  is  not  used  in  your  country,  senor 
—because  I  can  read." 

"  I  should  think  so,"  said  Quentin,  amused  by  her  simplicity ; 
"is  not  every  lady  educated?" 

"  No^not  in  Spain." 

"Why?" 

"Lest,  if  handsome,  they  should  write  to  their  lovers." 

"And  yet,  senora,  they  had  the  rashness  to  teach  you." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  I  am  handsome,or  that  I  must  have  lovers  V* 

"  I  mean  both — that  being  the  first  of  necessity  leads  to  your 
possessing  the  last." 
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"My  poor  father,  the  good  old  professor,  who  was  so  bar- 
barously slain  by  the  French,  was  careful  to  teach  me  many  thinj^s, 
though  our  female  literary  accomplishments  are  usually  confined 
to  our  prayers  and  rehearsinff  les^ends  of  the  saints,  songs  of  the 
Cid  Rodrigo,  or  by  Lope  de  la  Vega.  In  England  I  believe  you 
have  women  who  coulci  lead  the  Junta  or  shine  in  the  Cortes 
itself;  but  what  matters  their  education,  when  it  only  serves  to 
confirm  their  heresies  ?  And  now,  senor,  place  the  bota  in  the 
alfoija,  and  sling  that  over  your  shoulder ;  let  us  go,  and  I  sball 
be  your  guide  to  Villa  de  Maciera." 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

THE  VILLA.  DE  HACiEBA. 

*  Innocence  makes  him  careless  now. 

•  •  •  • 

Youth  hath  its  whimsies,  nor  are  we, 

To  examine  all  their  paths  too  strictly: 

We  went  awry  ourtehes  when  we  were  young.** 

Old  Tragedy. 

Donna  Isidora  had  now  divested  herself  of  the  large  and  loose 
woollen  weed  in  which  she  had  travelled  yesterday,  and  threw  it 
gracefully  over  her  arm.  In  her  short  but  amply  flounced  skirt 
she  tripped — as  we  are  writing  of  a  Spanish  girl  we  should  have 
it  glided — along  by  the  side  of  Quentin,  who  moderated  his  space 
to  suit  hers. 

The  rain  of  last  night  had  completely  laid  the  dust ;  the  morn- 
ing air  was  cool  and  delightful,  and  save  a  Franciscan  friar  of 
Medellin,  travelling  like  themselves  on  foot,  with  a  canvas  wallet 
slung  on  his  back  and  a  long  knotted  staff  in  his  hand,  they  met 
no  one. 

The  heavy  clouds  were  banking  up  from  the  westward,  but  the 
sky  was  beautiful  overhead,  and,  refreshed  by  the  torrents  of 
last  night,  every  herb,  flower,  and  leaf  wore  their  brightest  hues. 
The  Salor,  a  river  which  flows  from  the  mountains  southward  of 
Caceres,  in  Estremadura,  and  joins  the  Tasfus  near  Rosmaninhal, 
in  the  province  of  Beira,  and  the  bed  ot  which  frequently  be- 
comes quite  dry  in  summer,  now  came  in  sight,  swollen  by  the 
recent  rains,  and  flowing  red  and  muddy  between  groves  of  olive 
trees,  which  were  still  in  full  leaf,  as  in  those  regions  the  olive 
harvest  usually  occurs  about  the  month  of  December. 

On  the  surface  of  the  rushing  river  the  lar^e  flowers  of  the 
whi^tc  and  purple  lotus  floated,  or  sunk  to  rise  again,  bobbing  in  the 
eddies;  and  some  brightly  feathered  birds, though  summer  was  long 
since  past,  twittered  about,  filling  the  air  with  melody  and  song. 
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But  the  western  clouds,  we  have  said,  came  gathering  fast  and 
heavily,  and  in  sombre  masses  that  alternated  between  purple  and 
inky  grey,  while  the  wind  rose  in  hot  or  cold  puffs  that  gradually 
grew  to  gusts ;  and  these,  with  other  indications  that  rough 
weather  was  again  at  hand,  made  the  two  pedestrians  hasten  on. 

Ere  they  crossed  the  old  Koman  bridge  that  spans  the  Salor, 
by  arches  that  must  whilom  have  echoed  to  the  marching  legions 
of  Quintus  Sertorius,  the  sound  of  distant  thunder  was  heard 
among  the  mountains,  and  then  the  clouds  gathered  so  fast,  that 
ere  long  every  vestige  of  blue  was  completely  hidden  in  the  sky. 

"If  rain  comes,  what  a  situation  for  you.  Donna  Isidora!" 
said  Quentin,  turning  to  his  companion,  to  whose  usually  colour- 
less cheek,  the  early  morning  air  and  the  exercise  of  walking  had 
imparted  a  lovely  flush ;  in  fact  she  seemed  radiantly  beautiful ! 

"  Oh,  fear  not  for  me,  senor,  though  to  have  one's  only  dress 
wetted,  is  rather  unpleasant,"  she  replied ;  "  besides,  the  villa  of 
the  Conde  is  close  at  hand." 

At  that  moment  one  or  two  large  drops  of  warm  rain  plashed 
on  the  road  they  traversed,  causing  them  to  quicken  their  steps. 

Striking  off  from  the  main  highway,  Isidora  led  Quentin  be- 
tween two  gate  pillars,  each  of  which  was  surmounted  by  a 
marble  lion,  seated  on  its  haunches,  with  its  fore  paws  resting  on 
a  shield.  This  gave  access  to  an  avenue,  where  two  rows  of 
giant  beeches,  now  brown  and  yellow,  mingled  with  ilex  (whose 
leaves  seem  as  red  as  blood  when  viewed  in  the  sunshine),  cast 
their  shadows  on  two  lesser  rows  of  dense  and  dark-leaved  Por- 
tuguese laurels,  myrtle  and  wild  gentian ;  but  in  this  silent  and 
untrodden  avenue,  the  rank  grass  and  weeds  were  already 
sprouting. 

"  This  is  the  villa,"  said  Donna  Isidora,  as  they  came  suddenly 
in  sight  of  a  chateau  of  very  imposing  aspect;  **but  Madre 
Maria  !  what  is  this  ?    It  seems  quite  deserted !" 

A  double  flight  of  white  marble  steps  led  from  a  green  lawft 
to  a  noble  terrace,  the  balustrades  of  which  were  elaborately 
carved,  and  had  at  regular  intervals  square  pedestals  bearing 
each  an  enormous  porphyry  vase  filled  with  flowers  that  diffused 
a  delicious  aroma.  From  the  architecture  of  the  villa,  a  large 
square  mansion  with  wings,  which  rose  from  the  plateau  of  this 
stately  terrace,  and  by  its  Palladian  style,  many  of  the  pediments, 
cornices,  capitals,  and  especially  the  statues  that  adorned  it, 
seemed  to  have  been  taken  from  the  various  Roman  ruins  in  the 
vicinity. 

Around  this  terrace  was  a  row  of  orange  trees,  the  fruit  of 
which  had  never  been  gathered,  as  it  lay  in  heaps  under  each, 
just  as  it  had  fallen  from  the  branches  when  dead  ripe. 

The  plashing  water  of  a  beautiful  bronze  fountain,  where  four 
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Tritons  shot  each  a  jet  of  pure  crystal  from  a  trumpet-shaped 
conch  into  a  yellow  marble  basin,  alone  broke  the  silence  and 
stillness  of  the  place.  Tom  from  its  elaborate  hinges,  the  front 
door  lay  flat  on  the  tesselated  marble  floor  of  the  vestibule, 
having  evidently  been  beaten  in  by  the  simple  application  of  a 
large  stone  which  still  lay  above  it;  and  the  tendrils  of  the 
gorgeous  acacias  that  covered  the  front  wall  of  the  villa,  had 
already  begun  to  find  their  way  in  at  the  open  do(»r,  and  to  cre^ 
through  the  shattered  windows. 

"The  French  have  been  here!"  said  Isidora,  with  a  dark 
expression  in  her  eyes ;  "  De  Ribeaupierre's  dragoons  have  done 
this.'' 

"The  villa  is  c[uite  deserted,  senora,''  said  Quentin,  as  thej 
stood  in  irresolution  and  perplexity  on  the  terrace.  "  How  far 
are  we  from  Salorino  P" 

"  Six  miles  at  least." 

Quentin  hallooed  loudly  two  or  three  times,  but  the  echoes  of 
the  tenantless  abode  alone  responded,  and  the  deathlike  stillness 
there  made  Isidora  shrink  close  to  his  side. 

"  I  was  not  prepared  for  this,"  she  said,  while  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears ;  "  yet  what  else  can  we  expect  while  a  Frenchman 
remains  alive  on  this  side  of  the  Pyrenees  ?"  she  added,  bitterly. 

"There  seems  to  be  no  living  thing  here,  senora;  not  even  a 
household  dog." 

"  What  shall  we  do,  senor  ?"  she  asked,  earnestly. 

"  Whatever  we  do  ultimately,  senora,  we  must  take  shelter 
now,  for  here  comes  the  storm  again,  and  with  vengeance,  too  !" 

So  intent  had  they  been  in  ooserving  the  indications  of  de- 
sertion and  decay  about  this  noble  villa,  that  they  had  failed  to 
see  how  fast  the  storm  had  gathered  round  them.  A  gust  of 
wind  tore  past  the  edifice,  strewing  the  terrace  with  withered 
acacia  flowers  and  orange  leaves,  and  then  the  rain'  descended 
in  torrents,  driving  the  travellers  for  shelter  into  the  open 
vestibule. 

In  blinding  sheets  it  rushed  along  the  earth,  from  which  it 
seemed  to  rise  again  like  smoke  or  mist,  then  the  thunder  hurtle 
across  the  darkening  sky,  and  the  yellow  lightning  played  like 
wild-fire  about  the  bare  granite  scalps  of  the  distant  sierras, 
throwing  forward  every  peak  in  stroi^  outline  from  the  dusky 
masses  of  cloud,  amid  which  they  '*  were  an  instant  seen,  and 
instant  lost." 

"  Madre  de  Bios !  there  seems  a  fatality  in  all  this !"  ex- 
claimed Isidora,  as  the  overstrained  and  half  Moorish  ideas  of 
etiquette  and  female  propriety  which  prevail  in  Spain  and 
Portugal  occurred  to  her;   then,  looking  at  Quentin,  while  a 
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Wush  suffused  her  cheek,  she  added,  "  to  be  wandering  in  this 
manner  is  a  most  awkward  situation,  especially  for  me." 

Quentin  made  some  well-bred  reply,  he  knew  not  what ;  but 
with  all  its  awkwardness  he  felt  that  ''the  situation  had  its 
charm,''  as  he  took  her  hand  and  suggested  that  they  should  in- 
vestigate the  premises  and  see  whether  the  villa  was  really  so 
deserted  as  it  appeared. 

From  the  splendid  vestibule,  the  lofty  walls  and  rich  cornices 
of  which  were  covered  with  armorial  bearings  of  the  past  Condes 
de  Maciera,  many  of  their  escutcheons  being  collared  by  the 
orders  of  Santiago  de  Compostella,  Santiago  de  Montesa,  the 
Dove  of  Castile,  and  the  Gblden  Fleece,  with  the  crossed  batons 
that  showed  how  many  had  of  old  commanded  the  Monteros  de 
Espinosa,  or  Ancient  Archers  of  the  Spanish  Koyal  Guard, 
Quentin  and  Donna  Isidora  ascended  a  marble  stair  to  a  large 
corridor,  off  which  several  suites  of  apartments  opened,  and 
through  these  they  proceeded,  every  moment  fearful  of  coming 
suddenly  upon  some  sight  of  horror,  as  the  French  were  seldom 
slow  in  using  their  bayonets  against  any  household  that  received 
them  unwillmgly,  and  the  battered  state  of  the  entrance  door 
showed  that  the  villa  had  been  entered  forcibly. 

The  great  corridor,  like  many  of  the  rooms,  was  hung  with 
portraits  of  grisly  saints  and  meek-eyed  Madonnas,  and  oi  many 
A  lank-visaged  and  lon^-bearded  hidalgo,  with  breast-plate,  Insh 
ruff,  and  bowl-hilted  toledo,  looking  with  calm  pride,  or  it  might 
be  defiance,  from  the  flapping  canvas,  which  had  been  slashed  in 
mere  wantonness  bv  the  sabres  of  the  French  dragoons. 

Save  that  a  numoer  of  chairs  were  overthrown,  that  several 
lockfast  places  had  been  broken  open,  and  that  many  empty 
bottles  strewed  the  floors,  the  furniture  appeared  to  have  been 
left  untouched.  The  gilt  clocks  on  the  marble  mantel-pieces 
ticked  no  more,  and  the  spiders  had  spun  their  webs  over  the 
hour-hands  and  dials,  thus  showing  that  the  villa  must  have  been 
deserted  by  the  family  and  servants  of  the  count  for  some  weeks. 
The  damask  sofas  and  ottomans  were  covered  with  dust,  and 
many  books  lay  strewn  about  on  the  dry  and  now  musty  esparto 
grass  that  covered  some  of  the  floors,  which  were  nearly  all  of 
highly  polished  oak. 

Quentin  picked  up  a  lady's  white  kid  glove,  and  a  black  fan 
covered  with  silver  spangles. 

'These  have  belonged  to  the  mother  of  the  Conde,  who  resided 


here ;  where  can  the  poor  lady  have  fled — what  may  have  become 
of  her  ?"  said  Isidora  as  they  wandered  on,  her  voice  and  Quen- 

mptiness  of  the  g 
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All  the  bed-chambers  were  untouclied,  save  in  some  instances 
where  a  mirror  or  cheval  glass  was  starred  or  smashed  by  a 
pistol-shot ;  and  so,  ere  long,  the  visitors  in  their  search  found 
themselves  in  the  chapel,  a  little  Grothic  oratory  of  very  florid 
architecture,  which  had  evidently  formed  a  portion  of  a  much 
older  edifice  than  the  present  villa;  for  there,  on  a  pedestal 
tomb,  having  a  row  of  carved  weepers  round  it,  and  little  niches 
and  sockets  for  twelve  votive  lamps,  lay  side  by  side  the  effigies 
of  two  knights  in  chain-armour,  with  their  cross-hilted  swords 
and  military  girdles  on,  and  their  hands  folded  in  prnver.  Quen- 
tin  drew  near  them  with  interest,  for  he  rememberecl  the  quaint 
effigy  of  Sir  Ranulph  Crawford,  Keeper  of  the  Palace  of  Carrick, 
in  the  old  kirk  of  Kohallion,  and  while  Isidora  knelt  for  a  moment 
before  the  little  altar,  he  read  on  a  brass  plate  this  inscription : 

"Aqui  yazen  el  noble  y  valiente  Conde,  Don  Fernando  de 
Estreniera,  y  su  hijo,  Don  Antonio,  Condes  de  Maciera  y  Estre- 
mera ;  fueron  muertos  en  una  batalla  con  los  Infieles,  en  tiempo 
del  Rey  Don  Alfonso  de  Castile,  Leon,  y  Galicia.  Requiescant 
in  pace." 

"More  than  seven  hundred  years  ago,"  thought  Quentin. 
•*  Sir  Ranalph's  tomb  is  a  thing  of  yesterday  compared  with  this.'* 

He  surveyed  with  emotions  of  pleasure  and  interest  this  little 
oratory,  the  sanctuary  of  which,  with  its  half  Moorish  and  ara- 
besque-like carvings  was  a  miracle  of  art  and  a  mass  of  gilding. 
It  must  have  been  erected  almost  immediately  after  the  expulsion 
of  the  Arabs  from  that  part  of  Castile,  and  so  those  Counts  of 
Maciera  had  lived  and  died  before  the  days  of  the  Cid  himself, 
**  The  venging  scourge  of  Moors  and  traitors. 
The  mighty  thunderbolt  of  war ! 
Mirror  bright  of  chivalry, 
Huy,  my  Cid  Campeador !" 

for  he  had  been  born  when  Canute  the  Dane  swayed  his  sceptre 
over  England,  and  when  Malcolm  of  Scotland — Rex  Victoriosissi- 
mus — was  nailing  the  hides  of  the  Norsemen  on  the  doors  of  his 
parish  churches.  It  was  a  remote  period^  to  look  back  to,  and 
yet,  in  some  of  her  national  features,  particularly  in  her  prone- 
ness  to  bloodshed,  Spain  was  pretty  much  the  same  as  when  the 
Cid  shook  his  lance  before  the  walls  of  Zamora. 

Light,  many-hued,  crimson,  blue,  and  green,  streamed,  with 
flakes  of  dusky  yellow,  through  the  chapel's  deep-arched  windows, 
sheddmg  a  warm  glow  on  its  carved  pillars,  ribbed  arches,  and 
lettered  stones  that  marked  the  graves  of  the  dead  below,  where 
the  Condes  de  Maciera,  **  el  noble — el  magno,"  were  minglinff 
with  the  dust ;  but  now  their  dwelling-place  was  desolate,  and 
the  heir  of  all  their  titles,  a  half-desperate  outlaw  and  soldier; 
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was  serring  as  a  guerilla  in  the  band  of  Baltasar  the  Salaman- 
quino. 

Various  stools  and  hassocks  were  still  disposed  near  the  oak 
rail  of  the  sanctuary,  as  if  to  mark  where  several  of  the  fugitive 
household  had  knelt  but  recently. 

The  chapel  suddenly  grew  very  dark,  but  was  lightened  as 
quickly  by  a  terrific  flash  without.  Against  this  glare  of  light 
the  mulbons  and  tracery  of  tbe  windows  were  darkly  but  dis- 
tinctly defined,  and,  as  it  passed  away,  a  peal  of  thunder  that 
seemed  directly  over  their  heads,  shook  the  place. 

Crossing  herself.  Donna  Isidora  sprang  close  to  Quentin's  side, 
and  taking  her  bv  the  hand,  he  led  her  back  to  a  more  cheerful 
part  of  the  voiceless  mansion. 

The  weather  was  completely  broken  now,  and  to  Quentin  it 
seemed  that  unless  there  was  some  ctiange,  of  which  there  was 
no  probability,  as  the  year  was  closing,  the  armjr  were  likely  to 
have  a  fine  time  of  it,  alter  breaking  up  from  their  snug  canton- 
ments in  Portugal  to  open  a  campaign  in  Spain. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  appearance  of  the  rain  abating,  so 
feeling  the  necessity  for  making  themselves  as  comfortable  as 
circumstances  would  permit,  Quentin  set  about  closing  all  the 
doors  and  wmdows,  and  selecting  a  room  that  had  evidently  been 
the  boudoir  of  the  Condesa,  as  its  walls  were  covered  by  white 
silk  starred  with  g;old ;  there  too,  were  pale-blue  damask  hang- 
ings, starred  with  silver,  a  piano  and  guitar,  with  piles  of  music, 
illuminated  books,  sketches,  statuettes,  and  ornaments,  all  indica- 
tive of  a  graceful  taste  and  refined  mind. 

These  were  all  untouched,  so  there  Quentin  installed  his 
companion,  whose  eye  was  the  first  to  detect  a  gilt  cage,  at  the 
bottom  of  which  a  former  friend  and  favourite,  a  little  singing 
bird,  lay  dead  and  covered  with  dust. 

She  seated  herself  near  the  window  to  watch.the  black  clouds 
whirling  in  masses  around  the  peaks  of  the  great  mountain 
ranges  that  lay  between  her  and  her  temporary  home  in  Por- 
tugal, and  on 'the  rain  plashing  frothily  on  the  marble  terrace, 
gorging  the  gurgoyles  of  the  parapet  and  the  basin  of  the  bronze 
fountain,  which  had  long  since  overflowed. 

Meanwhile  Quentin  bustled  about ;  to  have  the  run  of  such 
a  house  was  not  without  interest.  He  soon  procured  a  brasero, 
which  he  filled  with  charcoal,  and  lighted  by  flashing  some  pow- 
der in  the  pan  of  a  pistol ;  and  for  warmth,  he  made  Isidora 
place  her  damty  little  feet  upon  it.  Canisters  of  biscuits  and 
of  fruit  of  various  kinds,  several  flasks  of  Valdepenas  and  Cham- 
pagne, a  ham,  and  several  other  matters  which  he  found  in  over- 
hauling the  cook's  department  and  butler's  pantry,  with  all  the 
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appurtenances  of  the  table,  he  appropriated  with  a  campaigner's 
readiness,  and  insisted  upon  his  fair  companion  partaking  of  a 
repast  with  him. 

The  storm — the  rain,  at  least,  as  we  shall  have  to  show — con- 
tinued much  longer  than  they  anticipated.  But  if  it  lasted  for  a 
fortnight,  there  seemed  to  be  still  provisions  enough  in  the  old 
villa  to  prevent  them  from  being  starved  out  even  in  that  time. 

For  a  period  both  were  now  perplexed  and  thoughtfuL 

Donna  Isidpra  was  considering  how  all  this  unlooked-for  devia- 
tion and  delay  were  to  be  explained  to  her  brother,  who,  as  a 
Spaniard,  was  naturally  suspicious,  and  of  whom  she  stood  in  con- 
siderable awe.  The  latter  emotion  made  her  conceive  that  the 
most  peaceful  and  prudent  course  would  be,  to  say  nothing  what- 
ever about  the  casual  discovei^  of  her  disguise,  or  her  wanderings 
on  the  way  before  reaching  Portalegre ;  but  then,  how  was  she  to 
account  for  the  absence  of  the  horse  and  mule,  but  for  the  loss 
of  which,  after  their  flight  from  the  French,  she  and  Quentin 
would  have  been  last  night  safe  and  separated  at  the  place  of 
their  destination ! 

Then  when  remembering  the  haughty  temper  of  Cosmo,  and 
the  cold  and  hostile  manner  in  which  he  was  treated  by  him, 
Quentin  felt ,  some  alarm  lest  his  honour  might  be  impugned  by 
the  protracted  delay  in  rejoining  the  Borderers ;  while  his  own 
experience,  and  the  hints  he  had  received  from  Major  Middleton, 
made  him  now  resolve,  however  great  his  reluctance  would  be  in 
leaving  that  fine  old  soldier  and  Askerne,  Monkton,  and  other 
25th  men,  to  volunteer  into  some  other  regiment — ^perhaps  in  the 
94th,  if  his  friend  Captain  Warriston  could  scheme  it  for  him. 

The  moidores  which  Ribeaupierre  had  so  generously  shared 
with  him,  made  a  transfer  of  this  kind  appear  the  more  easy  in  a 
monetary  point  of  view ;  and  luckily  the  army  had  not  yet  began 
to  move,  so  his  courage  was  still  unimpeachaDle. 

Reflection  showed  that  Cosmo  woula  render  his  life  intolerable, 
and  make  promotion  an  impossibility. 

"I  shall  seek  out  another  colonel,  if  he  can  be  found  in  the 
service.  I  can  only  fail  in  the  attempt,  and  be  no  worse  than  I 
am,"  said  Quentin,  unintentionally  aloud,  so  that  the  dark  eyes 
of  the  Spanish  girl  rested  inquiringly  on  him. 

He  now  seated  himself  in  the  same  window  opposite  Isidora, 
who  having  her  own  thoughts,  was  silent.  Evening  was  drawing 
near—the  short  evening  of  a  dark  November  day,  and  the  cease- 
less rain  still  plashed  heavily  down,  while  the  wind  howled  drearily 
around  the  solitary  villa. 
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CHAPTER  LV. 

017  B  LADY  DEL  FILiJL. 

•«  The  foe  retires — she  heads  the  ealljing  host, 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  so  well  appease  a  lorer's  fall  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flushed  hope  is  lost  ? 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
Foiled  hy  a  woman's  hand  before  a  battered  wall." — Bteow. 

**  What  a  singular  adventure  this  is,"  thought  Queutin ;  **  and 
what  a  perplexing  position  for  us  both !  It  is  very  romantic, 
certainly.  A  deserfced  house,  a  lovely  girl,  and  all  that.  'Tis 
very  like  some  incidents  I  have  read  of,  and  some  I  have  imagined  -^ 
but,  by  Jove !  I  wish  I  could  see  my  way  handsomely  out  ot  it." 

The  last  desire  resulted  from  the  unpleasant  recollection  of  the 
Padre  Trevino's  face  and  intonation  of  voice,  when  he  spoke  so 
impressively  of  the  interest  he  felt  in  the  lady  committed  to  his 
care,  and  the  sternly  expressed  anxiety  that  she  should  reach 
Portalegre  "  without  hindrance  or  delay.'* 

Was  the  fellow  only  acting  a  part,  or  could  it  be  that  the  ugly 
ogre  actually  had  some  tender  fancy  for  Isidora  ?  Whether  he 
had  or  not,  an  unfrocked  friar,  especially  of  his  peculiar  character, 
bad  not  much  chance  of  success  with  the  sister  or  support  from 
the  brother,  so  Quentin  dismissed  the  idea. 

"  How  charming  she  looks !"  he  thought,  stealing  a  glance  at 
the  long  lashes  of  the  now  pensive  eyes,  the  soft  features  half 
shaded  oy  the  black  lace  veil,  and  the  graceful  contour  of  her 
bust  and  shoulders,  in  her  low-cut  scarlet  velvet  corset.  "  How 
delightful,  if,  instead  of  being  lost  in  this  barbarous  place,  she 
were  at  Rohallion  or  Ardgour;  what  a  bvely  friend  and  companion 
for  Flora  !" 

Poor  Quentin !  Alas,  this  was  but  the  sophistry  of  the  heart, 
and  was,  perhaps,  its  first  impulse  towards  the  donna  herself,  and 
might  ena  by  her  image  supplanting  Flora's  there. 

**  Such  desecration,  that  her  hand  should  even  be  touched  by 
such  a  wretch  as  Trevino  ?" 

He  had  muttered  his  last  thought  aloud,  so  Donna  Isidora 
looked  up  and  said — 

"  You  mentioned  the  Padre  Trevino  ?" 

"Did  I  ?— surely  not?"  replied  Quentin,  as  the  colour  rushed 
into  his  face. 

"  Yes — what  of  him,  senor  ?"  she  asked,  fixing  her  soft,  dark 
eyes  on  him  inquiringly. 
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"  I  must  have  been  dreaming." 

"  Scarcely,"  said  she,  smiling,  "  while  the  thunder  makes  such 
a  noise;  you  were  thinking  aloud." 

"Perhaps." 

"  Of  what  ?  I  insist  on  knowing." 

"  I  cannot  help  reflecting,  senora,  that  such  actions  as  those  in 
which  Trevino  seems  to  exult,  must  damage  the  Spanish  cause 

in  the  eyes  of  Europe  and  of  humanity,  and  thus — excuse  me 

but  I  begin  to  lose  faith  in  your  countrymen,  even  before  we 
test  alliance  with  them  fully." 

"  And  what  say  you  of  the  recent  siege  of  Zaragossa  ?" 

"  Ah,  Don  Jos6  ralafox  is  a  brave  man,  certainly ;  and  brave 
too,  is  Augustina,  the  Maid  of  Zaragossa,  who  led  tlie  canoneers 
in  the  defence  of  the  Portillo  against  Lefebre." 

*'  She  had  lost  her  lover  in  the  siege,  so  apart  from  inspiration, 
her  courage  was  no  marvel." 

"  And  you,  senora— if  you  lost  a  lover  ?" 

"1  have  lost  several ;  but  if  I  lost  one  whom  I  loved,  you  mean?" 

"Yes — and  who  loved  you  well  and  truly  ?" 

"  I  would  face  ten  *  thousand  cannon  to  avenge  him  ! — 
Augustina  did  nothing  that  I  would  not  dare  and  do !"  replied 
Isiaora,  as  her  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  pressed  her  clenched  Iiand 
into  the  soft  cheek  that  rested  on  it. 

"  A  beautiful  little  spitfire  !"  thought  Quentin. 

"  But,  senor,  you  must  be  aware  that  neither  Palafox  the 
Arragonese  nor  the  girl  Augustina  could  have  achieved  all  they 
did,  save  for  the  aid  of  our  Lady  del  Pilar  ?'i 

"  What  lady  is  she  ?"  asked  Quentin. 

"  Madre  divina,  listen  to  him  1  It  grieves  me  sadly,  amigo 
mio,  to  think — to  think " 

"  What  P"  asked  Quentin,  as  she  paused. 

"  That  you  are  a  heretic,  innocently,  through  no  fault  of  your 
own,  and  yet  born  to  perdition." 

"  You  are  not  very  complimentary,  yet  I  pardon  you,  my  dear 
senora,"  replied  Quentin,  laughing  as  he  kissed  her  hand — which 
we  fear  he  did  rather  frequently  now. 

"  Shall  I  try  to  teach  you,  and  lead  your  heart  as  I  would 
wish  it  ?"  she  asked,  with  a  gentle  smUe. 

"If  you  please,  senora." 

"  I  mean,  to  instil  a  proper  spirit  of  adoration  in  it  P" 

"If  it  is  adoration  of  yourself,  senora,  I  fear  my  heart  is  learn- 
ing that  fast  enough  already,"  replied  Quentin,  with  such  a 
caballero  air  that  the  donna  laughed  and  coloured,  but  accepted 
the  answer  as  a  mere  compliment ;  "  then  tell  me,"  he  added, 
"  about  this  Lady  del  Pilar,  who  aided  Don  Jos6  Palafox." 
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"She  is  the  guardian  saint  of  the  city  of  Zaragossa,  and  save 
but  for  her  assistance,  he  had  never  withstood  the  arms  of  France 
so  long ;  for  it  was  faith  in  her,  and  her  only,  that  inspired  Pala- 
fox  to  make  a  resistance  so  terrible  !** 

"  But  tell  me  about  her.  Donna  Isidora." 

"  You  must  learn,  senor,  that  after  the  resurrection  of  our 
blessed  Lord,  when  the  twelve  apostles  separated  and  went  to 
preach  the  gospel  in  different  parts  of  the  world,  St.  George  set 
out  for  England,  St.  Anthony  for  Italy,  and  the  others  went 
elsewhere ;  but  Santiago  the  elder  set  out  for  Spain,  a  land 
which,  say  our  annab,  the  Saviour  commended  to  his  peculiar 
care. 

"  Before  departing  from  Judea,  he  went  to  the  humble  dwelling 
of  the  blessed  Virgin — the  same  little  hut  that  is  now  at  Loretto 
— ^to  kiss  her  hand,  on  his  knees  to  obtain  her  permission  to  set 
forth,  and  her  blessings  on  his  labours.  After  bestowing  it,  she 
adjured  him  to  build  a  church  onto  her  honour  in  that  city  of 
Spain  where  he  should  make  the  most  important,  or  the  greatest 
number  of  converts. 

"  So  the  saint  >set  sail  in  a  Roman  gallejr,  but  was  driven 
through  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  into  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  and  after 
enduring  great  perils  along  the  shores  of  Lusitania,  he  landed  ia 
the  kingdom  of  (Jalicia.  Proceeding  through  the  land,  he  went 
barefooted,  preaching  the  gospel,  teaching  and  baptizing,  but  with 
little  success,  until  he  came  to  a  fair  city  of  Arragon,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ebro  and  the  Guerva,  in  the  midst  of  a  vast  and 
lovely  plain.  Surroimded  by  fertile  fields  of  com,  and  by  groves 
of  orange  and  lime  trees,  its  stately  towers  were  visible  from  afar, 
glittering  white  as  snow  in  the  sunshine;  but  in  its  marble 
temples  false  gods  and  ^ddesses  were  worshipped  by  the  people. 

**  Enchanted  by  the  sight  of  a  city  so  fair,  the  saint  rested  on 
his  staff  and  asked  of  a  wayfarer  how  it  was  named ;  and  he  was 
told  that  it  was  Csesarea  Augusta;  so  entering  he  be^an  to 
preach  in  the  public  thoroughfares,  and  ere  long  made  eight  dis- 
ciples, who  ^ve  all  they  possessed  to  the  poor,  and  followed  him. 

•*  Full  of  joy  with  his  success  he  retired,  one  eveninff,  to  a  little 
grove  on  tlie  banks  of  the  Ebro,  with  his  eight  new  mends,  and 
there,  after  long  and  holy  converse,  they  fell  asleep  under  the 
orange  trees;  but  between  the  night  and  morning  they  were' 
awakened  by  hearing  a  choir,  possessed  of  a  harmony  that  was 
divine,  singing  '  Ave  Maria  gratia  plena,  Dominus  tecum ;'  yet 
tliey  saw  not  from  whence  they  proceeded. 

**  Louder  swelled  this  mysterious  harmony,  and  louder  still, 
until  they  seemed  to  be  in  the  midst  of  it. 

"  Listening  in  wonder  and  awe  they  fell  on  their  kn&es,  and  lo, 

Y 
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i^uor !  a  marvellous  silver  light,  brighter  than  that  of  day,  filled 
all  the  orange  grove,  and  amid  a  choir  of  angels,  whose  goldes 
hair  floated  over  their  shoulders,  whose  wings  aud  robes  were 
white  as  the  new  fallen  snow^  and  whose  faces  bloomed  with  the 
purity  and  radiance  of  heaven,  there,  on  the  summit  of  a.  white 
marble  pillar,  stood  the  blessed  Madonna,  with  her  fair  brow 
crowned  by  thirteen  stars,  and  her  robe  all  of  a  dazzling;  bright- 
ness. With  a  divine  smile  on  her  face,  she  listened  to  the  choii*, 
who  went  through  the  whole  of  her  matin  service. 

"When  it  was  ended,  when  the  voices  of  the  angels  were 
hushed,  their  eyes  cast  down,  and  their  hands  meekly  folded  on 
their  besoms, 

" '  Santiago,'  said  she,  '  h^e  on  this  spot  raise  thou  the  church 
of  which  I  told  thee,  and  build  it  round  this  pillar,  which  I  have 
brought  hither  by  the  hands  of  angels;  here  shall  it  abide  until 
the  end  of  the  world,  ^d  all  the  powem  of  hell  shall. not  prevail 
against  it !' 

**  The  saint  and  his  eight  discuplQe^  who  v^eare  all  on  their  knees 
in  reverence  and  awe,  bowed  low  at  this  command ;  when  they 
looked  up,  the  Virgin  had  disappeajred  with  all  her  shining  choir, 
and  nothing  remained  but  themiraoulous  pillar  of  polished  marble, 
fitanding  cold,  white,  and  aolitacy,  amid  the  moonlight,  by  the 
liank  of  the  Ebro. 

**  So  around  that  column  he  built  the  famous  church  of  Our 
Lady  del  Pilar,  which  has  been- the  scene  of  a  thousand  mijracto; 
about  it»  ere  long,  grew  the  vast  Christian. city  now  named  Ztanr 
fiossa,  which,  asr-  my  fatiiear  the  professor  alwt^^  assured  me«  i» 
but  a  corruption  of  the  original  name,  C(Bsarea^A.ugusta. 

**  Santiago  rests*  from  his  holy  labours  in  Compostellafc  wherQ 
hid  was  martyred  by  the  harbacous  Galicians^and  whom  his  bones 
were  discovered  in  after  years  by  a  miraculous  aicw  that  burned 
^ver  his  I  grave.  When  danger  threatens  Spain,  the  clashing  of 
mrms  and  of  armour  is  heard  within,  his  tomb»  fof  ho  is  iter 
tutelary  ^ardian^  and  so  greatly  do  we  venerate  him,  that  of  the 
canons  of  his  cathedral  seven,  at  least,  must  be  cardinal  priests : 
and  there,  at  Compostella,  l>e  appeared  in  a  vision  to  the  king; 
Don  Ramiro,  before  his  famous  battle  with  the  Moors,  and  pro- 
mised him  victory  for  withholding  the  annual  tribute  of  a  huncued 
Christian  girls. 

.  *'  Time  passed  over  Zar^ssa,  and  even  the  infidel  Moors  re- 
^ected  the  holv  pillar,  for  it  was  found  uninjured  when  the  city 
was  re-captured  from  them  by  Don  Alphonso  of  Arra^a. 

"  And  so  last  year,  when  t£e  French  had  pushed  their  batteries 
«long  the  right  bank  of  the  Guerva,  and  nad  beaten  down  the 
^ampar^;  ^  when,  at  their  headv  General  Bibeaupierre  had  cut 
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a  passage  through  the  ranks  of  Palafox  into  the  wide  and  stately 
Coso ;  when  Lefebre  assailed  the  PortiUo,  and  was  repulsed  with 
the  loss  of  two  thousand  men,  but  returned  with  renewed  fury, 
when  a  carnage  ensued  that  must  have  ended  in  the  fall  of  Zara- 
gossa  and  the  capture  of  Don  Jos6,  then  it  was,  senor,  that  the 
young  girl  Augustina,  inspired  by  vengeance  for  her  lover's  fall, 
appeared  among  the  soldiers,  calling  on  Our  Lady  del  Pilar  to 
aia  her  chosen  city. 

"  Then  springing  over  dead  and  dying,  she  soatcbed  a  lighted 
match  from  her  de^Eui  lover's  hand  and  discharged  a  twenty-six 
pounder  loaded  with  grapeshot  full  at  the  advancing  foe,  and 
animated  the  citizens  to  continue  that  awful  struggle  by  which 
Zaragossa  was  saved,  thoiufh  the  flower  of  Arragon  perish^. 
Foot  to  foot  and  breast  to  breast  they  fought,  contesting  every 
street  and  house,  from  floor  to  floor,  till  the  French  retired. 
Augustina  received  a  noble  pension,  and  now  wears  on  her  sleeve 
a  shield  of  honour  with  the  city's  name." 

By  the  time  this  story  was  ended,  darkness  had  almost  set  in ; 
the  rain  was  still  rushing  down  in  a  ceaseless  flood,  and  the  vivid 
lig^tnmg,  with  its  green  and  ghastly  glare,  lit  up  from  time  to 
time  the  gloomy  chambers  of  the  silent  villa. 

Kemembering  that  he  had  seen  a  lamp  in  one  of  the  rooms, 
dentin  was  a£)ut  to  go  in  search  of  it,  when  the  sound  of  a 
heavy  door  closing  witii  a  bang  that  echoed  through  all  the 
mansion,  made  him  pause,  and  as  he  was  Scotsman  enough  to 
have  certain  undefined  but  superstitious  noticms,  he  turned  to 
bis  companion,  who  on  hearing  this  unexpected  noise,  had 
4Btarted  from  her  seat  with  her  eyes  dilated  and  her  lips  parted. 

•*  You  heard  that,  senora  F"  said  he. 

*'  It  is  the  private  door  of  the  chapel— the  door  through  which 
we  passed,"  she  replied. 

"  What  has  caused  it  to  open  aad  shut  P" 

"  The  wind,  probably." 

'*  It  can  be  nothing  else,  senor^^  though  in  truth  I  was  think- 
ing of  those  two  effigies  that  for  seven  hundred  years  have  stood, 
-with  their  stony  eyes  uplifted  and  their  mailed  hancb  clasped  in 
prayer." 

'*  What  of  them  P"  she  asked,  with  surprise. 

**  What  if  they  got  off  their  pedestals  and  took  a  promenade 
through  the  villa  on  this  stormy  night  P" 

•*  Ah,  senor,  don't  talk  of  such  things  !"  said  Bonna  Isidora, 
as  she  shrunk  close  to  him  and  laid  her  hand  on  bis  arm. 
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CHAPTER  LVI. 

PLAYING  WITH  FIRE. 

"  Fraoglit  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  fenced 

In  mail  of  proof — ^her  purity  of  soul. 
She,  for  the  future  of  her  strength  convinced, 

And  that  her  honour  was  a  rock  or  mole, 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 

With  any  kind  of  trouhlesome  control ; 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal. 
Is  that  which  must  be  gathered  in  the  sequel." — Bybon. 

roji  t  wo  entire  days  the  rain  continued  to  pour  as  it  only  pours 
in  the  Peninsula  during  the  wet  season,  and  our  wet  travellers 
were  compelled  to  keep  close  to  the  doors  of  the  Viila  de 
Maciera.  Gould  Quentin  have  lifted  the  veil  that  hides  the 
future,  and  foreseen  the  turmoil  and  danger  in  which  this  unex- 
pected delay  would  eventually  involve  him,  he  would  certainly 
have  made  some  vigorous  efforts  to  procure  horses  or  mules  at 
Salorino,  to  push  on  for  Portalegre,  in  spite  of  wind  or  rain  ;  but 
what,  then,  was  he  to  do  with  Donna  Isidora?  In  such  a 
November  deluge  she  could  neither  travel  on  horse  or  foot,  and 
"  leathern  conveyances  "  were  not  to  be  had  in  Spanish  Estre- 
madura  in  those  days,  nor  in  tlje  present  either,  probably.  To 
leave  her  alone  in  that  deserted  house  was  not  to  be  thouglit  of. 

So  Quentin  stayed. 

Time  did  not  pass  slowly,  however.  They  did  not  read,  you 
may  be  assured,  though  fciooks  were  plentifully  strewed  about, 
as  the  French  had  been  lighting  their  pipes  with  'them;  but 
Isidora  took  to  teaching  Quentin  the  language  of  the  fan,  as 
spoken  or  used  at  the  bull-fight,  the  theatre,  on  the  prado,  or 
elsewhere,  and  with  such  a  pair  of  eyes  beaming  on  him,  over, 
under,  or  through  the  sticks  of  the  aforesaid  fan,  he  proved  an 
apt  scholar.    Who  would  have  been  otherwise  ? 

He  taught  her  his  name,  at  which  she  laughed  very  much,  and 
thought  it  an  odd  one. 

Ere  the  noon  of  the  second  day,  they  had  made  great  progress 
in  their  friendship,  and,  circumstanced  as  they  were,  could  ihey 
have  failed  to  do  so  P  Isolated  and  without  resource,  save  in 
each  other's  dangerous  society,  they  could  scarcely  be  ever 
separate  in  that  huge  deserted  house,  in  which  they  were  be- 
sieged by  the  weather. 

That  the  impulsive  Spanish  girl  had  conceived  a  strong  iffec- 
tion  for  Quentin  was  evident  from  her  occasional  silence,  her 
palpitation,  her  changing  look,  and  the  half-suppressed  fire  of 
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her  dark  eyes,  when  he  approached  or  spoke  to  her ;  then  it 
would  seem,  as  he  grew  bewildered  and  timid,  she  became  bold 
and  unconstrained. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  trace  the  workings  and  describe  tlia 
struggles  of  Donna  Isidora's  heart  in  the  growing  passion  she 
felt  for  Quentin — ^the  mere  result  of  accidents  which  she  could 
not  control,  and  a  propinquity  which  she  could  not  avoid;  or 
how  rapidly  the  brief  self-delusion  of  sisterhood  and  platonic 
aflPection  melted  away  before  the  warm  and  impulsive  nature  of 
her  character;  how  reason  weakened  as  passion  grew  strong, 
and  how  she  resolved  to  bend  him  to  her  will,  for  in  mind  and 
race,  rather  more  than  years,  she  was  much  his  senior. 

She  knew  that  Spain  was  almost  lawless  now ;  that  ties  were 
broken,  the  bonds  of  society^  loosed,  and  that  civil  order,  such  as 
it  was,  had  disappeared  amid  the  anarchy  consequent  to  the 
Erench  invasion :  hence  a  hundred  wild  schemes  coursed  through 
her  busy  brain.  She  even  hoped  to  lure  him  into  the  guerilla 
ranks,  or  to  fly  with  her  to  some  remote  part  of  the  provinces, 
where  they  could  never  more  be  traced ;  to  the  mountains  of 
Estrella,  the  Sierra  de  Oca,  or  the  dark  and  wooded  ranges  of  the 
Sierra  Morena,  where,  forgotten  alike  by  friend  or  foe,  they 
could  Kve  on  unknown.  Such  were  her  vague  ideas  for  the 
future.  For  the  present,  it  sufficed  her  that  she  loved  Quentin, 
and  that  he  must  be  taught  to  love  her  in  return. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  difficult  to  define  exactly  the  feeling 
Quentin  entertained  for  his  young  Spanish  friend.  Of  her 
wonderful  beauty  he  was  by  no  means  insensible.  Was  it 
platonic  regard  that  he  felt  ?  We  should  not  think  so  at  his 
years,  and  more  especially  as  we  are  disinclined  to  believe  in  such 
love  at  all.    Then  what  the  deuce  was  it  P  the  reader  may  ask. 

Flirtation,  perhaps — "  playing  with  fire,"  certainly. 

Young  though  he  was,  Quentin  could  not  forget  Flora  War- 
render,  and  that  sweet  evening  by  the  Kelpie's  Pool,  and  the 
first  thrill  of  boyish  love,  with  all  the  anxious  moments,  the 
feverish  hopes  that  stirred  his  heart — the  tender  memories  of 
his  grande  passion,  for  such  it  was;  and  thus  something  of 
chivalry  in  his  breast  made  him  struggle  against  the  present 
tempter  and  her  piquante  charms,  for  Flora's  gentle  image  always 
seemed  to  rise  up  between  him  and  her ;  and  yet — and  yet — 
there  was  something  very  bewildering  in  the  hourly  companion- 
ship, the  complete  isolation  and  reliance  of  this  lovely  young  girl 
with  whom  he  was  now  wandering  in  solitude — a  companion- 
ship  known  to  themselves  alone.  It  was  delightful  but  perilous 
work,  and  Quentin  could  not  analyse,  even  if  he  cared  to  do  so, 
the  emotions  she  was  exciting  in  his  breast. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


326  THE  KIK6*S   OWK   BORI»eREI». 

Where,  when,  and  how  was  it  all  to  end  ?  He  feared  that  he 
felt  too  little  anxiety  for  reaching  Portalegre  and  delivering  the 
reply  to  Sir  John  Hope's  despatch ;  and  yet,  if  the  «torm  abated, 
why  tarry  ? 

Quentin  was  soon  assured  that  Isidora  loved  him ;  and  ho  was 
not  without  that  useful  bump  on  his  occiput  denominated  self- 
esteem,  he  felt  flattered  accordingly;  yet,  withal,  he  struggled 
manfully  against  the  passion,  with  which  this  dangerous  know- 
ledge and  Isidora's  attractions,  were  both  calculated  to  inspire 
him. 

He  was  anxious  to  appear  to  advantage  in  her  eyes.  Why  ? 
She  was  nothing  to  him,  yet^  for  some  time,  she  had  been  the 
object  of  all  his  solicitucb.  In  the  course  of  conversation,  she 
admitted  that  she  had  many  admirers,  which,  for  a  girl  so  attrac- 
tive, was  likely  enough.  But  why  permit  the  development  of  a 
passion  in  her  that  could  lead  to  nothing  good  ?  Why  respond 
to  her  mowing  tenderness  P  Why — ay,  there  was  the  rub,  the 
lure,  and  the  peril. 

His  affecticHifi,  such  as  a  lad  not  yet  twenty  may  possess,  were 
promised  ekewbere.  Was  Flora  true,  and  remembering  him 
still  ?    This  was  rub  number  two. 

Quentin  Kennedy,  I  tremble  fbr  thee;  and,  if  the  truth  must 
be  told,  much  more  for  the  future  peace  and  reputation  of  Donna 
Isidora  de  Saldos,  for  neither  a  wholesome  terror  of  Baltasar's 
wrath  or  the  Padre  Treviho's  knife  may  avail  her  much. 

"  What  if  she  loves  me — Cloves  me  as  dear  Flora  did?"  thoofi^ht 
Quentin ;  and  when  this  pleasing  but  alarming  idea  occurred  to 
Mm,  he  really  dreaded  that  her  heart  might  be  too  far  involved  in 
those  tender  passages,  coquetries,  and  other  little  matters  inci- 
dent to  their  hourly  intercourse:  white  hands  taken  almost 
inadvertently  or  as  a  matter  of  course ;  and  darkly-lashed  eyes  t^at 
looked  softly  into  his,  were  rather  alluring,  certainly. 

In  Spain,  women  do  not  shake  hands  with  men ;  their  dainty 
fingers  (dingy  frequently)  are  kissed,  or  not  touched  at  all ;  hence 
we  may  suppose  that  Quentin  and  Isidora,  when  they  began  to 
sit  hand«in-hand  looking  out  cm  the  pouring  rain  as  twilight 
deepened,  had  got  a  long  way  on  in  lovemaking — in  engineering 
parlance,  that  he  had  pushed  the  trenches  to  the  base  of  the  fi^is. 

Some  one  remarks  somewhere,  that  the  fogs  and  sleet  of  En^- 
laud  mar  many  a  ripening  love;  but  that  under  the  clear  skies,  in 
the  bahny  air,  in  the  long  sultry  days,  the  voluptuous  evenings, 
and  still  more  in  the  gorgeous  moonlights  of  Spain,  the  g^tle 
passion  is  of  more  rapid  growth,  and  becomes  more  impulsive, 
heartfelt,  and  keen. 

In  the  present  instance,  however,  chance  and  a  storm-^sucb  as 
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that  which  waylaid  Dido  and  the  Trojan  hero— had  been  the  in* 
sprrers  of  Donna  Isidora,  who,  sooth  to  say,  found  Quentin  some- 
what slow  to  follow  her  example. 

"Mi  hermano— iny  brother— you  will  be  and  must  be,"  she 
would  whisper  at  times,  in  a  manner  that,  'to  say  the  least  of  it» 
was  Tery  bewitching. 

"  I  shall  try,  Donna  Isidora." 

"Try,  say  you?  Wherefore  only  ^/*"  she  asked,  with  her 
eyes  full  of  fire  and  inquiry.  "  Is  it  a  task  so  difficult  to  feel 
esteem  or  lore  for  me  P  Go !  I  shall  hate  you !"  Then  she 
would  thrust  aside  his  hand,  aoid  pouting,  half  turn  away  her 
flushing  face,  only  that  the  little  hand  might  be  taken  again,  aa 
explanation  made,  and  reconciliation  effected. 

On  the  evening  of  the  second  day,  after  one  of  those  little^ 
poutings,  and  after  Isidora,  in  sn^r,  had  been  absent  from  hwoi 
nearly  two  hours,  she  rejoined  Qaentin  in  the  boudoir,  -which, 
was  their  usual  apartment,  wid  where  he  welcomed  her  reappear- 
ance 80  warmly,  that  her  face  was  overspread  by  happy  and 
beautiful  smiles. 

Poor  Quentin,  who  was  at  that  age  when  a  young  man  is  apt 
to  slide  rather  thftn  fall  into  a  regular  love  fit,  was  gradually 
being  ensnared. 

"  The  companionship  of  these  few  days  I  shall  remember  for 
ever,"  said  he.  "  You  shall  indeed  be  sorrowed  for,  hermana 
mia.'* 

**  Think  only  of  the  present,  and  not  of  parting,"  said  she, 
letting  her  cheek  sink  upon  his  shoulder,  as  they  sat,  hand  in 
hand,  in  the  window  of  the  little  boudoir,  the  objects  of  which 
were  half  hidden  in  the  twilight. 

Quentin  felt  his  heart  beat  quieklv,  and  his  respiration  become 
thick,  but  he  said  with  a  tender  smile— 

"  Isidora,  I  am  almost  afraid  of  you." 

"Afraid— and  of  »»tf.^' 

"Yes." 

"  But  why,  mi  querido  P" 

"You  carry  a  stiletto,"  said  he,  laughing,  "and  I  don^t 
like  it." 

"  There— behold !"  she  exclaimed  in  a  breathless  voice,  as  she 
drew  the  long  steel  bodkin  from  her  hair,  which  fell  in  a  dark 
and  ripply  volume  over  her  ^ahoulders  and  bosom;  "I  am 
defenceless  now,"  she  added,  throwmg  it  on  the  sofa;  but 
Quentin  was  slow  to  accept  the  challenge. 

"  Oh,  Isidora,  to  what  end  is  all  this  P"  he  asked,  struggling 
with  himself,  and  almost  remonstrating  with  her.  "  Why  ulure 
me  to  love  you,  as  love  you  I  shall  P* 
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As  he  said  ibis,  the  dark  and  lustrous  eyes  of  the  Castiliaa 

firl  Med  with  half-subdued  fire ;  her  lashes  drooped,  and  she 
eaved  a  lone  sigh. 

"  You  speSk  oT  love,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  while  her  bosom 
swelled  beneath  its  scarlet  corset  and  the  thin  muslin  habit-shirt 
that  was  gathered  round  her  slender  throat ;  "  all  men  are  alike 
to  a  woman  who  is  not  in  love;  but  in  my  heart  I  feel  an 
emotion  which  tells  me  that  if  I  loved  there  would  be  to  me  but 
one  only  in  the  world — he,  my  lover !" 

Her  calm  energy,  and  the  deep  sadden  glance  she  shot  at 
Quentin,  quite  bewildered  the  poor  fellow. 

"  Tell  me,"  she  resumed,  while  his  left  hand  was  caressed  in 
both  of  hers,  and  her  right  cheek  yet  rested  on  his  shoulder, 
while  the  massive  curls  of  her  hair  fell  over  him,  "  is  there  not 
something  delicious  in  the  mystery  and  tremulousness  of  love; 
to  feel  that  we  are  no  longer  two,  but  one — one  in  heart  and 
soul,  in  thought  and  sympathy  P  Speak — ^you  do  not  answer  me 
— estrella  mia — ^mi  vida — mi  alma !"  (my  star — my  life — my 
soul)  she  added,  in  a  low  but  piercing  accent. 

Trembling  with  deep  emotion,  Quentin  pressed  his  lips  to  her 
burning  brow,  and  there  ensued  a  long  pause,  during  which  she 
lay  with  her  forehead  against  his  cheek. 

"Listen  to  me,  Quentin,"  said  she,  looking  upward  with 
swimming  eyes ;  "  I  would  speak  with  you  seriously,  earnestly, 
from  my  heart.'* 

"Nina  de  mi  almo— about  what  P'* 

"Religion,  love." 

"  You  choose  an  odd  time  for  it — but  wherefore  P' 

**I  would  teach  you  mine,"  she  whispered. 

"  Yours — and  for  what  purpose  ?" 

"That— that *' 

"Nay,  I  have  courage  enough  to  hear  anything,  dearest;  for 
what  purpose,  mi  quenda  P" 

"  That  endering  term  decides  me — that  we  may  be  married, 
Quentin." 

"I— senoral" 

"  You  and  I — what  is  there  wonderful  in  that  P" 

Had  a  shell  exploded  between  them,  poor  Quentin  could  not 
have  been  more  nonplussed  than  by  this  proposition. 

"  Flirtation  is  a  very  fine  thing,"  says  nis  reninsular  comrade, 
Charles  O'Malley,  "  but  it's  only  a  state  of  transition,  after  all ; 
the  tadpole  existence  of  the  lover  would  be  very  great  fun, 
if  one  was  never  to  become  a  frog  under  the  hands  of  the 
parson." 

Some  such  reflection  occurred  to  Quentin,  who  stammered— 
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"But,  Isidora,  people  require  money  to  marry," 

'''Of  course — sometimes. 

"Well,  I  am  not  the  heir  of  a  shilling  in  the  world." 

"  Nor  am  I  the  heiress  of  a  pistole." 

«  Well,  dearest  Isidora *' 

"  Who  should  marr^r  if  we  don't,  whose  circumstances  are 
«Qual,  and  whose  position  in  the  world  is  so  exactly  similar? 
All,  that  we  had  the  Padre  Florez  here !" 

Though  this  was  said  with  the  sweetest  of  smiles  Quentin 
failed  to  see  the  force  of  her  reasoning ;  but  it  was  impossible 
to  refrain  from  kissing  the  rounded  cheek  that  lay  so  near  his 
own. 

Then  an  emotion  of  compunction  stole  into  his  head,  and 
rousing  her  from  the  delicious  trance  into  which  she  seemed 
sinking,  he  withdrew  a  little  (for  he  had  never  been  made  love  to 
before,  so  surprise  gave  him  courage),  and  then  said — 

**  Isidora,  this  must  not  be— be  calm  and  listen  to  me :  I  pro- 
mised your  brother — ^what  was  it  that  he  said  to  meP — oh, 
Isidora,  I  must  not  love  you ;  moreover,  I  am  pleged  to  love  a 
girl  who  is  far,  far  away,  and^-but  be  calm,  I  oeseech  you,  and 
think  of  the  future  1"       .      . 

She  now  sprung  from  his  side  to  snatch  her  stiletto  from  the 
sofa  where  it  lay.  WJiether  she  meant  to  use  it  against  herself, 
or  him,  or  both,  for  a  moment  he  could  scarcely  tell ;  her  dark 
€yes  were  filled  with  a  lurid  gleam,  and  her  cheek  was  now  deadly 
pale;  one  little  hand,  white  and  tremulous,  tore  back  her  stream*- 
ing  and  dishevelled  hair;  the  other  clutched  the  hilt  of  the 
weapon.  She  gave  a  keen  glance  at  the  blade,  aud  then,  as  if 
to  place  the  temptation  to  destroy  beyond  her  reach,  she  snapped 
it  to  pieces  and  cast  them  from  her. 

Then  snatching  up  a  lamp  which  Quentin  had  lighted  but  a 
short  time  before,  she  rushed  from  the  room,  leaving  him  alone, 
bewildered  and  in  darkness. 

Quentin  hurried  after,  and  called  to  her  repeatedly ;  but  there 
was  no  response.  He  heard  a  door  closed  with  violence  at  a 
distance,  and  then  all  became  still — terribly  stiD,  save  the  now 
familiar  sound  of  the  rain  lashing  the  walls  and  windows  of  the 
villa  in  the  darkness  without,  and  the  howling  of  tlie  wind,  as  it 
tore  through  the  bleak  October  woods. 

Nearly  an  hour  elapsed  after  this,  and  knowing  her  wild  an 
impulsive  nature,  his  excitement  and  alarm  for  her  safety  became 
all  but  insupportable. 

"Oh  heavens,  if  she  should  have  destroyed  herself!  Her 
death  will  be  laid  to  my  charge." 

There  seemed  to  be  no  length  her  fiery  rashness  was  not  capable 
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of  leading  her,  stod  not  unnaturally  Coi^rere's  well-known  couplet 
occurred  to  his  memory : — 

**  Heaven  has  no  rage  like  lore  to  hatred  tum'd. 
Nor  hell  a  fury  Kfee  a  woman  soom'd  !** 


CHAPTER  LVn. 

THE  POISONED  WINE. 

"  Whatever  can  untune  th'  harmonioiLB  soul. 
And  its  mild  reasoning  faculties  control ; 
Give  false  ideas,  raise  desires  profane. 
And  whirl  in  eddies  the  tomultuous  brain ; 
Mixed  with  curs'd  art,  she  direftilly  around. 
Through  all  his  narves  diffufled  the  sad  compound."— Otxb. 

When  Donna  Isidora  rushed  from  Quetttin,  she  took  her  wtf 
unerringly  (as  she  knew  the  villa  well)  up  several  flights  of  stairs, 
through  passages  and  suites  of  c^rtments,  where  he  could  not 
have  followed  her  without  a  guide,  until  she  imached  a  littfe 
room,  which  had  been  the  library  and  oonfessioual  of  the  famify 
chaplain. 

Bemote  from  the  rest  of  the  house,  its  shelves  full  of  books,  its 
tables  and  desk  littered  with  letters  and  papers,  with  little  reli- 
gious pictures  on  the  walls,  a  Madcmna  crowned  by  a  white  diaplet 
on  a  bracket,  a  vase  of  withered  lilies,  and  other  little  matten 
indicative  of  taste,  were  all  untouched  as  when  the  poor  'Btuin 
florez  had  last  been  there.  In  rambling  over  the  villa,  if 
Kibeaupierre's  dragoons  had  been  in  the  chamber,  they  ftmud 
nothing  in  it  which  they  deemed  valuable  enough  to  destroy  er 
carry  off. 

Here  it  was  that  Dottna  Isicbra  had  been,  when,  in  a  £t  of 
petulance,  she  had  before  absented  herself  from  Quentin.  She 
set  down  the  lamp,  and  taking  up  a  book  whidi  she  had  beet 

Sreviously  perusing,  and  which  she  had  found  \jmg  upon  the 
esk  where  the  padre  had  left  it  open,  for  its  pages  were  covered 
with  dust,  she  muttered — 

"  Let  me  read  it  again,  and  kt  me  be  assured ;  but  oh,  if  I 
should  destroy  him  or  myself!  What  matter,  then?  Better 
both  die  than  that  she  sliouid  have  him,  whoever  she  iS'-^iHierever 
she  is !  Oh,  Padre  Fiorez— Padre  Florw,  if  tlids  aneccbte  you 
liuve  left  in  my  way  should  be  but  a  snare  to  death.** 

Then  she  ground  her  little  pearly  teeth  as  she  sp<&e,  and 
turned  with  fremblin^  hands  the  dust-covered  page  which  the 
chaplain's  hand  had  mdicated  for  some  soientinc  purpose  with 
certain  marks  in  pencil,  ere  he  had  cast  the  volume  on  his  desk,. 
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doubtless  when  scared  from  the  yilla  by  the  irruption  of  Bibeau- 
pierre's  dragoons. 

It  was  a  quarto  Yolume  on  poisons,  printed  at  Madrid,  and  the 
paragraph  which  interested  Isidora  ran  as  follows : — 

"  Note  of  a  medicated  wine,  which  produceth  various  emotions 
and  quaint  fancies,  but  chiefly  love  and  madness  for  a  time  in 
those  who  partake  thereof. 

'^  CeHus,  an  ancient  Latin  writer,  telleth  us  of  a  company  of 
young  men,  who  were  drinking  in  a  tabema  of  the  luxurious  city 
of  Agrigentum  in  Sicily,  in  those  days  when  the  tyrant  Phalaris 
usurped  the  sovereignty  thereof,  and  who,  on  a  sudden,  were 
seized  by  a  malady  of  the  brain.  Beii^  in  sight  of  the  sea,  they 
believed  themselves  to  be  on  board  of  a  ship  which  was  about  to 
be  cast  away  in  a  storm,  and  while  clamouring  and  shouting 
wildly,  to  save  themselves,  thejr  flung  out  of  the  windows  the 
whole  of  the  furmture;  and  m  this  belief  they  continued  for 
some  hours,  even  after  being  brought  before  a  magistrate,  whom 
they  mistook  for  a  pilot,  and  besought  in  moving  terms  to  steer 
the  galley  aright,  lest  she  should  founds. 

"  On  others,  this  wine  acted  as  a  philtre,  and  on  seeing  women, 
they  fell  madly  in  love  with  them,  threatening  their  own  destruc- 
tion if  their  love  was  not  responded  to. 

**  I  was  persuaded  in  my  own  mind,  says  Celius,  that  this 
singular  malady  could  onlv  arise  from  some  adulteration  of  the 
wine,  and  therefore  had  tne  landlord  summoned  before  a  magi- 
strate, who  compelled  him  to  confess  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
adulterating  wines  with  a  mixture  of  henbane  and  mandrakes 

ithe  root  of  which  is  said  to  bear  a  resemblance  to  the  human 
orm),  and  which  must  thus  doubtless  be  considered  the  cause  of 
this  singular  disease." 

*'  Mandrake  and  henbane — ^a  Httle  of  this  mixture,  and  Quentin 
fflig^t  love  me !  There  is  no  sea  here,  and  he  cotdd  never  fancy 
the  villa  to  be  a  ship,"  thought  Isidora,  weeping  tears  of  bitter- 
ness and  wounded  pride.  "  If  I  can  only  bring  this  delirium  on 
him,  the  real  truth  of  his  heart  may  come  out,  and  I  shall  learn 
whether  he  loves  me  or  loves  me  not,  and  who  this  other  is  that 
he  prefers  to  me.  But  if  in  his  madness — pho !  I  can  defend  my- 
self. Oh,  Padre  Florez,  was  it  a  good  or  bad  ansel  that  tempted 
you  to  leave  this  open  book  in  mjjr  way,  and  lured  me  to  read  it  P*^ 

A  strange  and  deep  dark  smile  came  over  the  lovely  face  of 
this  wild  and  wilful  girl  as  she  took  up  the  lamp  and  approached 
the  cabinet  of  the  worthy  Padre  Florez,  whose  room  seemed 
quite  as  much  a  laboratory  as  a  library,  for  goodly  rows  of  phials 
and  bottles  contested  for  place  with  the  Boilandists,  Acta  Sanc- 
torum, the  Acts  of  the  Council  of  Trent,  the  Annals  of  Eerrereas, 
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&c.,  for  doubtless  he  had  been  the  doctor— a  curer  of  bodies  as 
well  as  of  souls — ^in  his  comarca,  or  district  of  Estremadura. 

Hastily  and  impatiently  she  passed  her  lamp  alon^  the  rows  of 
little  drawers  containing  herbs  and  simples,  and  tne  shelves  of 
phials,  the  labels  of  which  were  quite  enigmas  to  her ;  but  on 
the  tlurd  occasion  a  cry  of  joy  escaped  her. 

"Las  Mandragoras^-el  Beleno!"  she  exclaimed,  as  she 
snatched  two  small  bottles,  each  full  of  a  clear  liquid,  which 
bore  those  names.  But  now  a  terrible  yet  natural  doubt  seized 
,her. 

"  How  much  of  these  may  I  pour  in  this  wine  without  destroy- 
ing us  both  ? — ^what  matter  how  much — what  matter  how  mudi, 
so  far  as  I  am  concerned  P  Mj[  life  is  neither  a  raluable  nor  a 
happy  one ;  but  he — ^have  I  a  right  to  destroy  him,  perhaps  body 
and  soul — ah,  Madre  divina,  body  and  soul,  too !  No  matter— 
I  must  learn  the  truths  and  whether  he  loTes  or  only  fean 
me," 

In  fact,  the  sudden  passion  which  she  had  conceiyed  for 
Quentin  seemed  to  have  disordered  her  brain.  She  heard  him 
jcalling  her  at  that  moment,  and  as  there  was  no  time  to  lose  in 
further  consideration,  she  filled  a  small  phial  from  both  bottles, 
thrust  it  in  her  bosom,  and  left  the  room,  previously,  by  what 
impulse  we  know  not,  concealing  the  book  of  the  padre,  who 
could  little  have  foreseen  the  dangerous  use  to  which  its  open 
pages  woidd  be  put.  With  a  heart  that  palpitated  painfolhf 
between  hope  and  fear,  love  and  anger,  Isidora  quitted  the  roam 
of  the  padre  to  return  to  Quentin.  He,  in  the  meantime,  had 
become  greatly  alarmed  by  her  protracted  absence,  and  procuring 
a  li«:ht  by  flashing  powder  in  the  pan  of  one  of  his  pistols,  he  was 
proceeding  in  search  of  her  through  the  chambers  of  the  viUS) 
from  the  walls  of  which  many  a  frim  old  fellow  in  beard  and 
breast-plate  looked  grimlyand  sternfy  at  him  out  of  his  fk^me:— 
many  a  grave  hidalgo  by  JDiego  Velasquez  were  there,  and  many 
.a  scriptural  Murilloi  sold,  perhaps,  by  that  great  painter  for 
bread  in  the  streets  of  his  native  Seville. 

Of  all  the  chateaux  en  Espagne,  this  Villa  de  Maciera  was, 
perhaps,  the  last  of  which  Quentin  could  have  imagined  himself 
to  be  even  temporarily  master.  Gloomy  and  deserted,  it  seemed 
to  be  veritably  one  of  the  mysterious  mansions  of  which  he  had 
read  so  much  in  the  romances  of  Mrs.  Anne  Eadcliffe,  who  was 
then  in  the  zenith  of  her  fame. 

''  It  is,  indeed,  a  devil  of  a  predicament,"  he  muttered. 

Again  and  again  he  called  her  name  aloud,  without  hearmg 
other  response  than  the  echoes.  The  place  was  mournfully  stil^ 
and  now  the  wind  and  rain  had  ceased,  and  the  night  had  be- 

Digitized  by  VnVJ^^VH^ 


THE  king's  own  BORDERERS.  333 

come  calm.  Well,  there  was  some  comfort  in  that ;  with  morn- 
ing he  might  resume  his  jonmey;  but  this  Spanish  girl — his 
heart  tremoled  for  her,  for  there  seemed  to  be  no  extravagant 
impulse  to  which  she  was  not  capable  of  giving  way. 

To  have  responded  to  her  wayward  Jove,  and  then  to  have 
**  levanted  "  on  the  first  opportunity,  "  a  way  we  (sometimes) 
have  in  the  army,"  might  nave  been  the  treacherous  measure 
adopted  by  many :  but  Quentiu,  apart  from  his  admiration  of  her 
beauty,  had  a  sincere  regard  for  the  girl,  and  though  young  in 
years,  felt  older  by  experience  than  those  years  warranted.  He 
thought  she  might  have  retired  to  her  room — ^to  rest,  perhaps ; 
yet  he  could  not  hear  her  breathing :  for  when  he  listened  at 
the  door,  all  was  still  within.  He  knocked  gently,  but  there 
was  no  response,  so  pushing  it  open,  he  entered.  Isidora  had 
told  him  that  this  was  the  apartment  she  usually  occupied  when 
residmg  with  the  Condesa  de  Maciera. 

It  was  the  perfection  of  a  little  bed-chamber ;  elaborate 
candelabra  of  cut  crystal  glittered  like  prisms  on  the  marble 
mantelpiece,  the  central  ornament  of  which  was  an  exquisite 
crucifix  of  ivory.  The  floor  was  of  polished  oak,  and  the  walls 
were  hung  with  water-colour  landscapes  of  the  adjacent  moun- 
tain scenery,  in  chaste  and  narrow  frames ;  and  the  little  bed, 
half  buried  amid  muslin  curtains  of  the  purest  white,  was  much 
more  like  an  English  than  a  Spanish  one.  Tent-form,  the  flow- 
ing drapery  depended  from  a  gilt  coronet ;  the  pillows,  edged 
with  the  finest  lace,  were  all  untouched  and  unpressed,  so  Bonna 
Isidora  was  not  there. 

Quentin  started  as  he  saw  her  figure  suddenly  reflected  in  a 
large  cheval-glass.  She  was  standing  behind  him,  near  the  door 
of  the  apartment,  regarding  him  with  an  expression  of  mournful 
interest  m  her  eyes ;  her  face  pale  as  death,  her  hair  flowing  and 
dishevelled  over  her  shoulders,  her  hands  pressed  upon  her 
bosom,  and  seeming. wondrously  white  when  contrasted  with  the 
deep  scarlet  velvet  of  her  corset;  her  flounces  of  black  and 
scarlet,  and  the  taper  legs  ending  in  the  pretty  Cordovan  shoes, 
making  altogether  a  very  charming  portrait. 

"  Senor,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  what  were  you  seeking 
aere?" 

"  I  sought  you,  Isidora :.  I  became  seriously  alarmed        ** 

"  You  do,  then,  care  for  me,  senor — a  little  ?" 

"  Care  for  you,  dearest  Isidora—" 

"  Yet  you  drove  me  away  from  you !"  she  said,  in  a  voice  fuU 
•f  tender  reproach. 

"  Do  not  say  so,"  replied  Quentin,  taking  her  hot  and  trem- 
aling  hands  in  his,  and  feeling  very  bewildered  indeed. 
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"Your  studied  coldness  repelled  me.  Ah,  Dios  mio!  now 
calm,  how  collected  jou  are,  asd  I — \  get  me  some  water,  fidend 
— or  some  wine,  rather ;  and  this  other — this  other — she——" 

"Who,  senora?" 

"Some  wine,  my  friend.  I  am  cold  and  flashed  bj  tnms. 
Some  wine,  I  implore  you !" 

"  Permit  me  to  lead  you  from  thi^,**  said  Quentin,  eondnctii^ 
her  back  to  the  boudoir,  where  he  seated  her  on  the  sofa  by  fais 
side,  and  endeavoured  to  soothe  her :  but  the  meraor j  of  the 
late  scene,  and  the  fire  of  jealousy  that  glowed  in  her  heart, 
filled  it  with  mingled  anger  and  lo?e. 

While  Quentin,  all  unconscious  of  what  was  about  to  oasue, 
was  untwisting  the  wire  of  a  champagne  flask,  she  emptied  the 
entire  contents  of  her  secret  phial  into  a  crystal  goblet,  and 
when  the  sprkling  wine,,  with  its  pink  tint  and  myriad  globules^ 
frothed  and  effervesced,  as  Quentin  poured  it  in»  the  poison— far 
such  it  was — became  at  once  concealed. 

"  Drink  with  me,"  said  she,  kissing  the  eup  and  presenting  it 
to  him ;  then,  feverish  and  excited  as  he  was,  he  took  a  deep 
draught ;  after  which,  with  another  of  her  strange  stuiies,  the 
donna  drank  the  rest,  and,  as  she  did  so,  the  pallor  of  ha  little 
face,  and  the  unnatural  light  in  her  eyes,  attracted  tlie  attentka 
of  Quentin.  Be  took  her  hands  in  his,  and  began  to  speak,  say* 
ing  he  knew  not  what,  for  he  seemed  to  have  lost  all  control  over 
his  tongue ;  then  the  room  appeared  to  swim  round  him,  while 
objects  became  wavering  and  indistinct. 

"What — ^what  is  this  that  is  coming  over  meP*  he  exclaimed. 

"  Death,  perhaps,"  said  Isidora,  laying  her  head  on  his  ahoulder, 
and  pressing  his  hand  to  her  lips ;  "  h^  mi  vida—- mi  qoerido— 
you  will  not  go  from  me  to  her  ?" 

"To  whom?" 

"  She — ^that  other  whom  you  love  P" 

"Flora — ^Flora  Warrender !"  exclaimed  Quentin,  wildly,  as  the 
potent  wine  and  its  dangerous  adjuncts  began  to  affect  ma  brain* 

Whether  the  padre's  beleuo  was  the  exact  compound  referred 
to  by  his  ancient  authoritv,  we  are  not  prepared  to  say,  but  the 
effect  of  the  cup  imbibed  by  Quentin  was  sufficiently  disastrous. 
The  objects  in  the  room  began  to  multiply  with  wonder^l 
rapidity;  the  white  silk  drapery  of  the  walls  seemed  to  oe 
covered  with  falling  stars ;  the  pale  blue  damask  curtains  of  the 
windows  assumed  strange  shapes,  and  appeared  to  wave  to  and 
fro.  The  bronze  statuettes  on  the  mantelpiece  appeared  to  be 
performing  fandangos  and  other  fantastic  dances,  and,  as  the 
delirium  crept  over  him,  Quentin  grasped  at  the  back  of  a  sofia 
to  save  himself  ixom  falling,  while  Isidora  still  clasped  him  isk 
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iier  arms ;  and  now  he  believed  her  to  be  Eiora  Warrender,  and 
-^s  such  addressed,  and  even  caressed  her. 

Another  draught  of  pure  champagne,  which  he  took  greedily 
to  quench  the  burning  thirst  that  now  seized  him,  completed  the 
temporary  overthrow  of  his  jreason.  Isidora  seemed  to  pass 
«,way,  and  Flora  Warrender  took  her  place.  He  wept  as  he 
kissed  her  hands,  and  spoke  with  sorrow  of  their  long,  long  sepa- 
ration ;  of  the  dangers  and  privations  he  had  undergone,  and  of 
Cosmo's  tyranny ;  of  the  joy  with  which  he  beheld  her  again» 
-and  now,  that  they  never  more  would  part ;  and  thus,  with  every 
endearing  word,  he  unconsciously  stabbed  his  rash  and  impetuous 
Spaniard,  who,  although  he  spoke  in  English,  and  she  was  half 
delirious  with  the  wine,  knew  too  well  that  when  Quentin  kissed 
her  thick,  dark  wavv  hair  that  curled  over  her  broad  low  fore- 
head, and  pressed  ner  hand  to  his  heart,  he  was  thinking  of 
another,  for  whom  these  endearments  were  intended.  At  last, 
stupefaction  came  over  him,  and  sinking  on  a  fauteuil,  he  re- 
membered no  more. 


CHAPTER  LVin. 

PADRE  FLOREZ. 

**  Not  yet— I  nevw  knew  till  now 

Hsiw  preoiou»  life  could  be ; 
My  heart  is  full  of  love — O  Death, 

I  cannot  come  with  thee ! 
Not  yet — ^the  flowers  are  in  my  path, 

The  son  is  in  the  skpr; 
Not  yet,  my  heart  is  mil  of  hope^ 

I  cannot  bear  to  die." — L.  £.  L. 

On  recovering  from  the  insensibility  that  had  come  upon  him, 
«Quentin  had  no  idea  of  what  period  of  time  had  elapsed  since  the 
occurrence  of  the  episode  we  have  just  describea.  In  fact,  he 
(had  considerable  difficulty  in  remembering  where  he  was,  so 
maddened  was  he  by  a  burning  heat,  by  pricking  pains  through  all 
liis  system,  an  intolerable  thirst,  an  aching  head,  and  a  tnroat 
and  tongue  that  were  rough  and  dry.  His  temples  throbbed 
fearfully,  his  pulse  was  quick ;  there  was  a  clamorous  anxiety  in 
his  mind  he  knew  not  why  or  wherefore ;  he  had  a  recurrent 
hiccough;  and,  though  he  knew  it  not,  these  were  all  tlie 
symptoms  of  being  dangerously  poisoned. 

The  morning  was  bright  and  sunny.  Refreshed  by  the  past 
rains,  the  rows  of  orange-trees  around  the  stately  terrace,  the 
lawn  of  the  villa,  and  the  clumps  of  arbutus  and  beech  about  it. 
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looked  fresh  and  green.  Prodacing  a  grateful  sensation,  the  cool 
morning  breeze  fanned  his  throbbing  temples,  and  on  rousing  him- 
self, Quentin  found  that  he  was  lying  on  the  marble  terrace  near 
the  bronze  fountain,  of  the  cool  and  sparkling  water  of  which  he 
drank  deeply,  as  he  had  frequently  done  before,  while  almost  un- 
conscious, by  mere  instinct,  for  now  he  had  no  memory  of  it. 
Weak,  faint,  and  giddy,  and  feeling  seriously  ill,  he  staggered  up 
and  laved  his  hands  and  brow  in  the  marble  basin ;  then  he 
endeavoured  to  reflect  or  consider  how  his  present  predicament 
came  about.  Donna  Isidora^  where  was  she  ?  ana  where  was 
Flora  Warrender  ?  for  he  had  misty  memories  of  the  endearments 
of  both.  It  seemed  that  overnight  he  had  a  strange  dream  that 
the  former— or  could  it  be  the  mtter  ? — had  been  carried  off  by 
French  soldiers,  and  that  he  had  neither  the  power  to  succour  nor 
to  save  her.  This,  however,  was  no  dream,  but  a  reality^ 
for  a  patrol  of  French  cavalry,  seeing  lights  in  the  villa,  which 
they  believed  to  be  deserted,  had  ridden  upon  the  terrace 
and'  proceeded  to  search  the  place.  A  few  dismounted,  and, 
armed  with  their  swords  and  pistols,  entered  the  house.  Amid 
her  terror  on  witnessing  the  unexpected  stupefaction  that  had 
come  over  Quentin,  the  donna  heard  the  clank  of  hoofs  on  the 
terrace,  and  then  the  jingle  of  spurs  and  steel  scabbards  on  the 
tesselated  floor  of  the  vestibule. 

Alarm  lest  her  brother  had  come  in  search  of  her,  and  had 
tracked  them  hither,  was  her  first  emotion.  Covering  the  insen- 
sible  form  of  Quentin  with  the  blue  damask  draperjjr  of  a  window,. 
near  which  he  had  sunk  to  sleep  upon  a  fauteuil,  she  stooped 
and  kissed  his  flushed  forehead ;  then  taking  a  lamp,  she  endea- 
voured to  make  her  way  to  the  room  of  the  radre  Florez,  which 
she  considered  alike  remote  and  secure ;  but  her  light  was  seeik 
flashing  from  story  to  story  up  the  great  marble  staircase. 

"  En  avant,  mes  braves  !"  cried  an  officer,  laughing ;  "  'tis  on^y 
a  petticoat — follow  and  capture." 

The  dismounted  Chasseurs  uttered  a  shout,  and  giving  chase, 
soon  secured  the  unfortunate  Isidora.  Shrieking,  she  was  borne 
into  the  open  air;  her  resistance,  which  was  desperate,  only 
serving  to  provoke  much  coarse  laughter  and  jokmg.  A  few 
minutes  after  this,  she  found  herself  trussed  like  a  bundle  of  hay 
to  the  crupper  of  a  troop-horse,  and  en  route  for  Valencia  de 
Alcantara,  the  captive  of  a  smart  young  officer  of  Chasseurs  a. 
cheval,  who  further  secured  her  close  to  his  own  person  by  a 
waist-belt.  By  alternate  caresses  and  jests  he  endeavoured  to 
soothe  her  grief,  and  her  passion ;  but  seeing  that  the  girl  was 
beautiful,  he  was  determined  not  to  release  her,  for  he  was  no 
other  than  our  former  jovial  acquaintance,  Eugene  de  Bibeau- 
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pierre,  the  sous-lieutenant  of  the  24th  Chasseurs.  Partially 
roused  by  the  noise  and  by  her  cries,  Qaentin  had  staggered  to 
the  terrace  like  one  ia  a  dream,  and  had  fallen  beside  the  fountain, 
so  that  his  misty  memories  of  having  seen  her  carried  off  by 
Trench  chasseurs  was  no  vision,  but  reality.  Yet,  somehow,  he 
thought  she  might  be  in  the  villa  after  all,  and  he  called  her  by 
name  repeatedly.  And  then  there  were  memories  of  Flora  War- 
render  tnat  floated  strangely  through  bis  brain.  It  seemed  that 
he  had  but  recentlv  seen  her,  spoken  with  her,  had  embraced  and 
clasped  her  to  his  breast — that  Flora,  whom  he  thought  was  far, 
far  away — the  Flora  for  whom  he  sorrowed  and  longed  through 
the  dreary  hours  of  many  a  march  by  night  and  day,  whom  he 
bad  dreamed  of  and  prayed  for. 

What  mystery— what  madness  was  this  ? 

The  musical  jangling  of  mule-bells  was  now  heard,  and  ere  long 
other  actors  came  upon  the  scene,  as  some  jovial  muleteers, 
crackmg  their  whips  and  their  jokes,  ascended  the  steps  of  the 
terrace,  accompanied  bv  a  tall,  thin,  and  reverend-looking  padre, 
wearing  a  huge  shovel  hat  and  a  long  black  serge  soutan,  the 
buttons  of  which,  a  close  row,  extended  from  his  chin  to  his  ankles. 

The  old  Condesa  de  Maciera,  who,  after  beiuff  again  and  again 
terrified  and  harassed  by  the  outrages  of  the  [minderiug  French 
patrols  and  foraging  parties,  had  at  last  fled  with  all  her  house- 
nold  to  the  small  Portuguese  town  of  Marvao,  had  now  sent  her 
chaplain  back  to  see  what  was  the  state  of  matters  at  her  villa, 
and  he  arrived  thus  most  opportunely  for  Quentin  Kennedy, 
whose  uniform  at  once  secured  him  the  interest  both  of  the  padre 
and  the  muleteers.  The  latter  proved  luckily  to  be  Ramon  Cam- 
pillo,  of  Miranda  del  Ebro,  his  confrere  Ignacio  Noain,  and  others, 
whom  Quentin  had  met  before,  and  who  at  once  recognised  him 
smd  overwhelmed  him  with  questions,  to  which  he  found  the 
utter  impossibility  of  giving  satisfactory  replies.  His  present 
state  was  as  puzzling  to  himself  as  to  the  padre,  who  had  him 
conveyed  within  doors,  and,  strangely  enough,  into  the  boudoir, 
the  features  of  which  brought  back  to  Quentin's  memory  some  of 
the  exciting  and  bewildering  passages  of  last  night.  The  unex- 
tinguished kmp  yet  smoked  on  the  table,  broken  crystal  cups  and 
champagne  flasks,  chairs  overturned,  and  a  phial  of  very  suspicious 
aspect,  ^1  attracted  the  attention  of  Padre  i  lorez.  As  he  examined 
the  latter,  and  applied  his  nose  and  lips  to  the  mouth,  while  en- 
deavouring  to  discover  what  the  contents  had  been,  he  changea 
colour,  and  became  visibly  excited. 

"Look  to  the  stranger — what  a  mere  boy  he  is  ! — but  look  to 
him,  llamoD,  mi  hijo,"  said  he,  "  while  1  go  to  my  room — my 
laboratory — and  see  what  I  can  do  for  him." 

z 
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The  padre,  who  had  a  deep  and  friendly  interest  in  the  hoaae- 
hold  ol  hia  patrona  the  countess-dowager,  and  of  the  yoimg 
Conde  now  serving  with  the  guerilla  band  of  Baltasar  de  Saldoe, 
looked  anxiously  through  the  suites  of  rooms  as  he  proceeded, 
sighing  over  the  slashed  Murillos  and  smashed  mirrors,  and  ike 
too  evident  sabre-cuts  in  the  richly-carred  cabinets  of  oak  and 
ebony,  in  the  gilded  consoles,  the  beautiful  tables  of  marqueterie, 
and  he  groaned  at  last  over  the  ruins  of  some  alabaster  statuettes 
and  great  jars  of  Sevres  and  majolica,  which,  in  the  last  night's 
seardi,  the  French  had  wantonly  dashed  to  pieees. 

Ere  long,  he  reached  his  own  room,  and  on  looking  about,  he 
missed  at  once  his  quarto  volume  on  poisons,  the  work  he  had 
been  studying — particularly  that  fatal  passage  from  Celius — 
when  the  Erencn  dragoons  drove  the  whole  househdd  from  the 
villa.  It  was  gone ;  but  in  its  place  on  the  desk  he  found  the 
two  bottles  left  oy  Isidora,  the  deeootions  of  mandrake  and  hen- 
bane. Here  was  a  clue  to  the  illness  of  the  Ingles  below ;  but 
how  had  the  matter  come  to  pass  ?  Had  he  poisoned  himself? 
This  the  padre  doubted ;  but  as  an  instant  remedy  was  necessary, 
an  inquiry  and  explanation  woidd  follow  the  cure. 

Sekctmg  certain  simples,  the  Padre  Florez  hurried  back  to  his 
patient,  who  was  stretched  on  the  sofa  of  the  boudoir  in  a  very 
bewildered  condition,  endeavourig  to  understand  and  reply  to  the 
sonewhat  earnest  inquiries  of  Bitmon  and  his  brother  muleteers, 
who  were  now  en  route  from  Marvao  to  Portalegre;  but  hs 
replied  only  by  a  languid  and  haggard  smile.  He  told  them, 
however,  that  the  sister  of  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos  was  in  the 
villa,  and  implored  them  to  search  for  her,  which  they  did,  in 
considerable  excitement  and  surprise,  leaving,  as  Eamon  said, 
not  even  a  rat-hole  unexamined,  but  no  trace  of  her  could  be 
found.  Then  Quentin  rather  surprised  them  by  saying,  impe- 
tuously, that  she  had  been  carried  off  by  the  French. 

"Is  it  a  dream,  is  she  dead,  or  has  slie  fled  ?"  he  asked  of  him- 
self  again  and  again;  "no,  no;  she  would  never  leave  ne 
willui^y,  her  insane  love  forbids  the  idea." 

Eamon,  in  searching  for  the  sister  of  the  formidable  gnenlla 
chief,  whose  name  was  already  finding  an  echo  in  every  Castilian 
hmt,  found  Quentin's  c^,  sabre,  and  pistols,  and  fcMrtunatelj 
the  despatch  or  reply  of  Don  Baltasar  to  Sir  John  Hope.  Ig^ 
nacio  Noain  found  a  lad^^'s  shoe  of  Cordovan  leather,  which  the 
padre  identified  as  having  belonged  to  Donna  Isidora.  Thia 
served  to  corroborate  the  strange  story  of  Quentin ;  but  I^knei 
vemembered  that  the  donna  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the 
eountess  at  the  villa,  and  this  little  slipper  might  have  be^n  left 
behind  by  her  on  some  occasion.    It  was  found,  however, in  thd^ 
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vestibiile,  where  it  had  faUen  from  her  foot  as  the  dragoons 
somewhat  roughly  dragged  her  away. 

"  In  what  way  caaie  this  young  stranger  to  speak  of  De  Sal- 
ibs*  sister  at  all  P  Had  they  eloped  together  ?  If  so,"  tiiought  th& 
padre,  "then  Heaven  help  the  Englishman,  for  his  doom  is  sealed!"" 

**I  am  ill — ill,  padre — ^ill  in  body  and  sick  at  heart!"  said 
Qo^itin  faintly,  as  Florez,  watch  in  hand,  felt  his  pube. 

**  You  appear  to  have  been  poisoned,  my  poor  boy,"  said  he. 

** Poisoned?"  repeated  Qaentin,  as  a  terrible  lear  and  sns* 
picion  of  Isidora's  reyeugefid  pride  rushed  upon  him. 

"  Yes — bejond  a  doubt." 

"  Shall  I  me,  padre  P'  he  asked  in  an  agitated  voice. 

"  Oh  no,  my  son,  there  is  no  fear  of  that — ^I  shall  cure  yon  1^ 
a  few  simple  remedies." 

Quentin  fdt  greatly  reliered  in  mind  on  hearing  this ;  but  at 
present  thirst  was  his  chief  ailment,  with  an  internal  heat  and 
pain  that  gave  him  no  rest. 

"  Of  what  were  you-  partaking  last  night  ?" 

"  Of  wine  only— champagne,  which  I  found  in  a  cabinet  of  th^ 
oomedero"  (dining-room). 

"  There  is  but  one  crystal  cup  remaining  here  unbroken." 

''  From  that  I  drank  it,"  said  Quentin,  who,  in  his  delirium^ 
had  smashed  a  supper  equipage  of  his  own  odlecting. 

It  was  a  large  goblet  of  Venetian  crystal,  studded  with  bril- 
Iknthr- coloured  stones.  The  Padre  Plorei  looked  at  the  dregs 
and  shook  his  white  head. 

"  This  wine  has  been  droeged — there  is  a  fresh  mystery  here  I 
And  Donna  Isidora  de  Salora  was  with  you  last  nighiH-you  are 
assured  of  that  ?" 

"  As  sure  as  that  I  live  and  breathe,  Senor  Padre." 

**  Alone  P'  continued  the  priest,  with  knitted  brows. 

"Alone." 

*'  How  came  it  to  pass  that  her  brother  entrusted  her  with 
you  P"  asked  the  padre,  suspiciously. 

Quentin  was  too  ill  to  explain  that  she  had  been  sent  with  him 
in  disguise  as  the  mother  of  the  guerilla  Trevino ;  and  Padrg 
Florez,  who  naturally  conceived  the  idea  that  they  had  eloped  as 
lovers,  and  had  quarrelled,  to  prevent  a  great  tragedy,  set  about 
curing  him. 

He  compelled  him  to  drink  quantities  of  new  milk  and  salad 
oil,  both  of  which  he  procured  from  the  muleteers  who  were 
bivouacking  on  the  terrace ;  after  this,  he  gave  him  warm  water 
mixed  with  the  same  oil,  and  fresh  butter,  to  provoke  intense 
sicknesS)  to  destroy  the  acrimony  of  the  poison,  and  to  prevent 
it  doing  injury  to  the  bowels. 
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"  If  the  pain  continoes,  Ramon,  we  shall  have  to  kill  a  sheep," 
said  the  padre,  "and  apply  its  intestines,  reeking  hot,  to  the 
stomach  of  the  patient;  tis  a  remedy  I  have  never  known  to 
fail  in  allaying  spasms  there,  especially  if  the  sheep  be  a 
morenoJ* 

By  nightfall,  however,  thanks  to  tbe  ^ood  padre's  real  skill, 
which  was  superior  to  his  su})erstition  m  the  efficacy  of  black- 
faced  mutton,  Quentin  was  quite  relieved,  and  after  a  time  re- 
lated  his  whole  story  from  the  time  of  his  leaving  Herremela. 
riorez  listened  to  him  with  considerable  interest,  approved  of  all 
he  had  done,  and  gave  him  much  good  advice ;  but  added  that 
he  feared  De  Saldos  would  hold  him  accountable  for  the  loss  of 
his  sister,  for  whose  treatment,  and  of  whose  ultimate  fate 
among  the  Erench,  he  had  the  greatest  apprehension.  He  added 
that  his  visit  to  the  villa  seemed  to  have  been  a  special  inter- 
)K>sition  of  heaven  in  Quentin's  favour,  as  he  woidd  inevitably 
have  died  in  mortal  agonies  but  for  the  prompt  and  simple  appli- 
cations which  saved  him. 

He  desired  Ramon  to  take  special  charge  of  the  patient  to 
Portalegre;  to  see  that  by  the  way  he  got  nothing  stronger  for 
food  than  milk,  gruel,  or  barley  broth,  and  no  wme  whatever; 
and  then  giving  them  all  his  benediction,  he  stuck  his  shovel  hat 
on  his  worthy  old  cranium,  mounted  his  sleek  mule,  and  pack- 
ing its  dapple  flanks  with  his  box  stunrup-irons,  departed  for 
Marvao,  by  the  way  of  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  where  he  hoped  to 
trace,  and  perhaps  release  the  unfortunate  girl  from  her  captors. 

Impatient  though  the  muleteers  were  to  proceed  with  their 
train  of  mules,  which  were  laden  chiefly  with  wine  for  Sir  John 
Hope's  division,  they  agreed  to  remain  for  a  night  at  the  villa, 
where  their  cattle  grazed  on  the  lawn.  With  dawn  next  day 
they  set  forth,  with  Quentin  riding  at  the  head  of  the  train, 
mounted  on  Madrina,  and  feeling  very  much  like  one  in  a  dream. 

"Come,  Ignacio  J^oain,  a  stirrup-cup  ere  we  go,"  said  Ramon, 
as  he  came  forth,  cracking  his  enormous  whip,  a  blunderbuss 
slung  on  his  back,  and  his  sombrero  rakishly  cocked  over  his 
left  eye. 

Ignacio  handed  a  cupful  of  wine  to  his  leader. 

"Demonic!"  said  the  latter,  "this  smacks  of  the  borrachio 
skin." 

"  To  me  it  was  luscious  as  a  melon  of  Abrantes  in  June,  after 
the  coarse  aguardiente  we  drank  last  night,"  said  Ignacio. 

"  Of  course  you  haven't  tried  the  casks  of  Valdepenas  on  the 
three  leading  mules  ?"  said  Ramon,  with  a  cunning  leer. 

"They  are  for  the  English  general  and  his  staff",  so  every  cask 
is  guarded  by  an  outer  one." 
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*' And  thns  your  gimlet  failed  to  reach  the  wine  ?^ 

**  Precisely  so." 

*'  Maldita !  the  merchant  who  sold  that  wine  must  either  be  a 
rogue  at  heart,  or  an  old  muleteer,  to  be  so  well  up  to  all  the 
tricks  of  the  road.  And  now,  senor,  here  is  milk  for  you ;  no 
wine;  we  must  remember  the  orders  of  Padre  Florez,"  said 
Ramon,  presenting  Quentin  with  a  bowl  of  new  goat's-milk,  as 
he  sat,  pale  as  a  spectre,  on  the  demipique  saddle  with  which 
Madrina  was  accoutred,  and  which>  in  addition  to  all  her  other 
fringe  and  worsted  trappings,  gave  that  stately  pet-mare  very 
mucn  the  aspect  of  a  mummer's  nag. 

Quentin,  tliough  refreshed  and  revived  by  the  cool  morning 
air,  and  cheered  by  the  hope  of  being  soon  at  head-quarters 
with  his  present  jovial  guides,  felt  sad  and  bewildered  when  he 
thought  of  Isidora,  her  beauty,  her  impetuous  spirit,  the  wild 
and  sudden  love  she  had  professed  for  himself,  ana  the  too  pro- 
bable horror  of  her  fate  in  the  hands  of  the  French,  who  were 
so  unscrupulous  towards  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguese.  Then 
the  mystery  of  the  poison ;  it  was  no  doubt,  he  hoped,  some 
fatal  mistake,  but  one  which  might  never  be  solved  or  explained. 
In  fancy  he  seemed  still  to  see  her  wondrous  dark  eyes,  with 
their  thick  black  lashes,  while  her  soft  musical  voice  seemed  to 
mingle  with  the  melodious  bells  of  the  long  tram  of  mules  at  the 
head  of  which  Madrina  paced  as  guide ;  and  as  thev  descended 
the  vine-dad  hills  towards  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  he  turned 
in  his  saddle  to  give  a  farewell  glance  at  the  deserted  YiUa  de 
Macienu 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

THE    ARMY    MARCHES. 

"  No  martial  shoat  is  there — in  silence  dread. 
Save  the  dull  cadence  of  the  soldier's  tread. 
Or  where  the  measured  beat  of  distant  drum 
Tells  forth  their  slow  advance — they  come !  they  come  f 
On !  England,  on !  and  thou,  O  Scotland,  raise, 
'Midst  Lusias'  wilds,  thy  shout  of  other  days, 
Till  grim  Alooba  oatch  thy  sloean  roar. 
And  trembling,  glisten  to  thy  blue  claymore." 

LoED  Gbbnvillb, — 1813. 

On  the  2nd  day  of  November,  1808,  the  division  of  Sir  John  Hope 
broke  up  from  its  cantonments  at  Portale^re,  and  by  successive 
regiments  b^an  its  march  towards  Spam.  The  whole  British 
army  in  Portugal  was  now  pouring  forward,  and  it  was  calculated 
that  when  Sir  John  Moore  effected  a  junction  with  the  Spanish 
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armies,  the  united  forces  would  aroount  to  one  kondred  nnd 
thirteen  thousand  men,  to  oppose  the  vast  power  of  France,  wk'ci 
was  divided  into  eight  corps,  led  by  the  first  soldiers  of  the 
Empire,  the  Marslm-Dakes  of  Beilano,  Istiia,  Ckwrnegliano, 
Treviso,  Ekhin^en,  Abrantes,  Generab  S4.  Cjr  and  Lefebre. 

To  prevent  this  junction  was  ike  first  measore  of  the  Frenefa, 
iwenty-five  thousana  of  whom  attacked  the  main  body  of  Blake's 
army  on  the  31st  of  October,  and,  after  an  obstinate  conflict  of 
eight  hours,  forced  him  back  upon  Yahneseda.  He  was  without 
artillery,  otherwise  this  famous  Irish  soldier  of  fortune  might 
have  held  the  ground  against  them,  even  though  outnumbered  as 
he  was  by  eight  thousand  bayonets. 

Meanwhile,  Napoleon  advanced  to  Burgos,  where  he  established 
his  head-quarters,  aaad  from  whence  he  issued  an  edict  in  the  name 
of  h^  brother  Joseph,  as  King  of  Spain,  grantm^  a  pardon  to  all 
Spaoiiards,  soldiers,  guerillas^  and  others,  who,  within  one  month 
waiter  his  arrival  a^  Madrid,  would  lay  down  their  arma  and  re- 
nounce all  connexion  with  Great  Bntain.  Socm  after  Madrid 
feU  into  his  hands,  either  by  a  memory  of  the  terrors  of  Zaragossa 
or  the  treaoherv  of  Morla»  though  sixty  thousand  Spaniards  wore 
Teady  to  defend  its  streets  and  gates ! 

Sir  John  Moore  was  a  young  ocotdbi  officer  of  ^reat  experience. 
He  had  served  at  the  capture  of  Corsica,  and  ka  the  stormers  of 
the  Moszello  Fort  amid  a  shower  of  shot,  shell,  and  haad^grenadea. 
He  was  present  at  the  capture  of  many  of  the  West.  India  islands.; 
he  had  served  in  the  Irish  Rebellion,  the  disastroua  expeditioi 
to  Holland,  and  the  glorious  one  to  Egypt,  which  wrested  that 
country  from  the  French;  and  he  had  been  commander-in  chief 
in  the  Mediterranean  and  Sweden.  Though  superseded  temporarily 
by  the  vacillating  ministry  who  sent  Sir  Harry  Burrard  to  Por- 
tugal, he  was  still  modestly  content  to  act  as  third  in  command, 
nobly  saying,  that  **he  would  never  refuse  to  serve  his  country 
while  he  was  able,  and  that  if  the  King  commanded  him  to  act  as 
ensign,  he  would  obey  him." 

It  was  this  chivalrous  spirit  which,  on  arriving  in  Portugal 
after  the  battle  of  Vimiera,  made  him  declare  to  Sir  Hew  Dalrym- 
ple,  that  as  Sir  Arthur  Wellesley  had  done  so  much  in  winning 
that  victory  and  the  battle  of  Roleia,  it  was  but  fair  that  ie 
should  still  continue  to  take  the  lead  in  the  task  of  freeing  Portugal 
from  the  French ;  and  Moore  offered  generously,  "  if  the  good  of 
the  service  required  it,  to  execute  aiiypart  of  the  campaign  allotted 
to  him,  without  interfering  with  Sir  Arthur." 

After  lie  obtained  the  command,  the  utmost  activity  prevailed 
at  head-quarters  to  forward  the  expedition  for  the  relief  of  the 
Spanish  Peninsula,  though  he  was  left  by  Government  almost 
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without  money.  "  He  was  very  desirous,"  says  Napier,  "  that 
troops  who  had  a  journey  of  six  hundred  miles  to  make,  should  * 
not^  at  the  commencement,  be  overwhehned  by  torrents  of  rain, 
which  in  Portugal  descend  at  this  period  with  such  violence  as  to 
destroy  the  shoes,  ammunition,  and  accoutrements  of  the  soldier, 
asd  render  him  almost  unfit  for  service." 

In  eight  days  he  had  his  troops  ready,  and  most  of  them  in 
motion;  but  difficulties  soon  occurred.  The  lazy  Portuguese 
asserted  that  it  was  impracticable  to  carry  siege,  or  even  field 
artillery,  by  the  mule  and  horse  paths  which  traversed  thefar  vast 
mountaitt  sierras ;  but  Sir  John  Moore  discovered  on  his  march 
that  the  roads, though  very  bad,  were  op«i  enough  for  the  purpose; 
but  the  knowledge  came  rather  too  late.  The  artillery,  consisting 
of  twenty-four  pieces,  with  a  thousand  cavalry,  he  sent  with  the 
<Hvision  of  Sir  John  Hope,  whose  orders  were  to  march  by  Elvas 
on  the  Madrid  road.  Moore  retained  one  brigade  of  six-pounders 
at  head-quarters.  Two  brigades  of  infantry,  under  General  Paget, 
were  to  march  bv  £lva8  and  Alcantara.  Two  others,  under  Mar- 
shal Beresford,  oy  the  way  of  Ooimbra,  and  three  more,  under 
General  Fraser,  were  to  move  by  the  city  of  Abrantes,  near  the 
right  bank  of  the  Tagus.  The  whole  to  unite  at  Salamanca,  where 
Sir  John  Hope  and  Sir  David  Baird,  with  their  divisions,  were  to 
join,  if  they  failed  to  do  so  at  Valladolid.  Such  was  the  scheme 
of  Sir  John  Moore  for  commencing  operations  against  the  Emperor 
of  JFrance  at  the  head  of  his  mighty  legions. 

Before  the  troops  marched,  he  warned  them  in  general  orders, 
that  the  Spaniards  were  a  nation  by  habit  and  nature  grave, 
austere,  orderly,  and  sober,  but  prone  to  ire  and  easily  insmted ; 
he  therefore  sought  to  impress  upon  his  soldiers  the  propriety  of 
accommodating  themselves  to  the  manners  of  those  they  were 
going  among,  and  neither  by  intemperance  of  conduct  or  las^age, 
to  shock  a  people  who  were  grateful  to  Britain  for  an  alliance 
which  was  to  free  them  from  the  bondage  of  France,  and  to 
restore  them  to  their  ancient  liberty  and  independence. 

**  Upon  entering  Spain,"  concludes  this  most  judicious  order, 
•*as  a  compliment  to  the  nation,  the  army  will  wear  the  Red 
cockade,  in  addition  to  their  own.  For  this  purpose,  cockades 
are  ordered  for  the  non-commissioned  officers  and  men;  they 
wiD  be  sent  from  Madrid;  but  in  the  meantime  officers  are  re- 
quested to  provide  them  and  put  them  on,  as  soon  as  they  pass 
tne  frontier." 

Such  expedition  did  the  gallant  Moore  make,  that  lie  out- 
marched his  magazines ;  and  to  use  his  own  words,  '*  the  army 
ran  the  risk  of  finding  itself  in  front  of  the  enemy,  with  U3  more 
ammunition  than  the  men  carried  in  their  pouches." 
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And  now,  to  resume  our  humble  story,  it  was  on  the  2nd  of 
November,  the  very  day  on  which  the  second  division  was  to 
march,  that  the  Muleteer  Ramon  of  Miranda  and  his  train 
entered  Portalegre  about  daybreak,  with  Quentin  Kennedy  riding 
on  Madrina,  looking  pale,  weary,  and  exhausted. 

"  Por  Dios  !  we  nave  just  come  in  time,  senor,"  said  Hamon ; 
"another  hour,  and  even  the  rear  guard  would  have  been 
difficult  to  overtake.  Here  I  shall  leave  you  and  mj  casks  of 
Valdepenas,  and  then,  ho  for  Lisbon !" 

The  sun  had  not  yet  risen,  and  the  dull  haze  that  rolled  from 
the  valleys  along  the  sombre  slopes  of  the  rocky  sierras,  jet 
hovered  over  the  quaint  little  episcopal  city  of  Portalegre.  The 
church  bells  and  those  of  the  oanta  Engracia  convent  (at  which 
Quentin  was  to  have  left  poor  Isidora)  were  ringing  out  a  fare- 
well peal  to  the  departing  British,  and  j^rayers  for  the  success  of 
their  arms  were  mingled  with  the  morning  matins  at  every  altar 
in  the  bishopric.  The  narrow  streets  were  blocked  np  with 
sombre  crowds  of  people,  and  by  troops  in  heavy  marching  order. 
All  betokened  hasty  preparations  for  advancing  to  the  front,  and 
amid  the  loud  vivas  of  the  Portuguese  could  be  heard  the  wail- 
ing of  the  poor  soldiers'  wives  who  were  to  be  left  behind,  for  on 
the  10th  October,  Sir  John  Moore,  who,  though  brave  as  a  lion, 
was  tender  as  a  woman,  and  whose  love  and  devotion  for  his 
mother  was  a  leading  characteristic  throughout  his  short  but 
brilliant  life,  issued  the  following  order : — 

"  As  in  the  course  of  the  long  march  which  the  army  is  about 
to  undertake,  and  where  no  carts  will  be  allowed,  the  women 
would  unavoidably  be  exposed  to  the  greatest  hardship  and  dis- 
tress, commanding  officers  are,  therefore,  desired  to  use  their 
endeavours  to  prevent  as  many  as  possible,  particularly  those 
having  young  children,  or  such  as  are  not  stout  or  equal  to 
fatigue,  from  following  the  army.  An  officer  will  be  charged  to 
draw  their  rations,  and  they  will  be  sent  back  to  England  By  the 
first  good  opportunitv ;  and,  when  landed,  they  will  receive  the 
same  allowance  which  they  would  have  been  entitled  to  if  they 
had  not  embarked,  to  enable  them  to  reach  their  homes." 

Unfortunately,  implicit  obedience  was  not  paid  to  his  humane 
order,  and  thus  many  women,  with  their  children,  followed  the 
troops  in  secret,  and  thus  many,  if  not  all,  perished  by  the  way, 
during  the  horrors  of  the  retreat  to  Corunna.  Among  these, 
who  courageously  followed  the  army  on  foot  and  in  secrecy,  or 
sometimes  mounted  on  a  poor  lean  burro,  was  the  wife  of  AUan 
Grange,  the  poor  sergeant,  reduced  at  Colchester  barracks,  a 
fragile  and  ailing  creature,  who  bore  a  pale,  sickly,  and  consump- 
tive little  baby  at  her  breast. 
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The  advanced  guard  of  Light  Dragoons,  with  oats  and  forage 
trussed  in  nets  and  bass  upon  the  cruppers,  had  already  been 
detailed,  and  were  in  their  saddles,  half  a  mile  in  front  of  the 
city,  at  the  base  of  the  hill  on  which  it  stands.  The  twenty- 
four  pieces  of  artillery  were  all  in  readiness,  the  trails  limbered 
up  and  the  horses  traced,  with  water-buckets,  spare  wheels  and 
forge-waggons,  the  gunners  in  their  seats  and  saddles.  The 
massed  columns  of  infantry  were  in  heavy  marching  order,  witb 
great- coats  rolled,  canteens  and  havresacks  slung  crosswise,  with 
colours,  in  some  instances  cased,  and  locks  hammerstalled  ;  the 
cavalry  were  in  the  great  plaza,  in  close  column  of  troops,  every 
man  riding  with  a  net  of  forage  behind  him;  the  baggage- 
animals,  already  laden  with  tents,  bags,  beds,  boxes,  and  camp- 
kettles,  amid  the  cracking  of  whips,  and  oaths  uttered  in 
English,  Irish,  Spanish,  and  Portuguese,  were  driven  forth  to 
make  way  for  the  troops,  who,  while  staff  and  other  officers 
galloped  about  as  if  possessed  by  so  many  devils,  began  their 
marcn  for  Spain. 

Bewildered  by  the  confusion  of  the  scene  amid  which  he  so 
suddenly  found  himself,  and  thrust  by  the  pressure  of  the  crowd 
against  the  wall  of  the  Santa  Engracia  convent,  Quentin  sat  in 
the  saddle  of  Madrina,  and  saw  nearly  the  whole  division  of  Sir 
John  Hope  defile  before  him,  a  long  and  glittering  array,  for  as 
the  golden  light  of  the  sun  poured  along  the  picturesque  vista  of 
the  ancient  street,  and  the  white  rolling  mists  were  dispelled  or 
exhaled  upward,  the  burnished  barrels,  bs^onets,  and  sword- 
blades,  the  polished  brasses  of  the  accoutrements,  and  the  glazed 
tops  of  the  shakos,  all  flashed  and  shone,  while  the  thoroughfares 
resounded  to  the  tramp  of  horse  and  foot,  spurs,  scabbards,  and 
chain  bridles — to  the  sharp  blare  of  the  cavairy  trumpets,  and  the 
hoarse  war  pipes  of  the  plaided  Highlanders — the  wild,  stranga 
music  that  Scotsmen  only  feel  or  understand.  Many  of  the  sol- 
diers were  pale  and  wan,  from  the  comfortless  wards  of  Belem 
hospital,  and  many  a  bandaged  head  and  plaster  on  a  cheek 
showed  the  part  they  had  borne  at  Eoleia  imd  Yimiera,  and  in 
the  struggle  which  had  just  freed  Portugal  from  those  who  aimed 
at  the  conquest  of  Europe.  Uniforms  already  old  and  thriftily 
patched  with  cloth  of  divers  colours,  chabraques  worn  bare,  gun 
carriages  minus  paint  and  oil,  as  they  rumbled  along ;  all  spoke 
of  service  and  hard  work— of  harder  work  and  keener  service  yet 
to  come ! 

And  now  advanced  a  corps,  on  hearing  the  well-known  air 
played  by  whose  drums  and  fifes,  Quentin  made  a  leap  from  the 
saddle  of  Madrina,  and  forced  a  passage  through  the  dense  crowd, 
for  it  was  the  25th,  "The  King's  Own  Borderers,"  with  the 
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Gastlc  of  Edinburgh  shudnff  on  their  ooloars,  aad  all  their  old 
honours — "Nisi  Dominus  ^ruatra,"  E^ypt,  and  Egmoni-op-Zee, 
thai  debouched  into  the  main  street  of  Portalegre  in  a  dense  dose 
column  of  sections,  nine  hundred  men,  fdl  marcning  as  one  to  their 
old  quick  step  of  a  thousand  memories — 

**  AU  the  Uue  bonnett  are  bound  iar  the  border/' 
or  General  Leslie's  march  to  Long-Marston  Moor  in  the  days  of 
the  great  civil  war. 

Endued  with  ft-esh  strength  by  the  sight  of  the  regintent, 
Quentin  burst  through  the  crowd,  and,  reaching  the  grenadiers, 
grasped  the  hand  of  Eowland  Askeme,  on  whose  breast  he  saiw  a 
rortuguese  order  glittering. 

"  Quentin  Kennedy,  by  all  that's  wonderful  !'*  exdaimed  the 
tall  captain,  grasping  his  hand  warmly  in  return.  *  Qotentin,  my 
boy,  how  goes  it  ?** 

"Hallo!  talk  of  the ^  began  Monkton,  clf^ping  him  on 

the  back ;  "  we  were  just  talking  about  you — thought  you  lost, 
gone,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  a  martyr. to  duty;  but  welcome 
back,  my  dear  lad !" 

**  Where  is  old  Major  Middleton? 

"  With  Buckle  in  rear  of  the  column." 

"And  little  Boyle?" 

"  Oh,  Pimple  is  with  Colyear  carrying  the  colours ;  but  wJkere 
have  you  been,  and  what  the  deuce  have  you  been  about,  eh  ?" 

"  lou  look  pale  and  weary  to  begin  a  march  this  morning,  sh*,** 
said  some  of  the  sohHers,  kindly,  for  Quentin  was  a  favourite  with 
them  all. 

"You  must  have  a  horse,"  said  Askeme :  "you  look  absolutdy 
ill,  Quentin ;  how  is  this  ?" 

"  It  is  a  long  story,  Askeme/'  replied  Kennedy,  with  a  haggard 
smile. 

"Egad,  I  thought,  and  we  all  thought,  the  duty  one  beyond 
your  years  and  experience." 

"  Make  way  here  in  front,  please ;  mark  time,  the  grenadiers," 
said  an  authoritative  voice  as  the  column  issued  from  the  eity 

fate,  and  an  officer  who  nearly  rode  our  hero  down,  pushed  bis 
orse  between  the  band  aoid  the  first  section  of  the  grenadier 
company.  Quentin  looked  indignantly  up,  and  found  the  cold, 
a4em,  and  uncompromising  eye  of  Cosmo,  the  Master  of  Bobal- 
lion,  steadily  bent  upon  him. 

"You  have  returned,  sir,  at  laslT*  was  his  stiff  resp<Hiseto 
Quentin's  hasty  salute. 

"It  is  little  short  of  a  mirade  that  I  ever  retnmed  at  all, 
Colonel  Crawford;  I  have  undergone  no  small  danger  I  be<^to 
assure  you,  and  have  but  this  instant  entered  Portalegre.    I  have 
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acquitted  myself  of  the  duty  with  which  the  general  did  me  the 
honour  to  entrust  me.  The  junction  will  be  formed  with  our 
division  on  the  march,  and  I  have  a  despatch  from  the  Guerilla 
-Chief." 

"For  whom?" 

"  Sir  John  Hope,  sir ;  shall  I  ^ive  it  to  him  in  person  P" 

"  No — I  shall  myself  deliver  it,"  replied  Cosmo,  who  feared 
naturally  the  favourable  impression  which  Quentin  might  make 
on  the  good  general,  to  whom  he  had  been  represented  as  un- 
worthy ;  "  get  your  musket  and  fall  in  with  your  company  as  soon 
as  possible.  We  shall  have  some  oiJker  work  cut  out  for  you  ere 
long,"  added  Cosino,  with  a  dark  and  scornful  smile,  as  he  took, 
or  rather  snatched  the  despatch  from  Quentin,  who  seemed  more 
fit  for  a  sick  bed  than  for  marching  among  the  sturdy  grmiadiers 
of  the  Borderers ;  but  for  that  day  ne  was  attached  to  the  baggage 
guard,  which  was  under  Lieutenant  Colville,  and  this  arrange- 
ment for  his  comfort  was  made  by  the  kindness  of  the  old  hall^r- 
dier  Norman  Calder,  who  was  now  sergeant-major.  He  rode  the 
spare  horse  of  Major  Middleton,  a  boon  but  for  which  he  could 
never  have  kept  up  with  the  troops. 

With  the  baggage  marched  the  rear  guard  of  the  division* 
having  with  it  the  sick,  the  drunk,  disorderly,  and  prisoners,  to- 
gether with  a  medley  oif  followers  of  a  not  very  reputable  kind, 
who  noisily  scorned  alike  control  or  disciplme. 

As  Quentin  was  riding  thus,  he  was  passed  from  the  rear  by 
the  general  and  his  stan.  The  former  gave  him  a  keen  and  in- 
quinng  glance,  answered  his  salute  oriefiy,  and  passed  on. 
Whether  Cosmo  had  mentioned  him  favourably,  or  the  reverse, 
in  delivering  the  despatch  of  Dou  Baltasar,  he  knew  not ;  but 
he  knew  that  when  once  the  spiteful  element  attains  ascendancy 
in  the  human  heart,  there  is  no  mode  in  which  it  will  not  seek  to 
be  gratified  and  no  measure  to  its  malignity,  and  he  sighed  over 
an  enmity  that  he  dared  neither  to  grapple  with  nor  hope  to  over 
come ;  and  all  this  he  owed  to  the  prelerence  oi  Flmra  Warrender 
for  him— her  early  friend  and  phiymate  in  youth.  Well,  there 
was  some  consolation  in  the  cause !  Though  his  reception  by 
the  Master  of  Eohallion  neither  disappointed  nor  shocked  him, 
it  chilled  the  poor  lad's  heart,  which  ^rew  heavy  as  he  saw  how 
imavailing  and  how  fruitless  were  all  his  efforts  to  deserve  praise 
'Or  to  win  honour ! 
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CHAPTER  LX. 

HALT     AT     AZUMAR. 

"  Pleasures  fled  hence,  wide  now's  the  gulf  hetween  tif; 
Stem  Man  has  routed  Bacchus  and  sweet  Venus: 
I  can  no  more— the  lamp's  fast  fadinfir  raj 
Reminds  me  of  parade  ere  break  of  day, 
Where,  shivering,  I  must  strut,  though  bleak  the  mornings 
Soused  by  the  hateful  drummer's  early  warning. 
Come,  then,  my  boat-cloak,  let  me  wrap  thee  round. 
And  snore  in  concert  stretdied  upon  the  growaiL^—JMJBIUgy. 

The  noisy  racket  maintained  by  those  who  were  in  custody  of 
the  rear-guard,  the  voices  of  others  who  whipped  or  cheered  on 
the  long  string  of  baggage  animab  (Evora  horses,  Castilian 
mules,  and  sturdy  burros  or  donkeys),  the  various  novel  sights 
and  sounds  incident  to  the  march  of  Hope's  division,  together 
with  the  appearance  of  the  division  itself  winding  down  the  deep 
valleys  and  up  the  steep  mountains,  amid  cloudb  of  white  dost, 
out  of  which  the  sheen  of  arms  and  the  waving  of  colours  came 
incessantly,  won  Quentin  from  his  sadder  thoughts,  and  he  began 
to  feel,  after  all  he  had  underffone,  an  emotion  of  jov  on  fin&ig 
himself  among  his  old  comrades — a  joy  that  can  only  be  knows 
by  a  soldier— -by  one  forming  a  part  of  that  great  and  permanent, 
but  almost  always  happy  family,  a  regiment  of  the  line. 

The  morning  was  bright  and  breezy ;  the  large  floating  clouds 
cast  their  flying  shadows  over  the  sunlit  landscape  at  times, 
adding  alike  to  its  beauty  and  the  striking  effect  of  the  niardi- 
ing  columns.  Weary  of  the  dark  and  sallow  Spaniards,  Quentin*s 
eyes  had  run  along  the  ranks  of  the  25th,  and  their  familiar 
faces,  which  seemed  so  fair  and  ruddy  when  contrasted  with 
those  of  the  nations  they  had  come  to  free,  were  pleasant  to  look 
upon.  Their  colours,  with  the  castle  triple-towered  and  the  city 
motto ;  the  familiar  bugle  calls,  and  more  than  all,  the  old  quick- 
step of  Greneral  Leslie,  which  came  floating  rearward  from  time  to 
time  when  the  corps  traversed  an  eminence,  all  spake  to  him  of  his 
new  but  moveable  home,  and  the  new  associations  he  had  learned 
to  love.  Cosmo — the  impracticable  and  inscrutable  Cosmo  Craw- 
ford— alone  was  the  feature  there  that  marred  his  prospects  and 
blighted  his  pleasure !  He  felt  a  sincere  regret  for  poor  Isidora, 
and  this  was  not  unmingled  with  a  little  selfish  dread  of  her 
brother,  De  Saldos,  the  scowMng  Trevino,  and  others,  when 
those  guerillas  joined  the  division,  which  they  would  probably  do 
in  the  course  of  a  day  or  so ;  and  what  answer  would  he  loake 
to  them  when  they — ^and  chiefly  her  brother— asked  for  the  missing 
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donna  ?  He  felt  himself,  indeed,  between  the  horns  of  a  dilemma, 
and  many  unpleasant  forebodings  mingled  with  his  dreams  of  a 
brilliant  future.  Amid  these  ideas  recurred  the  longing  to  write 
home  that  the  good  Lord  fi.ohallion  and  the  gentle  Lady  Wini- 
fred— ^that  dear  Elora,  and  the  old  quartermaster  too,  might  learn 
something  of  what  he  had  seen,  and  done,  and  undergone  since 
last  they  parted.  Had  Cosmo,  in  any  of  his  letters,  eyer  written 
to  announce  that  he  was  serying  with  the  Borderers  ?  This  was 
a  question  Quentin  had  frequently  asked  of  himself,  and  he  felt 
certain  that  the  colonel  had  not  done  so,  as  in  the  other  instance, 
and  unless  he  had  been  cruelly  misrepresented.  Lord  Ex)hallion 
or  worthy  John  Giryan,  and  his  old  mentor  the  quaint  dominie, 
would  assuredly  haye  written  to  him  long  since.  Thus  it  was 
€yident  that  in  his  correspondence  with  those  at  home  in  Carrick, 
the  haughty  Master  had  totally  ignored  his  name. 

Quentin's  passion  for  Flora  Warrender  was  a  boyish  deyotion 
that  mingled  with  all  his  loye  and  all  memories  of  home.  She 
was  still  a  guiding  star  to  his  heart  and  hopes,  the  impulse  of 
eyery  thougnt,  the  mainspring  of  eyery  act  and  deed ;  and  thus 
Quentin  felt  that  while  this  dear  girl  at  home  loyed  him,  the 
spiteful  hauteur  of  Cosmo  was  innocuous  and  pointless  indeed. 

As  the  paymaster  of  the  regiment  was  riding  with  the  rear- 
guard, Quentin  lost  no  time  in  placing  in  his  hands  a  sufficient 
number  of  those  gold  moidores  that  were  found  in  the  repositories 
of  the  late  Corporal  Raoul,  of  the  24th  Chasseurs  h  Cheyal  (the 
spoil  so  liberally  shared  with  him  by  Ribeaupierre),  for  the  pur- 
pose of  haying  them  transmitted  oy  bill  or  otherwise  to  the 
quartermaster  at  Roballion,  to  repay  the  good  man  for  the  forty 
pounds  he  had  placed  at  his  disposal  on  the  night  he  left  the 
castle  to  return  no  more ;  and  the  fact  of  this  debt  being  off  his 
conscience  made  his  spirit  more  buoyant  than  eyer. 

They  were  now  marching  through  the  proyiuce  of  Alentejo,  the 
land  of  wine  and  oil,  the  granary  of  Portugal.  Proceeding  on  a 
line  parallel  with  the  Spanish  frontier,  they  passed  through  the 
fortified  town  of  Alegrete,  which  is  moated  round  by  the  small 
riyer  Caia,  and  there  each  regiment  made  its  first  brief  halt  for 
a  few  minutes  before  pushing  on  to  Azumar,  where  the  division 
was  to  pass  the  night.  Those  halts  on  the  line  of  march  were 
80  brief  that  the  bugles  of  the  leading  corps  always  sounded  the 
advance  when  those  of  the  rear  were  sounding  the  halt— ten 
minutes  being  the  utmost  time  allotted.  On  reaching  Azumar, 
the  lieutenant-general  with  his  staff,  and  the  colonels  of  corps, 
found  quarters  in  the  castle  of  the  counts  of  that  name,  wliile 
the  rest  of  the  troops  remained  without  the  walls  of  the  town. 
The  night  was  clear  and  starry ;  a  pinkish  flush,  that  lingered 
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beyond  the  Bommits  of  the  Siern^  Alpedriera  to  the  westward^ 
showed  where  the  November  sun  had  set.  Tents  were  pitched 
for  the  whole  force;  but,  before  turning  in  for  the  night. 
Captain  Askeme,  Monkton,  and  other  Borderers,  preferred  to  sup 
in  a  cosj  nook,  sheltered  by  a  rained  vineyud  wall  and  a  group 
of  gigantic  chestnuts,  under  which  their  servants  had  lighted  a 
rousing  fire  of  dry  branches  and  wood,  hewn  down  bj  the 
pioneers'  hatchets.  Each  added  the  contents  of  his  havresaok  to 
the  common  stock  of  the  party,  and  in  the  same  fraternal  faikton 
they  shared  the  contents  of  their  canteens,  flasks,  and  bottles; 
thus  various  kinds  of  liquor,  wine — brandy,  and  aguardicDte,. 
were  contributed.  What  the  repast  lacked  m  splendour  or  deli- 
cacy was  amply  made  up  for  by  good  humour  and  jollity,  axMi  to 
those  who  had  an  eye  for  the  picturesque,  itaJt  element  was  not 
wanting.  In  the  foregroimd  the  red  glaring  fire  cast  its  li^t  on 
the  soldierly  fellows  we  have  introduced  to  the  reacbr,  as  they 
sat  or  lounged  on  the  grass  in  their  r^imental  greatcoats,  ana 
their  swords  and  belts  beside  them.  The  great  chestnut  trees 
were  well-nigh  leafless  now,  and  with  the  rou^h  masonry  of  the 
old  wall,  coated  with  heavily-leaved  vine  and  ivy,  formed  a  back- 
ground. Further  off,  in  another  direction,  were  the  glares  of 
(5ther  watchfires,  around  which  similar  groups  were  gathered— 
fires  that  shed  their  light  in  fitful  flashes  on  the  long  rows  of 
white  bell-tents,  on  the  dark  figures  that  flitted  to  and  fro,  and 
on  the  forms  of  the  distant  and  solitary  sentinels,  who  stood 
steadily  on  their  posts,  the  point  oi  each  man's  b^iyonet  diimiig 
like  a  red  star  as  the  flame  tipped  it  with  fire. 

"  Here  comes  Colville,''  saia  Monkton,  as  that  individual,  yiho 
was  somewhat  of  a  dandy  and  man  of  fashion,  lonnged  dowly 
up,  and  cast  himself  languidly  on  the  grass.  ''  Yon  have  just 
been  with  the  colonel,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Yes — a  deuced  bore — to  report  the  baggi^  all  up  with  the  ^ 
battalion,  the  guard  dismissed  to  their  tents,  and  luckily,  no 
casuallies,  save  a  mule  that  we  lost  in  a  bog.'' 

"And  you  found  him  bland,  as  usual?" 

"  I  found  him  quartered,  not  in  the  castle,  as  I  expected,  but 
in  a  deserted  house  half  ruined  by  the  French,"  replied  Colville, 
smiling ;  "  the  only  habitable  apartment  was  the  Idtchen,  where 
our  colours  are  lo(iged,  and  there  he  was  eating  a  tough  bullockr 
steak,  embers  and  all,  just  as  his  man  had  cooked  it^  on  the  nun* 
rod  of  an  old  pistol.    Egad,  it  was  a  picture !" 

"A  dainty  kabob  we  should  have  called  it  in  Egypt/*  said 
Major  Middleton,  laughing,  with  a  huge  magnum  bonum  bottle 
of  brandv-and- water  placed  between  his  fat  le^.  "Ah,  the 
Honouraole  Cosmo  snould  not  have  quitted  his  goardsman's 
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>m£cMrt8  at  the  York  Coffee-house,  or  Betty  Neale's  fruit-shop 
in  St.  James's  Street,*  to  rough  it  with  the  line  in  the  Peninsula !  ' 

"Did  he  compliment  you  on  bringing  up  your  disorderly 
charge  without  other  loss  than  the  mule  P  asked  Askeme. 

**The  devil  a  bit,"  yawned  Colville ;  "  with  his  glass  stuck  in 
his  eye,  he  gave  me  one  of  his  cool  stares,  and  said,  briefly^ 
*That  will  do,  sir — ^to  your  company/  " 

*'  Ah,"  grumbled  Middleton,  shaking  his  old  head,  while  his 
pigtail  swayed  to  and  fro,  ''  the  colonel  may  have  in  his  veins, 
good  blood,  as  it  is  called,  but  he  has  in  hb  heart  about  as  much 
of  the  milk  of  human  kindness  as  if  it  belonged  to  an  old 
lawyer." 

The  last  part  of  the  sentence,  we  are  bound  to  add,  was  partly 
miunbled  iirto  the  mouth  of  the  magnum,  which  $it  that  moment 
the  major  applied  to  his  own. 

"  Here  comes  Diek  Warriston,"  said  Monkton,  as  an  officer 
muffled  in  a  doak  i^proached.    "Hallo,  Dick — how  goes  it,man  ?'' 

^  Good  evening,  gentlemen — ^thought  I  should  find  you  out. 
I  heard  on  the  marcn  that  our  friend  the  volunteer  had  turned 
up  agaixL  How  are  you,  Kennedy  ?  ^lad  to  see  you  safe  and 
sound  onoe  more,"  said  Quentin's  old  friend,  as  they  shook  hands, 
and  he  cast  his  ample  blue  muffling  aside,  displaying  his  well- 
built  figure,  with  the  scarlet  eoat,  green  lapels,  and  massive  gold 
epaulettes  of  the  Scots  Brigade. 

"Be  seated,  Dick." 

"Thanks,  Askeme." 

*'  Do  you  prefer  a  chair,  or  a  sofa  P"  asked  Monkton. 

"  The  sofa,  by  all  means,"  replied  Warriston. 

"  There  is  brandy  in  that  jar  beside  you,  and  Lisbon  wine  iu 
the  bottle.  Here,  under  these  fine  old  chestnuts,  we  are  quite  a 
select  little  pic-nic  party,  out  of  range  of  shot,  shell,  and  every- 
thing-  " 

"Except  fireflies  and  mosquitoes,  Willie — a  poor  substitute 
for  the  girls,  Qod  bless  them.'^ 

"  Whose  trumpets  are  these  P  what's  up  now  P"  asked  Monk- 
ton,  as  a  shaip  cavalry  call  ranj?  upon  the  night. 

"  The  3rd  Dragoons  of  the  German  Legion,  Burgwesers  regi* 
ment,  are  watering  their  horses." 

"  Those  Germans  are  regular  trumps  in  their  order  and  disci- 
pline," said  Monkton;  "but  as  for  the  Portuguese,  damme,  they 
are  not  worth  their  liquor.  Even  the  Johnny  Crapauds  despise 
them.  You  have  just  come  in  time,  Warriston,  to  hear  Kennedy 
relate  to  us  his  interview  with  the  guerilla  chief;  go  on,  laa» 
we  are  all  listening,"  he  added,  as  he  and  others  proceeded  ta 
*  Two  &vdiuite  retorts  of  the  HouseholdBrigade  in  those  days. 
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light  their  cigars  or  charge  their  pipes  for  a  thorough  bout  of 
smoking. 

Quentin  told  them  briefly  as  much  of  his  adventares  as  be 
deemed  it  necessary  to  relate  or  reveal,  from  the  time  of  his 
parting  from  Askerne  to  the  hour  of  his  return  to  Portalegre. 
The  slaughter  of  the  French  prisoners  at  Herreruela  drew  fortli 
loud  execrations  and  unanimous  condemnation.  His  illness  at 
the  Villa  de  Maciera  was  alone  a  mystery  which  he  could  not 
explain,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  consequently  and  naturally 
blundered  in  narrating  this  part  of  hb  story,  drew  forth  the 
laughter  and  the  empty  jests  of  the  younger  portion  of  his 
audience. 

"Damme,"  said  Monkton,  "you  were  a  bold  fellow,  Kennedy, 
to  become  spoony  on  the  sister  of  such  a  melo-dramatic  indii- 
vidua! — such  a  regular  *  heavy  villain*  as  this  guerilla  De  Saldos! 
Egad,  the  sight  of  the  fellow,  with  those  black  moustachios  you 
have  described,  would  be  enough  to  frighten  the  French !" 

"  Very  singular  style  of  person,  your  Spanish  friend,  I  should 
think,"  usped  Colville,  with  his  glass  in  his  eye. 

"  Remarkably  so,"  added  Ensign  Pimple,  raising  his  white 
eyebrows ;  "  decidedly  a  dangerous  fellow  to  have  a  shindy  with!" 

"  A  most  interesting  individual,  no  doubt,"  said  Buckle  the 
adjutant ;  "  but  begad,  not  at  all  suited  to  a  quiet  rubber  or  a 
little  supper  party ;  takes  mustard  to  his  lamb,  perhaps,  and 
pepper  to  his  eggs,  but  knows  nothing.  Til  be  oound,  of  a 
devilled  kidney,  and  a  tumbler  of  decent  whiskjr  toddy.  'Full  of 
strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard ;'  he  is  all  spasms,  big 
boots,  and  blue  fire — eh  P" 

While  they  jested  thus,  and  Quentin,  with  something  of  annoy- 
ance and  vexation,  looked  from  one  to  another,  Askerne  and 
Warriston,  who  were  men  of  graver  mood,  had  been  eyeing  him 
attentively. 

"  My  poor  lad,"  said  the  former,  laying  a  hand  kindly  on  his 
shoulder,  "all  this  that  you  have  related  was  a  sad  trial  for  you 
— a  great  test  of  courage  and  discretion  for  one  so  young  to  be 
subjected  to,  especially  in  a  foreign  country,  and  among  a  people 
so  fierce  and  lawless." 

"  Your  pistols  were  always  my  friends,"  said  Quentin,  laugh- 
ing; "I  thought  of  them  m  every  extremity.  Captain  Askerne; 
but  fortunately  never  had  to  use  them." 

"  Then  keep  them,  Quentin,  my  boy,  as  a  little  present  from 
me,"  said  the  grenadier. 

"  But  to  deprive  you '* 

**  Matters  nothing — I  took  a  handsome  pair  of  silver-mountei 
pops  from  the  holsters  of  a  French  officer  the  other  day." 
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**  Askerne has  but  anticipated  me,"  said  Warriston;  "I  had 
resolved  to  give  you  mine,  though  they  were  a  gift  to  me  from 
my  father's  old  friend  the  Conservator  of  Scottish  Privileges  at 
Campvere,  when  the  Scots  Brigade  came  home  and  turned  their 
backs  upon  honest  old  Holland  for  ever.** 

**Well,  Kennedy,"  said  Monkton,  "we've  heard  all  your 
adventures,  at  least  so  much  as  you  wisely,  prudently,  and  dis- 
creetly choose  to  tell  us ;  but  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  we 
could  make  a  few  interesting  notes  on  the  time  spent  in  that 
ruined  Chateau  en  Espagne.  Was  the  donna  young,  black-eyed, 
beautiful,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  eh  P" 

"  By  Jove,"  added  Colville,  in  the  same  tone,  "  you  are  a 
regular  St.  Francis,  or  St.  Anthony!  But  unlike  you,  if  the 
donnas  on  the  other  side  of  the  frontier  think  me  worth  their 
while,  I  am  ready  to  be  subjected  to  any  amount  of  seduction 
the  dear  creatures  may  choose  to  put  in  practice." 

Affecting  neither  to  hear  Monkton's  banter  nor  Colville's  ad- 
dition, Quentin  turned  to  Askerne,  admiring  the  order  that  glit- 
tered on  his  left  breast. 

"  This  is  Portuguese  ?"  said  he. 

"Yes,  Quentin — the  Tower  and  Sword — given  to  me  by  the 
Junta  of  Oporto  for  capturing  an  exploring  party,  consisting  of 
an  officer  and  ten  French  dragoons  of  Ribeaupierre's  regiment, 
whom  I  cut  off  in  a  narrow  valley  near  Portalegre  (on  the  very 
day  after  you  left  us),  where  I  had  been  sent  with  twenty  of  ours 
to  bring  in  forage." 

"  Askerne,  I  do  envy  you  this  decoration !"  said  Quentin,  whose 
eyes  sparkled  with  genuine  pleasure  and  admiration,  for  medals 
were  almost  unknown  in  the  British  army  then,  and  the  Batli,  as 
now,  was  only  given  to  field  officers;  **and  they  were,  you  say, 
dragoons  of  Kibeaupierre  ?" 

"The  same  corps  with  some  of  whom  you  fell  in  among  the 
Spanish  mountains.  They  are  quartered  m  Valencia  de  Alcan- 
tara." 

" Kibeaupierre !"  said  the  bantering  Monkton;  "there  is  a 
name  for  an  intelligent  young  man  to  go  to  bed  with !  It  smacks 
of  Anne  Badcliffe's  mysterious  romances  of  *  Sicily'  and  'The 
Forest.'" 

"Yet  it  is  the  name  of  an  officer  as  brave  as  any  in  France," 
said  Quentin ;  "  the  general  who  bears  it  was  a  subaltern  with 
Napoleon  in  the  liegiment  of  La  Fere,  a  town  on  an  island  of  the 
Oise,  where  it  was  ori^mally  raised." 

''  Like  that  corps,  the  24th  Chasseurs  h  Cheval  were  originally 
under  the  monarcny,"  said  Warriston. 
"Their  uniform  is  light  green,  faced  and lapelled  with  white?" 

A  A 
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**  Exactly,  Qaentin — ^the  same  uniform  worn  by  tbc  Empercv 
on  almost  every  occasion,*'  replied  Warriston ;  **  tbe  24th  were 
long  known  as  tbe  Disinterested  Regiment  of  Chartres/' 

"An  honourable  title,"  said  Askerne;  "how  came  they  to 
win  it,  thou  man  of  anecdote  ?" 

"  Abwit  nineteen  years  ago,  the  regiment  was  quartered  at  Le 
Mans,  a  town  of  France,  situate  on  the  river  Sarthe,  if  you  have 
not  forgotten  your  geos^raphy,  Rowland.  The  corps  then  be- 
longed to  Louis  Philip  Joseph,  Duke  of  Orleans,*  the  notorious 
*  Egalitfi*  who  was  guillotined  by  the  mob  in  1793 ;  but  it  was 
denominated  *  of  Chartres,*  from  the  county  of  the  name  gifted 
to  his  ancestor  by  Louis  XIV.  The  outrages  of  the  Revolu- 
tionists were  at  their  height  around  the  whole  of  Mans.  Day 
and  night  the  dragons  of  Chartres  remained  with  their  accoutre- 
ments on  and  their  horses  saddled  ready  to  assist  the  magistrates 
and  all  peaceable  citizens.  Every  day  brought  tidings  of  new 
horrors,  and  every  night  saw  the  sky  reddened  by  the  flames  of 
burning  chA-teaux,*  and  abbey- churches,  whose  occupants  were 
given  to  pillage  and  death.  So  resolute  and  orderly  were  the 
dragoons  of  Chartres,  so  sturdily  and  bravely  did  they  protect 
the  weak  against  the  strong,  enforce  the  public  peace,  and 
conduct  the  transit  of  com  for  the  poor,  that  the  magistrates 
deemed  it  necessary  to  make  some  aoknowledgment  of  their 
services.  A  vote  of  thanks  from  the  municipaJity  preceded  a 
gratuity  of  eight  hundred  livres  (no  great  sum  among  us,  c»- 
tainly,  but  a  handsome  one  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel)  to 
be  distributed  among  the  three  hundred  chasseurs  of  the  corps. 
Li  a  large  bag  the  money,  made,  by  the  way,  from  the  churdi 
bells  of  France,  was  sent  to  the  colonel,  who  gave  it  to  the  men 
to  dispose  of  as  they  pleased ;  upon  which,  instead  of  dividing  it 
among  themselves,  they  resolved  unanimously  to  bestow  it  upon 
a  portion  of  the  very  people  who  had  been  tormenting  their  lives 
ibr  tbe  last  six  montns.  One  of  tbe  dragoons,  a  mere  youth 
named  Raoul,  waited  upon  the  Rector  of  St.  Nicholas  in  the  city 
of  Le  Mans  and  handing  him  the  bag  with  its  contents,  said — 

"  *  Monsieur  le  Recteur,  we  want  not  this  money.  The  pay  of 
his  Majesty,  whom  God  and  St.  Louis  long  preserve !  secures 
us  in  all  that  a  soldier  requires ;  but  the  poor,  though  they  are 
the  children  of  Qod,  are  not  so  blessed.  We,  the  dragoons  of 
Chartres,  beg,  therefore,  that  you  will  accept  of  this  for  their 
use,  and  put  it  to  the  common  stock  for  the  aged  and  the 
indigent.' 

"  And  this  soldier  was  named  Baoul  P"  said  Quentin,  who  felt 
comething  like  a  shock  when  he  heard  him  mentioned. 

*  Father  of  Louis  Philippe  I.,  late  King  of  the  Frendi. 
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"  So  the  newspapers  said/'  replied  Warriston. 

Quentin  was  silent,  but  the  face  of  one  of  the  dead  dragoons 
whom  he  had  seen  at  Herreraela — he  who  had  been  dragged  by 
his  stirrup — came  vividly  to  memory ;  while,  such  is  the  effect 
of  fancy,  the  moidores  that  remained  in  his  pocket  seemed  to 
become  heavy  as  lead.  The  hour  was  late  now,  and  he  was 
completely  overcome  bv  fatigue.  With  a  knapsack  for  a  pillow 
he  dropped  asleep,  while  his  more  hardy  comrades  sat  smoking 
and  drmking,  and  discussing  the  fortune  of  the  coming  struggle 
in  Spain.  As  the  li^ht  of  the  watch-fire  waned  and  fell  in 
flickering  gleams  on  his  features^  they  seemed  pinched,  pale,  and 
wan. 

"God  help  the  poor  fatherless  boy,"  said  Captain  Warriston, 
with  considerable  emotion ;  *'  what  hard  fate  brings  him  here  ? 
He  seems  quite  a  waif  among  us,  and  one  that  is  hardly  used  by 
you  fellows  of  the  25th  in  particular.  I  wish  I  had  him  with  me 
in  the  Scots  Brigade.  This  last  devilish  piece  of  duty  has  broken 
him  completely  down!" 

"  No,  no,  Warriston ;  there  is  good  stuff  in  him  yet,"  said 
Eowland  Askeme,  as  he  divested  ms  broad  shoulders  of  his  own 
ample  cloak,  and  kindly  spread  it  over  the  sleeper.  "At  his 
age,  I  had  neither  father  nor  mother  nor  friend  to  do  this  forme, 
and  I  too  was,  like  him,  a  poor  volunteer !" 


CHAPTER  LXL 

THE  ADVANCE  INTO  SPAIN. 

"  Oh,  life  has  many  a  varied  tint. 

Has  many  a  bright  and  lovely  hue. 
Though  care  upon  the  brow  may  print 
A  sadder,  darker  colour  too. 

But  hope  still  casts  her  rainbow  win^ 
O'er  many  a  scene  of  care  and  strife, 

And  gilds  the  hours  round  which  she  flings 
The  bright  and  varied  tints  of  life." — Caepenier. 

Sir  John  Hope's  division  continued  to  march  by  the  strong  old 
frontier  town  of  Blvas,  which  crowns  a  rocky  hill  not  far  from 
where  the  Guadiana  sweeps  south  towards  the  sea. 

**  To-morrow,"  said  Monkton,  as  he  placed  the  glaring  red 
cockade  of  Ferdinand  VII.  on  his  shako,  "  we  shall  be  airing  our 
most  dulcet  Spanish  in  Old  Castile,  learning  to  dance  the  bolero, 
to  tilt  up  our  legs  in  the  fandango,  and  to  twangle  on  the 
guitar.*' 

/a2 
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**  I  fear,  Dick,  that.  Marshal  Soult  will  cut  out  more  serious 
work  for  us,"  said  Major  Middleton. 

"  Do  we  halt  at  Elvas  P"  asked  some  one,  as  the  regiment  ap- 
proached the  town. 

"Yes,  thank  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Monkton.  "We  Lave 
marched  twenty  miles  to-day,  and  to-night  I  am  going  to  the 
camp  of  the  28th." 

"On  duty  r 

"  No ;  but  because  they  have  fallen  in  with  a  cask  of  whisky." 

"  Whisky !"  exclaimed  several  voices.     "  Whisky  here  ?'* 

"  The  best  Farintosh.  It  was  taken  from  the  wreck  of  a 
Scotch  transport  in  Maciera  Bay,  and,  may  I  never  see  morning, 
if  I  don't  beg,  borrow,  or  8teal  at  least  a  canteenful.  The 
Slashers  wont  refuse  me,  1  am  sure." 

Next  morning,  a  marcli  of  ten  miles  brought  them  in  sisjbt  of 
the  great  castle  of  Badajoz— that  place  of  terrible  but  imnnortai 
memory  !  Flanked  by  the  waters  of  the  Rivollas  and  Guadiana, 
flowing  between  vineyards  and  olive  groves,  it  towered  in  clear 
sharp  outline  against  the  pure  blue  sky,  on  cliffs  three  hundred 
feet  in  height,  with  all  its  gi'im  batteries  and  tiers  of  cannon 
bristliuo;,  row  on  row ;  its  eight  great  bastions,  each  standin.? 
forth  with  one  angle  bathed  in  strong  yellow  sunlight,  and  the 
other  sunk  in  deep  purple  shadow ;  the  rich  gothic  spires  and 
countless  pinnacles  of  its  churches  and  convents,  all  shining  in 
the  warm  glow,  while,  in  the  background,  extended  far  away  the 
lonjj:  green  wavy  outline  of  the  mountains  of  Toledo. 

Kellerman  and  Victor  had  alike  been  foiled  before  it,  as  the 
Portujifuese  had  been  in  the  days  of  the  Archduke  John  of 
Austria,  and  now  the  scarlet  and  yellow  banners  of  King 
Ferdinand  VII.  were  still  waving  triumphantly  upon  the  towers 
of  San  Cristoval,  San  Roque,  and  the  Forts  or  Picurina  and 
Pardaleras.  The  united  clangour  of,  perhaps,  five  hundred  bells, 
came  merrily  upon  the  morning  breeze,  a  welcome  to  the  British. 
Then  a  white  puff  of  smoke  from  the  battery  of  the  grand  old 
citadel  announced  the  first  gun  of  a  royal  salute.  Another  and 
a^'other  followed,  flashing  from  the  dark  embrasures,  while  the 
pale  wreaths  curled  upward  and  floated  away,  till  the  whole 
round  of  twenty-one  pieces  was  complete ;  but,  as  the  city  was 
two  miles  distant,  each  report  came  faintly  to  the  ear,  and  at  an 
interval  after  the  flash.  Ere  long,  the  twenty-eight  arches  of  the 
noble  bridge  of  the  Guadiana  rang  beneath  the  hoofs  of  our  Light 
Dragoons,  as  the  advanced  guard  began  to  cross,  and,  amid  the 
clangour  of  bells  in  spire  and  campanile,  and  the  "vivas"  of  the 
assembled  thousands,  the  reiterated  shouts  of  "  Viva  los 
Ingleses!"  "Viva  los  Escotes  !"  the  infantry  found  themsehes 
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defiling  through  the  lower  streets  of  Badajoz  and  entering 
Spain. 

Eyes  dark  and  bright  sparkled  with  pleasure  and  welcome  from 
many  an  open  lattice,  and  many  a  fan  and  veil  were  waved,  and 
many  a  white  hand  kissed  to  the  passing  troops,  as,  with  colours 
waving  and  bayonets  fixed,  they  passed  under  tbc  gaily  crowded 
balconies  on  their  way  to  the  Guadiana.  Escorted  oy  a  guard  of 
Spanish  lancers,  mounted  on  beautiful  jennets,  a  quaint  old 
coach,  such  as  we  only  see  depicted  in  fairy  tales  or  pantoniimes, 
came  slowly  rumbling  forward  on  its  carved  and  gilded  wheels. 
It  was  gorgeous  with  burnished  brasses  and  coats  armorirJ,  but 
was  shaped  like  a  gigantic  apple  pie,  drawn  by  six  sleek  fat 
mules ;  and  each  pair  had  a  little  lean  dark  postilion,  in  cockcd- 
liat  and  epaulettes,  floundering  away  in  boots  like  water- buckets, 
while,  at  the  doors  on  both  sides,  hung  two  tripod  stools,  as  the 
means  of  ingress  and  egress.  But,  in  front  of  this  remarkable 
conveyance,  the  advanced  guard  halted  with  carbine  on  thigh, 
t  he  officers  saluting  and  the  trumpets  sounding,  while  the  general 
and  staff  approached  bareheaded,  with  hat  in  hand,  for  in  the  re- 
cesses of  this  apple-pie  were  the  most  Reverend  Padres  en  Dios, 
the  Archbishop  of  Santiago,  the  Bishop  Suffragan  of  Compostella, 
Senores  the  Captain-general,  the  Alcalde  of  Badajoz,  and  a  great 
many  more,  in  civic  robes  and  military  uniforms,  with  crosses 
and  medals,  and  all  of  these  persons  clambered  out  of  the  interior^ 
and  descended  on  terra  firma  by  means  of  the  .three-legged  stools 
aforesaid,  coach-steps  being  as  yet  unknown  in  the  realms  of  his 
Most  Catholic  majesty. 

**  Well,"  said  Monkton,  "  this  turn-out  beats  all  the  buggies  I 
ever  saw.  By  Jove  !  it  is  like  Noah's  ark  on  wheels.  Such  a 
team  it  would  be  to  *  tool '  to  Epsom  with !" 

We  shall  skip  the  long  and  solemn,  the  flattering  and  bom- 
bastic speeches  made  by  the  Spanish  officials,  and .  tne  curt  but 
manly  responses  given  by  the  British  on  this  auspicious  occasion. 
Suffice  it  to  say  tnat,  after  a  brief  halt,  the  division  continued  its 
route  by  easy  marches.  The  green  hill  of  Albuera  ere  long 
became  visible  on  the  right  flank ;  but  the  day  passed  without 
any  tidings  being  heard  of  the  guerillas  of  Don  Baltasar  de 
Saldos,  a  circumstance  which,  in  the  course  of  conversation  with 
Buckle  the  adjutant,  the  Master  of  Rohallion  contrived  that 
Quentin  should  know.  Naturally  he  felt  anxious  about  the 
matter,  and  feared  in  his  heart  that  perhaps  he  had  personally 
something  to  do  with  the  non-appearance  of  this  famous  nartisan 
chief.  Twenty-four  miles  beyond  Badajoz  brought  the  aivision, 
with  all  the  heavy  artillery  of  the  army,  to  Montijo,  a  little  town 
of  Estremadura,  where  a  camp  was  formed  for  the  night  near  the 
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Guadiana.  As  contrasted  with  "the  Granary  of  Portugal,'* 
through  which  thev  had  latteriy  passed,  the  barrenness  of  wasted 
and  long-neglected  Estremadora  impressed  all  with  poor  ideas 
of  Spain. 

"  The  great  Cond6  was  right/'  said  Warriston,  as  the  little 
group  of  the  other  evening  assembled  again,  in  nearly  a  similar 
manner,  to  snp  by  their  watchfire,  which  was  lighted  near  a  de- 
serted pottery  in  a  field  where  the  Indian  corn  had  grown  and 
been  reaped ;  "  right  indeed,  when  he  said  if  yon  wish  to  know 
what  actual  want  is,  carry  on  a  war  in  Spain!" 

"And  the  comforts  of  a  Peninsular  tour  like  ours  are  in  no 
way  enhanced  when  one's  exchequer  is  low,"  said  Monkton. 

"  True,  Willie,  and  there  is  a  wonderful  sympathy  between  the 
animal  spirits  and  the  breeches-pocket/' 

''And  I,  for  one,  can  show  'a  regular  soldier's  thigh;*  my 
purse  has  lon^  since  collapsed." 

"  Line  it  with  these,  Monkton,"  said  Quentin,  slipping  a  half- 
dozen  moidores  into  his  hand. 

".What  are  these  ?" — moidores,  by  the  gods  of  the  Greek !  But 
thanks,  my  friend,  I  shall  pay  you  at  San  Pedro,  where  I  shall 
brinff  our  paymaster  to  book.  I  could  lavish  a  colonel's  pa^,  if 
I  had  it,  which  is  never  likely  to  be  the  case,  for  we're  a  deviUsh 
slow  regiment,  Quentin." 

"But  some  of  our  Highland  corps  are  slower  still,"  remarked 
an  officer. 

"  I  have  known  a  fellow  to  be  four  years  an  ensign  in  one  of 
them,  and  every  month  at  least  once  under  fire  afl  the  time," 
said  Askeme. 

"  They  never  sell  out  or  purchase  in,  and  then  there  is  no  killing 
them  by  bullets,  starvation,  or  fatigue." 

"  For  the  baggage  guard  to-morrow,  Mr.  Monkton,"  said  old 
Sergeant-major  Calder,  approaching  the  group,  who  were  lounging 
on  the  grass ;  "  for  the  colours,  Mr.  Hardline  and  Mr.  Boyle." 
He  saluted  and  retired,  while  Monkton  apostrophized  the  baggage 
guard  in  pretty  round  terms. 

"I  should  like  to  have  halted  one  night  at  Badajoz,"  said  Col- 
viUe;  "there  is  a  theatre  there,  and  other  means  of  spendii^ 
money  which  smack  of  civilization.    Conyers ** 

"Who's  he?" 

"Conyers  of  the  10th  Hussars,  one  of  Hope's  extra  aides-de- 
camp, says  there  are  some  beautiful  girls  to  be  seen  on  the  pro- 
menade of  poplars,  the  Prado  beside  the  river,  in  the  evening, 
where  they  all  go  veiled,  with  fireflies  strung  in  their  hair,  pro- 
ducing a  very  singular  effect." 

"  I  would  rather  be  whispering  soft  nothings  into  their  pretty 
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ears  and  over  their  white  shoulders  than  be  bi?oiiacking  here,*'^ 
said  Monkton. 

"  I  believe  you,  my  friend ;  but  pethj^s  the  knife  of  some  devil 
of  a  lover  or  eorieja  might  give  your  whispermgs  a  point  you 
never  expected,"  replied  Askerne. 

**  Try  a  %ip  from  my  canteen,"  said  Monkton ;  "  it  contains 
some  of  the  stuff  I  got  the  other  night  at  the  camp  of  the  28th,, 
and  better  vou'U  find  it  than  the  aguardiente  of  the  Spanish  Hot- 
tentots, lake  a  pull,  Quentin,  as  a  nightcap,  and  then  turn  in 
under  that  laurel  bush  and  sleep  if  you  can,  under  your  own  bays, 
till  the  bugle  sounds  the  'rouse/" 

Eemembering  the  injunctions  of  the  worthy  Fadre  Ebrez,. 
Quentin  declined. 

'*  Well,  well,  boy,  as  you  please,"  said  Monkton,  slinking  his 
canteen  behind  him ;  "  but  what  the  devil's  that  ?    CavaliT?" 

"  It  is  the  staff— the  general,"  exclaimed  Askerne,  as  they  all 
started  to  their  feet,  and  preceded  to  buckle  on  their  swords,  a» 
Sir  John  Hope,  with  several  mounted  staff  officers  and  com* 
manders  of  corps,  among  whom  was  Cosmo  Crawford,  approached 
slowly,  checking  their  horses,  and  talking  with  considerable  ani- 
mation, while  their  flowing  scarlet  and  white  plumes,  their 
cocked-hats,  aiguillettes,  and  orders,  were  all  visible  in  the  glare 
of  the  watchfire,  on  which  the  servants  were  heaping  tresh 
branches  for  the  night. 

"  What  is  this  you  say,  Conyers?"  Sir  John  was  heard  to  ask ; 
"repeat  it  to  Colonel  Crawford  of  the  25th.    You  bring  us ** 

"Most  serious  intelligence,  sir,"  replied  Conyers,  who  wore  the 
blue  and  scarlet  of  the  10th  Hussars,  and  who  seemed  flushed 
and  excited  by  a  lon^  ride.  "  I  have  just  come  on  the  spur  from 
Badajoz,  and  there  tidings  have  reached  the  Captain-general  that 
yesterday  the  Spaniards,  under  Don  Joachim  Blake,  were  again 
completely  discomfited  at  Es[»nosa,  and  that  the  Estremaduran 
army,  which  was  beaten  the  day  before  at  Gamonal,  is  demoralized 
or  cut  to  pieces ;  and  that  the  first,  second,  and  fourth  corps  of 
the  Frencn  army,  seventy  thousand  strong,  are  free  to  act  in  any 
quarter." 

"First,  second,  and  fourth — these  are  the  corps  of  Yictor, 
Bessi^res,  and  Lefebre." 

"Exactly,  Sir  John." 

"  If  they  march  against  us,  the  whole  siege  and  field  artillery 
of  the  army  may  be  lost !"  exclaimed  Hope. 

"  Nor  is  this  all,  sir,"  continued  the  aide-de-camp,  speaking 
rapidly  and  with  growing  excitement ;  "  the  movement  made  by 
the  guerillas  of  Baltasar  de  Saldos  towards  the  hill  of  Albuera,to 
cover  our  advance,  has  been  anticipated !" 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


360  THE  kino's  own  BORDEREriS. 

"Jniicipatedr 

"Yes,  Sir  John." 

*'How,  how  ?"  asked  several  voices. 

**  General  de  Ribeaupierre  with  his  whole  bri^e,  consisting  of 
the  24th  Chasseurs  a  Cheval,the  Westphalian  Light  Horse,  num- 
bering five  hundred  and  siity  sabres,  and  the  Dragoons  of  Najio- 
leon,  five  hundred  strong,  aided  by  Laborde's  corps  and  some 
field  guns,  issued  from  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  attacked  the 
guerillas  in  a  valley  near  San  Vincente,  and  captured  their  five 
pieces  of  artillerv,  killing  the  Conde  de  Maciera,  a  captmn  of 
Lancers,  who  made  three  charges  to  retake  them ;  so  De  Saldos 
informs  the  Captain-general  at  Badajoz,  that  there  must  be  trea- 
chery somewhere.'* 

"Treachery,"  reiterated  the  general,  while  Cosmo  Crawford 
glanced  with  a  malicious  smile  towards  the  group  where  Qaentin, 
with  others,  stood  listening  to  all  this  with  the  deepest  interest, 
for  until  the  **  Courier,"  or  some  English  paper  reached  them, 
they  were  often  ignorant  for  months  of  what  was  enacted  in  other 
parts  of  Spain. 

**  Don  Baltasar  is  on  the  march,  however,  to  join  us,'*  resumed 
Captain  Conyers ;  "  he  has  made  a  detour  by  the  left  bank  of  the 
Valverde,  and  by  to-morrow  evening  hopes  to  make  his  report  to 
you  in  person." 

"I  thank  you.  Captain  Conyers,"  said  the  general;  *'eorae, 
gentlemen,  this  is  not  so  bad  after  all !  To-morrow  night  we  halt 
at  Merida." 

"  Had  you  not  better  despatch  a  message  to  De  Saldos,  saying 
60,**  suggested  an  officer. 

"  My  horse  is  used  up,  sir,"  said  Captain  Conyers,  smiling ; 
**he  has  gone  forty-five  miles,  on  a  feed  of  chopped  whin,  over  the 
most  infernal  roads  too  !'* 

"  There  is  that  young  volunteer  of  ours,"  said  Cosmo ;  "  he 
acquitted  himself  so  well  before,  Sir  John '* 

"  That  we  should  give  him  an  opportunity  of  doing  so  again," 
interrupted  the  lieutenant-general. 

"  A  good  idea!'*  muttered  some  of  the  staff. 

**  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Cosmo,  beckoning  forward  the  anxious 
listener;  ''a  message  saving  where  we  shall  halt  to-morrow  is  to 
be  despatched  to  the  guerilla  De  Saldos ;  you  will,  of  course,  only 
be  too  happy  to  bear  it  P" 

"  I  beg  most  respectfully  to  decline,  sir,"  said  Quentin,  em- 
phatically, and  with  growing  anger. 

**  What  the  devil,  sirrah  ?"  Cosmo  was  beginning. 

**Ha — indeed,  and  wherefore  ?"  asked  the  geneml. 

"I  am  scarcely  able  to  keep  up  with  the  regiment.  General 
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Hope,"  replied  Quentin ;  "  I  have  been  seriously  ill,  and  am  more 
fit  for  hospital  than  for  duty." 

The  general  knit  his  brows,  and  Cosmo  dealt  Quentin,  through 
his  eyeglass,  a  glance  of  cool  scrutiny,  that  deepened  into  wither- 
ing scorn  or  hate  without  alloy. 

"  Very  well,  we  must  send  an  orderly  dragoon,'*  said  Sir  John 
Hope,  turning  away. 

"Take  care,  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Cosmo,  "lest  at  a  future  time 
this  refusal  may  be  remembered  against  you  to  your  disadvantage." 

"  Crawford  doekn't  like  you,  Quentin,"  said  Askerne,  after  the 
staff  rode  away;  it  is  a  great  pity,  for,  though  cold  and  haughty, 
he  is  a  brave  and  good  officer." 

"  Damme,  don't  scoff  at  the  service,  Askerne,"  said  Monkton, 
with  mock  severity. 

Poor  Quentin  had  a  heavy  heart  that  night ;  we  are  not  sure, 
that  he  did  not  shed  some  bitter  and  unavailing  tears,  for  the 
forebodings  of  coming  evil  banished  sleep  when  he  most  needed 
it,  and  crushed  the  soul  within  him.  But  his  comrades  as  usual 
sat  long  by  the  watch-fire,  passing  the  night  with  song,  jest,  and 
anecdote.  They  had  neither  care  for  the  present  nor  fear  for  the 
future,  and  their  jollity  formed  a  strong  contrast  to  his  forlorn 
sadness. 

"  I  think  we  should  now  turn  in,"  said  Monkton ;  "  we  march 
betimes  to-morrow ;  to  your  tents,  0  Borderers  !  But  what  the 
deuce  is  that  ?" 

"The  g^n^rale,"  said  Colville. 

"  Already !" 

"Already,  Monkton;  and  there  sounds  the  gathering  of  the 
Gordons  in  the  streets  of  Montijo." 

"  The  nights  are  very  short  in  the  Penin-iu -insula,"  said  Monk- 
ton,  scrambling  up  and  making  several  attempts  to  buckle  his  belt^ 

"You'll  have  to  sober  yourself  on  the  march,  Willie,"  said 
Askerne,  giving  him  a  rough  shake. 

"  By  Jove !  to  have  to  fall  in  when  one  should  go  to  sleep — 
to  nod  and  drowse  and  dream  while  tramping  on  and  on,  your 
nose  coming  every  minute  down  on  the  tin  canteen  or  the  knap- 
sack of  the  man  in  front  of  you !  It  is  miserable  work ;  but 
what  with  contract  powder  that  wont  explode,  ammunition  shoes 
warranted  not  to  lant,  diseased  bullocks  shot  while  at  fever  heat 
and  eaten  half  raw,  we  are  little  likely  to  beat  the  French,  either 
in  fighti  ng  or  marching." 

"  Unless,  like  them,  we  learn  to  hang  an  occasional  commissary 
or  contractor,"  said  old  Middleton,  as  he  sprang  with  agility  on 
his  horse ;  and  the  regiment  formed  open  column  of  companies 
in  the  dark,  for  daybreak  was  yet  an  hour  distant. 
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^  CHAPTER  XLIL 

BETB06BES8I0N. 

**  Lucius,  the  horsemen  are  returned  from  riewing^ 
The  number,  strength,  and  posture  of  our  foes. 
Who  now  encamp  within  a  short  hour's  mareh. 
On  the  hiffh  point  of  yonder  western  tower. 
We  ken  them  from  autf,  the  setting  sun 
Plays  on  their  shinin?  arms  and  burnished  hebnets. 
And  coTors  all  the  fieM  with  gleams  of  fire." — Cato,  Act  r. 

Ebe  noon  next  day,  while  the  division  was  traversing  the  grassy 
plain  amid  which  lies  the  ancient  city  of  Merida,  the  sound  (u 
distant  firing  on  their  right  flank  announced  the  repulse  of  some 
of  the  caval^  of  Laborde's  corps,  when  making  a  reconnoissance. 
The  light  white  puffs  of  the  musketry  that  curled  along  the 
green  hill-sides,  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  it  soon  became 
known  that  the  band  of  the  formidable  De  Saldos  el  Estudiente, 
above  two  thousand  strong,  had  joined  the  division  of  Sir  John 
&ope ;  as  the  newspaper  of  Lord  Rohallion  had  it,  a  measure 
fully  arranged  "  by  the  skill  and  courage"  of  our  young  volunteer. 
But  thougn  the  army  continued  its  march  for  several  days,  no 
recognition  of  his  service,  in  orders  or  otherwise,  ever  readied 
him  from  head- quarters,  and  happily  for  himself,  he  saw  nothing 
of  the  dreaded  JBaltasar,  who  fortunately  was  left  in  the  rear, 
with  an  open  sabre  cut. 

Bibeaupierre's  cavabrv  brigade  abandoned  Valencia  de  Alcan- 
tara without  firing  a  shot,  on  its  flank  bein^  turned,  and  fell 
back,  no  one  knew  exactly  where  or  in  what  durection. 

Hope's  division  halted  at  Merida,  a  place  eminently  calculated 
to  excite  the  deepest  interest  in  the  thinking  or  historical 
visitor;  its  great  bridge  of  more  than  eighty  arches  spanning 
the  broad  waters  of  the  Guadiana ;  the  ruins  of  its  Eoroan  castle, 
which  Alfonso  the  Astrologer  gifted  to  the  knights  of  Santiago, 
and  in  the  vaults  of  which  Baltasar's  guerillas  nad  thrust  some 
unfortunate  French  prisoners;  its  triumphal  arch  of  Julias 
Cffisar,  under  which  the  division  passed  with  drums  beating  and 
colours  flying,  and  its  crumbling  amphitheatre : — Merida,  of  old 
the  Borne  of  Spain,  and  the  nome  of  the  aged  and  disabled 
soldiers  of  the  5  th  and  10th  legions  of  Au^tus  Gnsar,  whose 
great  pyramid  still  towers  there,  amid  the  rums  of  its  contempo- 
raries. 

There  was  ample  accommodation  in  the  town  for  the  officers  of 
the  division ;  but  yet  not  enough  to  prevent  a  dispute  about  rank» 
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or  precedence,  or  something  else,  between  a  Captain  Winton  of 

the  Borderers,  and  an  officer  of  the  Grerman  Legion.    So  they 

met  about  daybreak  near  the  Baths  of  Diana.    The  former  was 

attended  by  Askeme  of  the  Grenadiers,  and  the  latter  by  Major 

Burgwesel  of  his  own  corps,  and  at  the  second  fire  Winton  shot 

his  man  dead,  Cosmo  coolly  lending  his  pistols  for  the  occasion, 

without  comment  or  inquiry,  either  of  which  would  have  been 

ungentlemanly,  according  to  the  temper  or  spirit  of  the  service 

then.     Prior  to  this  event,  on  the  evening  the  division  halted, 

Quentin,  about  the  hour  of  sunset,  had  wandered  to  the  old 

Roman  aqueduct  which  lies  near  the  city,  and  he  remained  for  a 

time  lost  m  thought  while  surveying  its  mouldering:  arches,  and 

the  piles  of  columns,  bases,  flowered  capitals,  enriched  friezes, 

Corinthian  entablatures,  and  broken  statues,  lying  amid  the 

weeds  and  long  grass,  the  remains  of  the  once  superb  temples, 

ruined  by  the  Goths  and  Moors ;  and  perhaps  he  was  thinking  of , 

his  old  dominie  at  Rohallion,  and  the  worthy  pedant's  profound 

veneration  for  the  ancient  days  of  Rome,  the  mistress  of  all  the 

then  known  world.    The  place  was  solitary  and  almost  buried 

amid  old  vineyards  and  groves  of  now  leafless  trees.    Under  one- 

of  the  mouldering  arches,  from  which,  notwithstanding  the  later 

ness  of  the  season,  masses  of  luxuriant  creepers  were  yet  hang- 

injf,  Quentin  lingered  to  admire  the  scenery  and  the  glory  of  the 

golden  sunset,  which  spread  its  farewell  radiance  over  the  vast 

plain,  of  which  Merida,  froui  its  situation  on  a  lofty  eminence, 

commands  a  view  in  every  direction — the  olive  groves  yet  green 

and  waving  in  the  breeze,  and  the  winding  Guadiana,  while  far 

away  in  distance,  all  tinted  in  dusky  blue  and  russet  brown,  but 

edged  with  flaming  gold,  stretched  the  mountain  sierras,  range 

over  range,  towards  the  north.  From  the  pleasant  contemplation 

of  this  evening  landscape  he  was  suddenly  roused  by  seeing  a 

pair  of  fierce  dark  eyes  glaring  into  his  own.    It  was  the  guerilla 

Trevino,  of  whom  it  seems  a  mockery  to  give  his  once  prefix  of 

Padre!  ^       ^ 

"  So,  senor,"  said  he,  with  a  terrible  grimace,  "  we  meet  again, 
dower 

"  It  seems  so,  senor,"  replied  Quentin,  haughtily,  as  he  stepped 
back  a  pace,  "  and  what  then?" 
"Ouly  that  I  find  you  in  very  bad  company." 
"  I  am  alone,  senor." 

"  Well,  and  you  idone  form  the  company  I  refer  to,"  replied 
the  Spaniard,  insolently,  and  with  a  savage  grin,  while  the  fingers 
of  his  right  hand  clutched  the  haft  of  his  knife,  and  his  thumb- 
was  firmly  planted  on  the  pommel.  There  was  no  mistaking  this 
action  or  his  air  for  anything  else  than  open  hostility,  so  Quentin 
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warily  stepped  back  another  pace,  and  glanced  hastily  round  io 
be  assured  that  no  other  guerillas  were  lurking  near,  and  then 
grasping  the  barrel  o^  his  musket,  which  was  unloaded,  he  stood 
ready  on  his  defence  against  an  antagonist  who  possessed., 
perhaps,  twice  his  bodily  strength. 

"  VVhat  do  you  mean,  Senor  Trevino,  by  accosting  me  in  tliis 
manner  ?"  he  demanded. 

"  I  mean,  hombrey  that  I  have  been  lately  at  the  Convent  of 
Saint  Engracia,  and  that  Donna  Isidora  has  not  been  heard  of 
there ;  so,  in  the  meantime,  I  and  two  or  three  others  have  sworn 
across  our  knives  to  kill  you,  that  is  all;  leaving  to  time  to  reveal 
what  you  have  done  with  her." 

Something  of  this  kind  was  what  Quentin  had  long  dreaded ; 
but  disdaining  any  attempt  to  explain  or  expostulate,  and  ex- 
asperated by  the  injustice  to  which  he  was  subjected,  he  clutched 
his  musket  and  said  sternly — 

"  Stand  back,  fellow !" 

"  Ha !  perroy  ladron  (dog  and  thief) — ^you  will  have  it,  then!" 

With  head  stooped,  body  crouching,  and  knife  drawn,  the  Span- 
iard was  springing  like  a  tiger  upon  Quentin,  when  the  brass  butt 
of  Brown  Bess,  swung  by  no  sparing  or  erring  hand,  fell  full  on 
his  left  temple,  from  whence  it  slid  very  unpleasantly  down  on 
his  collar-bone,  and  tumbled  him  bleeding  and  senseless  on  the 
ground. 

After  this,  Quentin,  who  was  in  no  mood  to  feel  any  compunc- 
tion about  the  affair,  turned  and  left  him  to  recover  as  he  might, 
resolving,  until  in  a  more  secure  neighbourhood,  not  to  indulge 
his  taste  for  the  picturesque  or  antique,  and  feeling  exceeding 
thankful  that  he  had  not  left  his  musket  as  usual  in  his  tent. 

"You  were  just  in  time,  sir,"  said  a  voice,  as  Quentin  turned 
to  leave  the  ruined  aqueduct ;  "an  instant  later  and  that  Spanish 
thief  had  put  his  knife  into  you." 

The  speaker  was  Allan  Grange,  of  the  25th,  who,  stooping 
down,  took  from  Trevino's  relaxed  hand  his  knife,  a  very  ugly 
pig-butcher-like  weapon.  A  guerilla,  doubtless  some  friend  of 
Trevino's,  was  hastening  forward  at  this  moment,  but  on  seeing 
Quentin  joined  by  a  comrade  he  drew  back  a  Uttle  way,  and  so 
the  affair  ended  for  the  time ;  but  this  was  not  the  last  that 
Quentin  was  fated  to  hear  of  the  encounter. 

By  the  ruinous  town  of  Medellin,  where  the  Guadiana  was  fabled 
of  old  to  rise,  after  running  twenty  miles  under  ground ;  by  the 
wretched  town  of  Miajadas,  and  by  Truxillo,  with  its  feudal  towers 
and  Moorish  walls,  when  the  French  had  ruined  ahke  the  house 
in  which  Pizarro  was  born  and  the  noble  palace  of  the  Cond^  de 
Lopesa,  the  division  continued  its  march  amid  rough  and  stormy 
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weather,  and,  after  passing  Talavera  de  la  Reyna— so  called  from 
the  queen  of  \lonzo  XI.,  to  distinguish  it  from  other  places  of 
the  same  name — halted,  on  the  22ad  day  of  November,  at  the 
Escurial,  that  magnificent  palace,  twenty-five  miles  from  Madrid, 
built  by  Philip  II.  in  commemoration  of  the  battle  of  St.  Quentin, 
a  holy  personage,  to  whom  he  solemnly  dedicated  it.     With  his 
regiment,  our  hero  bivouacked  outside  the  little  village  of  Escurial 
de  Abajo.    The  night  was  a  fearful  one  of  storm.    Over  the  bare 
and  desolate  country  the  winter  wind  swept  in  tempestuous  gusts, 
and  the  rain  fell  in  ton*ents,  swelling  all  the  streams  of  the  Guada- 
rama — for  the  weather  was  completely  broken  now.    In  that 
horrible  bivouac  poor  Quentin  lost^his  blanket — his  whole  house- 
hold furniture.     Near  him  lay  a  soldier's  wife  with  a  sick  infant ; 
he  spread  it  over  both  and  left  it  with  them ;  when  the  regiment 
shifted  its  ground  next  day  the  mother  and  child 'dropped  by  the 
"wayside,  so  Quentin  never  saw  them  or  his  blanket  again.   Here, 
as  Sir  John  Moore  had  foreseen,  and  as  General  Hope  had  stated 
his  fears  to  Cosmo,  the  enemy  did  press  forwmd  from  Valladolid 
and  Tordesillas,  and  the  advanced  posts  of  their  cavalry  being 
reported  in  sight,  strong  guards  were  posted  and  picquets  thrown 
forward  in  front  of  the  Escurial.    This  forward  movement  of  the 
Erench  threatened  to  cut  oiff  Hope's  communication  with  Sir  John 
Moore,  who  was  then  at  Salamanca,  and  might  lose  his  artillery. 
To  prevent  this,  and  eflPect  a  junction  with  the  main  body  under 
the  general,  Hope  marched  from  the  Escurial  on  the  27th  Novem- 
ber, and  crossed  the  long  and  lofty  mountain  chain  of  the  Guada- 
rama,  the  cliffs  of  which  are  so  steep  that  the  Spaniards  of  old 
likened  them  to  straight  spindles.     Moving  by  Villa  Castin,  a 
market-town  at  their  base,  he  halted  at  Avila,  on  the  right  bank 
of  the  Ajada,  where  Quentin  was  billeted  in  the  same  house  with 
MoTikton,  in  that  dark  and  narrow  street  in  which  the  spiritual 
Maria  Theresa  was  bom — "  Nuestra  Serifica  Madre,"  as  she  is 
named  by  the  old  Castihans. 

The  enemy's  light  cavalry  were  still  pressing  on,  and  at  times 
their  carbines  were  heard  popping  in  the  distance,  when  respond- 
ing to  our  skirmishers.  It  was  the  gloomy  morning  of  the  first 
day  of  December ;  the  rain  was  still  falling  in  torrents,  and  the 
sky  looked  dark  and  louring.  Save  an  occasional  exchange  of 
shots  between  outpost  and  petty  skirmishers,  nothing  of  interest 
had  taken  place  with  the  enemy,  and  the  toil  of  this  retrograde 
movement  dispirited  the  troops.  Even  Monkton,  one  of  the  most 
heedless  men  in  the  regiment,  was  sullen  and  spiritless.  Wearied 
by  their  long  march,  he  and  Quentin  sat  in  their  hare  and  miserable 
billet,  silent  and  mood^.  It  was  in  the  house  of  a  hatter,  or 
maker  of  sombreros,  facing  the  dark  and  narrow  street,  which  was 

Digitized  by  Google 


•366  THE  king's  own  bobdsrers. 

overshadowed  by  a  gigantic  parish  church,  the  bells  of  whidi  were 
ringing  in  honour  of  the  British,  and  their  notes  came.moum- 
fulfy  on  the  passing  gusts  of  wind.  It  was  indeed  a  wild  evening 
in  Avila.  The  rain  was  pourizig  down  in  one  uniform  and  cease- 
less sheet,  the  wind  bellowing  in  the  thoroughfares  with  a  melan- 
choly sound,  and  the  swollen  Ajada  was  boiling  in  foam  against 
the  piers  of  its  ancient  bridge. 

A  miserable  meal  of  tough  beef,  boiled  with  a  little  rice  in  a 
pipkin,  had  been  served  up  by  Monkton*s  servant,  a  poor  half- 
starved  fellow,  whose  single  shirt  had  long  since  been  reduced  to 
its  collar  and  wristbands,  whose  red  coat  showed  innumerable 
dams  and  patches,  and  who  now  regretted  the  days  when  he  for- 
sook his  plough  on  Tweedside  to  become  a  soldier.  With  their 
feet  planted  on  a  brasero  of  charcoal,  cloaks  muffled  about  them 
for  warmth,  and  cigars  in  their  mouths,  our  two  warriors  ruefully 
surveyed  the  bare  whitewashed  walls  of  their  room,  and  then 
looked  at  each  other. 

*'  Rain,  rain !''  exclaimed  Monkton ;  "what  an  infernal  climate ! 
And  this  is  the  land  of  grapes  and  sunshine !  I've  never  seen  such 
drops  since  I  was  in  the  West  Indies  with  our  flank  companies, 
at  tne  capture  ot  Martinique." 

At  that  moment,  amid  the  lashing  of  the  rain  on  wall  and 
window,  the  roar  of  the  wind,  and  the  rush  of  the  gorged  gutters, 
the  tramp  of  a  horse  was  heard,  and  the  voice  of  Buckle,  who 
was  brigade-adjutant  for  the  day,  was  heard  shouting — "Eall  in, 
the  outlying  picquets  of  the  1st  brigade — sound  bugle ! 

But  his  voice  and  the  half-strangled  bugle  notes  were  alike 
borne  away  by  the  tempest. 

A  heavy  malediction  escaped  Monkton.  This  worthy  sub  had 
puffed  at  bis  fragrant  Havannah  till  he  had  smoked  himself  into 
such  a  soothed  state  that  he  was  quite  indisposed  "to  be  bothered 
about  anything  or  anybody,"  as  he  said  j  and  now  he  remembered 
that  on  baiting  the  sergeant-major  had  warned  him  for  out-picquet 
He  sprang  up  and  kicked  the  brasero  aside,  sending  the  smoulder- 
ing charcoal  flying  right  and  left. 

"  Out-picquet !  he  exclaimed,  "and  the  rain  coming  down  in 
bucketfttls !  Damme,  who  would  be  a  soldier  abroad,  while  there 
are  chimneys  to  sweep  at  home  P" 

A  smart  single  knock  now  came  to  the  door,  as  he  belted  his 
sword  beneath  his  cloak. 

"  Come  in — is  that  vou,  sergeant  major  ?** 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  old  Norman  Calder,  who  was  muffled  in  his 
grey  great- coat,  which,  as  he  said,  "  smoked  like  a  killogie.'' 

"Where  are  these  infernal  picquets  paradinorP" 

"  I've  just  come  to  show  you,  sir ;  they  i 
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arcades  opposite  the  Bishop's  palace,  where  the  staff  are  quartered. 
Presh  ammunition  has  just  been  served  oat  to  all." 

"That  looks  like  work." 

"Yes,  sir;  the  enemy's  cavalry  are  in  force  upoL  the  road 
towards  Villa  Castin,  in  our  rear." 

"  We  have  heard  little  else  since  we  fell  back  from  the  Escurial." 

As  a  volunteer  is  always  the  first  man  for  any  perilous  duty, 
Quentin  buttoned  his  great-coat  over  his  accoutrements  and 
musket,  and  set  out  to  join  Monkton*s  picquet,  which  Buckle 
was  parading,  with  several  others,  under  some  quaint  old  arcades 
of  stone,  above  which  the  house,  with  broad  balconies  and  rich 
entablatures,  rose  to  a  considerable  height.  The  daylight  was 
nearly  gone  now,  and  already  the  half-drenched  and  half-fed 
soldiers  looked  pale  and  weary. 

"  As  the  weather  has  been  frequently  wet,  and  as  the  duty  of 
to-night  is  an  important  one,  you  will  be  careful,  gentlemen,  to 
inspect  the  arms,  flints,  and  ammunition  of  your  picquets,"  said 
Buckle;  "and  as  the  prickers  may  not  be  deemed  sufficient  to 
indicate  the  state  of  the  touch-holes,  the  butts  will  be  brought 
to  the  front." 

"Butts  to  the  front,"  an  order  then  in  use,  was  given  by 
Monkton  and  each  officer  in  succession,  after  which  the  ranks 
were  opened,  and  every  man  blew  down  the  barrel  of  his  musket, 
so  that  by  applying  a  hand  to  the  touch-hole  the  real  state  of  the 
vent  was  ascertained  by  t^e  inspector. 

"  Handle  arms — ^with  ball  cartridge,  prime,  and  load — secure 
arms !"  followed  rapidly,  aud  away  went  the  out-picquets,  double- 
<^uick,  through  rain  and  mire,  wind  and  storm,  to  their  several 
posts,  Monkton's  being  a  mile  and  a  half  beyond  the  bridge  of 
the  Ajada,  in  tolerably  open  ground,  interspersed  with  groups  of 
little  trees. 

Under  one  of  these  he  sheltered  his  picquet,  and  two  hundred 
yards  in  front  of  it  posted  his  line  of  sentinels,  with  orders  not 
to  walk  to  and  fro,  but  to  stand  steadily  on  their  posts,  to  look 
straight  to  their  front,  to  fire  on  all  who  could  not  give  the 
countersign,  and  to  keep  up  a  regular  communication  with  each 
other  and  with  those  of  the  picquets  on  both  flanks ;  and  then 
each  man  was  left  for  his  solitary  hour,  the  time  allotted  for  such 
duty  when  in  front  of  an  enemy.  About  daybreak,  after  a  short 
nap  in  the  thicket,  and  after  imbibing  a  sip  from  his  canteen  of 
rum  grog,  Quentin  found  himself  on  this  solitary  but  important 
duty,  posted  on  the  centre  of  the  highway,  gazing  steadily  into 
the  murky  obscurity  before  him,  and  thsmking  Heaven  in  his 
heart  that  the  rain  had  ceased,  and  that  the  cold  and  biting  De* 
ccmber  wind  was  passing  away. 
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CHAPTER  LXni. 

▲  MESSAGE   FROM  THE   ENEMY. 

"  *Ti8  true,  nnruffled  and  serene  I've  met 
The  common  accidents  of  life,  but  here 
Such  an  unlooked-for  storm  of  ills  falls  on  me 
It  beats  down  all  my  strength — I  cannot  bear  it.** 

ADDI802T. 

This  was  not  the  first  occasion  on  which  Quentin  had  enacted 
the  part  of  sentinel ;  bnt  never  had  he  done  so  with  the  know- 
ledge that  the  enemy  was  before  him,  and  perhaps  at  that  moment 
closer  than  he  had  any  idea  of,  among  the  mist  that  obscured  the 
landscape.  All  was  quiet  in  front  and  rear ;  save  the  drip  of 
the  last  night's  rain  from  an  over-charged  leaf,  or  the  croaking 
of  the  bull- frogs  in  a  marsh  close  by,  not  a  sound  broke  the  still- 
ness. The  dull  grey  winter  morning  stole  slowly  in ;  the  distant 
mountain  peaks  of  the  Guadarama  grew  red,  but  all  else  remained 
opaque  and  dim,  save  the  jagged  summits  of  that  lofty  sierra — ^a 
Spanish  word  very  descriptive  of  a  range  of  conical  hills,  being 
evidently  (as  we  are  informed  by  a  letter  of  the  dominie)  derived 
from  serra,  the  Latin  word  for  a  saw. 

On  the  slope  of  a  hill,  at  a  little  distance  from  where  Quentin 
stood,  was  a  gibbet,  a  strong  post  about  twent,y  feet  high,  having 
two  horizontal  beams  crosswise  on  its  summit,  and  trom  these 
four  arms  there  hung  four  robbers,  each  by  the  neck,  and  tbeir 
long  black  hair  waved  over  their  faces  as  they  swung  slowly  to 
and  fro  in  tlie  morning  wind,  with  the  ravens  wheeling  around 
them,  and  perching  on  the  arms  of  the  gibbet.  The  bull-frogs 
in  the  marsh  croaked  vigorously,  and  like  every  other  place  in 
Spain,  even  this  fetid  swamp  had  its  le^jend ;  for  here  it  was 
that  the  Cid,  Rodrigo  de  Bivar,  when  proceeding  at  the  head  of 
twenty  young  and  brave  hidalgos,  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine 
of  Saint  James  at  Compostella,  saw  an  aged  and  half-naked  leper 
in  the  midst  of  the  slough.  Leaping  from  his  horse,  Rodrigp 
dragged  the  poor  man  forth,  and  to  the  wrath  and  disgust  of  bis 
maii-shirted  companions,  seated  him  on  his  own  charter,  Babieca; 
thereafter  he  set  him  at  table  with  them,  and  finally,  in  the  ex- 
tremity of  his  humility  and  Christian  charity,  shared  his  bed 
with  him.  In  the  night  the  cavalier  awoke,  and  beheld  the  leper 
standing  on  a  cloud  above  his  bed,  midway  between  the  floor  and 
ceiling,  surrounded  by  a  blaze  of  light  and  clad  in  white  and 
shining  robes ;  and  ere  he  vanished  he  informed  the  Cid  that  he 
was  Saint  Lazarus,  who  had  taken  the  form  of  a  leper  to  test  his 
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charity,  wbicli  was  so  commendable  that  God  Iiad  granted  ho 
should  prosper  in  all  things,  but  chiefly  in  his  wars  against  the 
inGdel  dogs  who  were  troubling  all  Spain.  As  the  mists  drew 
upward,  Quentin  could  see  about  half  a  mile  distant  in  front,  a 
line  of  French  cavalry  vidette?,  each  sitting  motionless  in  his 
saddle,  and  both  horse  and  rider  looking  like  one  huge  and  mis- 
shapen figure,  as  the  scarlet  cloak  of  the  latter  was  spread  over 
the  crupper  of  his  charger  behind  him.  While  gazing  steadily 
and  with  deep  interest  at  the  enemy,  he  was  somewhat  surprised 
to  see  two  French  dragoons  suddenly  ride  from  their  own  lines 
straight  along  the  road  towards  his  post.  That  they  were 
deserters — his  first  idea — was  impossible,  as  they  rode  leisurely 
and  were  net  fired  on  by  their  picquets.  By  their  light  green 
uniforms  and  brass  helmets  with  flowing  plumes  he  soon  saw 
that  they  were  Chasseurs  a  Cheval,  and  that  one,  who  rode  a  few 
paces  in  front  of  the  other,  was  an  officer,  with  a  white  hand- 
kerchief tied  as  an  extempore  flag  of  truce  to  the  point  of  his 
sabre.  Monkton,  and  the  main  body  of  the  picquet,  were  rather 
beyond  hail,  and  for  a  minute  Quentin  was  irresolute  what  to  do; 
but  before  he  could  decide  upon  anything,  the  officer  came  fairly 
up  to  him,  and  checking  his  horse  on  the  bit,  said  in  tolerable 
English— 

"  Monsieur  le  soldat,  we  have  come  hither  on  an  errand  of 
mercy.  An  old  and  valued  officer  of  our  C0ri)3  is  sinking  under 
the  fatigue  of  last  nidit  and  the  suffering  incident  to  an  old 
wound,  so  we  have  ridden  over  to  see  if  there  is  not  at  least  one 
brave  and  generous  man  among  you,  who  will  give  us  a  mouthful 
of  eau-de-vie  or  any  other  spirit  to  keep  him  alive ;  for  though 
our  surgeons  order  this,  sangdieu,  we  haven't  a  drop  in  the  whole 
brigade." 

The  interchange  of  many  civilities,  wine,  biscuits,  tobacco, 
and  newspapers,  frequently  took  place  between  our  outposts  and 
the  French  during  the  Peninsular  wars.  To  such  a  length  was 
this  eventually  carried,  that  they  frequently  went  over  to  smoke 
at  each  other's  watchfires ;  but  a  very  stringent  order  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  put  a  stop  to  these  visits. 

Before  the  speaker  had  concluded  his  singular  request,  Quentin 
had  time  to  recognise  in  him  the  French  lieutenant  whom  he  had 
80  signally  befriended  at  Herreruela. 

"Monsieur  deRibeaupierre,"  said  he,  "don't  you  remember 
mer 

**Farbleu  \  yes — this  is  fortunate,  my  friend,"  said  the  other« 
grasping  Quentin's  band ;  "  I  am  glad  to  see  you  again,  but  not 
with  the  musket  still — what !  no  promotion  yet?" 
"  I  am  still  but  a  volunteer." 
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** Ah— you  should  serve  the  emperor!" 

"And  then,  we  ha?e  not  yet  fought  a  battle.** 

"  Had  you  not  fallen  bacK  so  rapidly  on  our  advance  from  Val- 
ladolid  and  Tordesillas,  we  shoiild  have  had  the  pleaaore  of 
oaptaring  and  escorting  yon  all  to  France." 

"Thanks  for  your  good  intentions." 

"  I  still  hope  to  see  them  carried  out/'  said  Bibeaupierrp, 
au^hing ;  "  but  here  come  some  of  your  people,"  he  added, 
waving  his  handkerchief,  as  Monkton,  who  had  witnessed  this 
interview,  came  hurraing  forward,  with  his  sergeant,  and  a  see- 
lion  of  the  picquet  with  bayonets  fixed. 

Quentin  rapidly  acauainted  Monkton  with  the  object  of  the 
Frenchman's  visit,  adding — ^"He  is  Bibeaupierre,  the  Frendi 
officer  of  whom  I  told  you — son  of  the  brigadier  of  the  same 
name." 

"  Ah — indeed ;  then  I  have  much  pleasure  in  meetinc^  him,*' 
said  Monkton,  as  he  and  the  officer  saluted  each  other  yerj  oour- 
teonsly. 

On  inquiry  being  made,  it  was  discovered  that  the  sergeant  of 
the  picquet,  Ewen  Donaldson,  alone  had  any  brandy,  so  he  readify 
poured  the  contents  of  his  canteen  into  the  flask  of  Eibeaopierre, 
who,  after  thanking  him  profusely,  handed  it  to  his  orderly, 
sayi^— 

"  raul,  mon  camarade,  away  with  this  for  our  patient ;  use 
your  spurs,  and  I  shall  follow." 

The  dragoon  p:alloped  away.  Ribeaupierre  offered  a  five-franc 
piece  to  Donaldson,  who  being  a  gruff  Scotchman  declined  it  so 
bluffly  that  the  young  officer  coloured  to  the  peak  of  his  helmet. 

"  J  ou  will  join  me  in  a  cigar  then,  mon  camarade  P"  said  he, 
politely  profferinff  his  open  cigar  case.  Then  saluting  Monkton 
again,  he  said,  "Excuse  me,  monsieur  I'officier,  if,  before  return- 
ing, I  speak  a  word  or  two  in  your  preseuce  with  the  friend  to 
whom  1  owe  my  life — whom  my  good  mother  remembers  every 
night  in  her  prayers,  for  I  told  her  of  our  adventures  near  Va- 
lencia." 

"  Your  mother,  monsieur  P  Is  it  possible  that  she  is  with  the 
army  at  this  season  P" 

"  She  is  with  the  Emperor's  court  at  Madrid,  and  hopes  to 
see  you  all  set  sail  from  Lisbon.  By  the  way,"  added  Babean- 
pierre,  with  a  smile  of  waggery,  "your  lively  Spanish  ftiend. 
Donna  Isidora,  will  be  quite  consoled  when!  tell  her  that  I 
have  seen  you — alive  and  well  too  !  She  thinks  of  you  with 
remorse  and  tears,  as  one  whom  she  had  poisoned  in  mistake,  she 
says.  How  came  all  that  to  pass  P  We  sent  a  patrol  to  search 
the  Villa  de  Maciera  for  you,  but  no  trace  of  you  could  be  found." 
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"  Is  she  still  in  your  hands  ?"  asked  Queniin,  witii  an  expres- 
sion of  interest* 

"  Yes,  monsiear,"  replied  the  other,  caresMng  his  moustache. 

"  A  prisoner  P" 

^'Festel  What  an  idea!" 

"  I  trust  you — ^you  have  treated  her  well  and  kindly  P" 

"  She  shall  answer  for  herself,  some  time  hence." 

*'  A  prisoner !   Poor  Isidora !  She  will  be  quite  inconsolable.** 

''Inconsolable?  Mou  ami,  you  forget  in  whose  charming 
society  she  is  !  We  fellows  of  the  24th  Chasseurs  are  unrivalled 
in  conversational  powers  and  the  general  art  of  pleasing.  She 
spoke  of  you  very  often— thought  you  a  very  nice  fellow-^bat 
so  quiet — so  tritte  /" 

Quentin  was  glad  that  Monkton,  whom  he  did  not  wish  to 
hear  all  this,  had  gradually  gone  beyond  earshot. 

"And  she — she "  he  was  be^uing  with  emotions  of  an 

noyance  and  mortifcation. 

*'  Be  assured  that  she  became  quite  consoled  among  the  24th, 
and  now,  as  Madame  Jules  de  Marboeuf  (for  my  comrade  Jules 
took  her  off  my  hands),  she  has  learned  to  think  that  we  French- 
men are  not  such  bad  fellows,  after  all." 

"  This  is  indeed  news !"  exclaimed  Quentin ;  "  Isidora  married 
— married,  and  to  a  Erenchman !" 

"  Ah — ^la  belle  tigress  is  quite  tamed  now ;  but  I  must  begone. 
Ouf—^este — fonnerre  de  Dieu  !  what  a  night  we  hare  had,  mon- 
sieur," he  added  to  Monkton,  who  again  approached.  **  I  have 
been  so  soaked  that  I  felt  as  if  the  rain  was  filtering  throi^h 
the  marrow  of  my  bones.  If  you  effect  your  junction  with  M.  le 
G^n^ral  Moore,  I  suppose  we  shall  have  the  little  variety  of  a 
general  action." 

"  It  is  extremely  probable,"  replied  Monkton,  smiling  at  the 
French  oflBcer's  free  and  easy  manner. 

"That  will  indeed  be  gay — we  are  so  anxious  to  measure 
swords  with  your  cavalry.  Do  you  know  that  General  Foy,  in 
one  of  his  despatches,  attributes  your  accidental  victories " 

*' Accidental  r 

"  That  is  the  word,  my  friends ■" 

"  For  Roleia  and  Vimiera— eh  ?" 

"Yes,  for  anything  you  like — ^Trafalgar  and  the  Nile,  if  you 
please." 

"  Well,  and  Foy  attributes  them '* 

"To  two  great  elements  you  Anglais  possess." 

''Powder  and  pluck P" 

"No— rum  and  ros-bif— ha,  ha!  An  revoir — w%  shall  meet 
Again,"  and,  putting  spurs  to  his  horse,  Bibeaupierre,  keeping  his 
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white  handkerchief  still  displayed,  rode  across  to  his  own  lines, 
turning  repeatedly  to  kiss  his  hand,  as  his  horse  caracoled  along. 

Eeheved  from  his  post,  Quentin  rejoined  the  main  bodj  of 
the  picquet  in  the  grove  of  trees,  where  he  remained  apart  from 
the  men  and  full  of  thought ;  for  though  his  self-esteem  wis 
somewhat  piqued  on  learning  that  Isidora  had  so  easily  forgot 
him,  he  was  greatly  pleased  to  hear  of  her  safety,  and  hoped 
that  the  circumstance,  when  known,  would  relieve  him  from  the 
hostility  of  Baltasar  and  his  ragamuflSus,  of  whom  he  not  un- 
naturally had  a  constant  dread.  These  ideas  were  mingled  with 
something  of  amusement — that  the  brother-in-law  of  Baltasar, 
the  most  ferocious  of  Sfpanish  patriots,  should  be  a  Frenchman ! 

Just  as  the  picquets  rejoined  their  regiments,  prior  to  the 
whole  division  moving  from  Avila,  Bx)wland  Askeme  called 
Quentin  aside,  and,  with  a  face  expressive  of  extreme  concern, 
said — "  I  wish  to  speak  particularly  with  you,  Quentin — there 
is  evidently  something  most  unpleasant  on  tne  tapis." 

"  Regarding  what — or  who  P 

"  You,  my  friend." 

«  Me — ^how — in  what  way  ?"  asked  Quentin. 

"  Baltasar  de  Saldos,  the  guerilla,  who  has  been  so  long  in 
the  rear,  wounded,  has  now  joined  the  division,  and  has  been  at 
the  quarters  of  Sir  John  Hope  in  the  Bishop's  palace." 

"Surely,  that  matters  nothing  to  me,"  said  Quentin,  witii 
growing  anger  and  alarm. 

"Listen.  I  was  in  the  street,  speaking  with  the  colonel, 
when  the  general,  who  was  bowing  out  the  formidable  guerilla, 
beckoned  him,  and  on  their  meeting  I  heard  him  say — 'The 
information  just  given  me.  Colonel  Crawford,  by  the  guerilla, 
fully  corroborates  the  character  you  gave  me  at  Fortalegre  of 
that  young  fellow — what  is  his  name  P 

"'Kennedy.' 

"  'Ah,  yes ;  you  remember  P* 

"  *  Yes,  Sir  John,'  replied  the  colonel,  turning  rather  pale,  I 
thought,  as  he  glanced  towards  me. 

"  *  But  I  have  spoken  with  Major  Middleton  of  yours,  and  un- 
like you,  he  gives  him  the  very  highest  character.  How  am  I 
to  reconcile  these  discrepancies  ?** 

"  Crawford  then  mumbled  I  know  not  what ;  but  it  was  some- 
thing about  a  previous  knowledge  of  you — of  old  contumacy  and 
insolence  unknown  to  others ;  then  I  turned  away,  as  it  was 
ahke  impossible  and  improper  to  listen." 

These  tidings  lilled  Quentin's  breast  with  rage,  alarm,  and 
<ntense  mortincation.  Hera  was  a  secret  enmity  against  which 
there  was  no  contending,  bringing  with  it  accusations  of  which 
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he  knew  neither  the  nature  nor  the  name.  One  moment  he  felt 
inclined  to  rush  into  the  presence  of  the  general,  and  boldly 
demand  to  know  of  what  his  hostile  colonel  had  accused  him ; 
and  then  there  was  De  Saldos  too  !  But  in  approaching  Sir  John 
Hope,  he  remembered  that  the  proper  mode  could  only  be  in 
writing,  the  letter  being  transmitted  by  the  captain  of  the  com- 
pany to  which  he  was  attached,  under  cover  to  Cosmo,  his  par- 
ticular enemy  (who  might  then  forward  it  with  such  comments 
as  he  chose),  for  such  is  the  rule  and  etiquette  of  the  service. 

Before  he  could  resolve  on  what  was  to  be  done,  while  fretting 
and  chafing  in  his  billet,  and  just  as  the  bugles  were  sounding  the 
warning  for  the  march,  the  old  sergeant-major,  Norman  Calder, 
entered,  accompanied  by  two  soldiers  of  the  light  company,  with 
their  bayonets  fixed.  The  faces  of  his  three  visitors  expressed 
considerable  compunction,  for  our  young  volunteer  was  a 
favourite  with  the  whole  corps. 

"  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Calder,  "  I  have  come  on  a  sorrowful 
errand  to  you ;  but  I  only  obey  the  orders  given  to  me  by  my 
superior  officers." 

"  And  these  orders  are,  sir  ?"  demanded  Quentin,  furiously. 
"To  disarm  you  and  march  you  a  close  prisoner  with  the 
quarter-guard." 

"  For  what  reason  P"  asked  Quentin,  in  a  faint  voice. 
"  I  dinna  ken,  sir — I  have  only  Colonel  Crawford's  orders." 
"  Of  what  am  I  accused  P" 

'*  That  is  more  than  I  say,  sir ;  but  if  you  are  innocent  you 
have  nothing  to  fear.  Take  courage  and  set  a  stout  heart  to  a 
steep  brae,  as  we  say  at  home,  and  you  may  turn  the  flanks  of 
fortune  yet,"  added  the  worthy  old  non-commissioned  officer, 
patting  Quentin  on  the  shoulder,  for  he  saw  that  this  open 
and  pubUc,  and  most  unmerited  humiliation  before  the  entire 
division,  cut  him  to  the  soul,  and  crushed  all  his  spirit  for  the 
time. 

The  division  marched  about  sunrise,  and  Quentin,  instead  of 
being  as  usual  with  the  grenadiers  of  the  gallant  Borderers, 
found  himself  trudging  with  the  quarter-guard,  a  special  prisoner, 
and  kept  apart  from  all  others  under  a  small  escort,  that  marched 
on  each  side  of  him  with  muskets  loaded  and  bayonets  fixed  ;  for 
not  being  a  commissioned  officer,  there  could  be  no  other  arrest 
for  him  than  a  close  one.  And  thus,  with  a  heavy  heart,  full 
almost  to  bursting  with  mortification  and  grief,  ignorant  of  the 
accusations  against  him  and  of  what  was  to  be  his  fate,  he 
marched  with  the  division  towards  the  ancient  city  of  Alva  on 
the  Tormes,  which  they  entered  on  the  evening  of  the  4th  of 
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December,  and  there,  as  they  were  to  halt  for  seven  days,  Qnemtai 
was  informed  by  Lieutenant  Buckle  that  he  was  to  be  tried  by  i 
general  court-martial.  He  felt  that  all,  indeed,  was  oyer  wxth 
himnowl 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

THE  PEISONBB. 

**  I  would  my  wearv  course  were  o'er. 

Yet  scarce  can  look  for  end  saye  this, 
To  dash  to  pieces  on  the  shore. 

Or  founder  in  the  dark  abyss. 
Fond  thoughts,  sweet  hopes !  oh,  far  more  blest 

My  bosom  had  it  never  known 
Your  presence,  since  in  vain  possest, 

To  lose  you  while  you  seemed  my  own." 

BOPSIGUSZ  I<OB0. 

Hjs  rapidly  learned  that  the  court-martial  was  in  the  garrisoi 
orders  to  assemble  on  the  5th  instant,  and  that  charges  of  the 
most  serious  nature,  involvine,  perhaps,  the  terrible  penal^  of 
—death,  were  to  be  brought  against  him!  What  suaaen 
mystery — what  inexplicable  horror  was  this  P 

On  the  night  he  entered  Alva  he  was  relieved  from  the  humi- 
liation of  an  armed  escort  or  guard  by  the  influence  of  Askene 
and  Warriston,  who  both  bound  themselves  by  their  parole  of 
honour  for  his  s^pearance  whenever  requured.  He  was  thus  at 
liberty  to  go  about  the  town,  but  he  cared  not  to  avail  himself  of 
it,  and  remained  in  liis  quarters. 

The  evening  of  the  4th  of  December  was  dull  and  gloomj. 
Setting  amid  saffron  haze  and  shorn  of  all  his  beams,  the  lurid 
sun  looming  large  and  crimson  like  a  wondrcms  globe,  shed  a 
steady  light  along  the  waters  of  the  Tormes,  a  deep  stream,  which 
there  rolls  under  a  high  and  ancient  bridse,  that  was  afterwards 
blown  up  when  the  British  retreated  from  Burgos.  An  old 
Moorish  wall  surrounds  Alva,  which  stands  on  the  slope  of  a 
hill,  and  there  above  its  flat-terraced  mansions,  rises  the  great 
palace  of  the  powerful  Dukes  of  Alva  and  Berwick,  where  Fer- 
oinand  Alvarez  of  Toledo,  the  terror  of  the  Low  Countries  and 
the  institutor  of  "the  Court  of  Blood,"  first  saw  the  light.  In 
an  angle  of  the  Moorish  rampart,  then  crumbling  in  ruins,  stands 
a  high  round  tower  of  considerable  strength  and  antiquity. 
Herein  was  posted  the  quarter-guard  of  the  1st  Brigade,  and  m 
an  upper  chamber  Quentin  had  his  billet,  and  there  He  sat  alone, 
after  the  day's  march,  left  to  his  own  reflections,  and  these  w^ne 
VBournful  and  gloomy  enough.    The  aspect  of  this  chamber  was 
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little  calculated  to  raise  his  drooping  spirit.  Almost  destitute  of 
furniture,  it  was  built  of  massive  stone,  vaulted,  and  had  three 
narrow  windows,  the  sides  of  which  were  covered  vnth  elaborate 
zigzag  Moorish  ornaments,  arabesques,  and  uncouth  inscriptions, 
which,  though  he  knew  it  not,  were  texts  and  quotations  from 
the  Koran  in  Arabic.  One  of  these  windows  opened  to  the  hill 
on  the  slope  of  which  stands  Alva,  and  afforded  a  view  of  its 
tiled  and  terraced  roofs.  Another  faced  the  mountains  of  Leon, 
and  the  third  showed  the  narrow  gorge  through  which  the  red 
and  swollen  Tormes  lay  rolling  under  tne  bridge ;  beyond  which, 
on  an  eminence,  were  posted  a  brigade  of  field  guns  and  a 
cavalry  picquet ;  the  horses  were  linked  together,  and  the  troops 
cloaked.  All  looked  wet  and  dreary,  dull  and  mournful,  and  as 
the  December  sun  went  down  beyond  the  dark  and  pur|)le  hills, 
the  pipers  of  the  92nd  played  '"Lochaber  no  more,'*  their  even- 
ing retreat,  and  tliis  air,  so  slow  and  wailing,  as  they  marched 
along  the  old  Moorish  wall,  affected  Quentin  so  deeply  that  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and  wept. 

What  would  that  fine  old  soldier,  courtier,  and  cavalier,  the 
mirror  of  old-fashioned  courage  and  honour.  Lord  Bohallion,  say 
or  think,  when  he  heard  of  his  disgrace  ?  What  would  Lady 
Winifred — what  the  old  quartermaster,  John  Girvan?  and  what 
would  the  emotions  of  Flora  Warrender  be?  Whether  the 
charges  against  him  were  false  or  true — ^proved  or  refuted — she 
at  least  would  be  lost  to  him  for  ever,  for  his  career  was  closed 
ere  it  was  well  begun,  and  he  felt  that  no  other  road  in  life  lay 
open  to  him.  He  felt  too,  instinctively,  that  Baltasar  de  Saldos 
and  his  sister  Donna  Isidora  were  in  some  manner  the  secret 
source  of  the  present  evil  turn  in  his  fortune ;  but  how  or  in 
what  fashion  he  was  yet  to  learn.  The  phrase,  that  the  charges 
involved  death  or  such  other  punishment  as  a  court-martial 
might  award,  was  ever  before  him.  The  vagueness  of  the  latter 
recourse,  rather  than  the  terror  of  the  first,  cut  him  to  the  heart, 
as  all  the  penalties  inflicted  by  such  a  court  are  severe  and  dis- 
graceful. Cosmo,  he  heard,  had  suggested  that  he  should  be 
handed  over  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  Spanisli  civil  authori- 
ties ;  but  Sir  John  Hope  insisted  that  the  charges  were  such  as 
only  a  miUtary  court  could  take  cognizance  of;  so  what  on  earth 
were  they?  Unconscious  alike  o^  a  mistake  or  crime,  oh,  how 
he  longed  for  the  time  of  trial !  As  the  darkness  of  the  sombre 
eve  crept  on,  its  gloom  was  singularly  in  unison  with  his  own 
sombre  thoughts.  Bright  visions  had  faded  away  and  airy  bub- 
bles burst.  Chateaux  en  Espagne  were  no  longer  tenable  now ! 
How  many  gorgeous  day-dreams  of  glory  and  uonoor,  of  rank 
and  fame,  of  position  in  society  attained  by  worth  and  merit. 
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"were  now  dissolved  in  air !     His  naturally  warm,  sjenerons,  and 
kindly  heart  had  become  seared,  callous,  and  misantbropical. 
Experience  and  the  world  had  tried  their  worst  upon  him,  and 
thus,  for  a  time,  a  mere  boy  in  years  became  a  bitter-hearted 
man,  for  a  day  dawn  of  a  glorious  ambition  seemed  to  be  sinking 
prematurely  into  a  black  and  stormjr  night.    He  had   seen  so 
many  new  places  and  met  such  a  variety  of  strangers  ;  he  had 
been  involved  in  so  many  episodes,  and  had  experienced  so  much 
by  land  and  sea,  and,  within  a  very  few  months,  so  much  seemed 
to  have  happened,  tiiat  a  dreamy  dubiety  appeared  to  obscure 
the  past ;  and  thus  his  former  monotonous  existence  at  Roh allien 
— monotonous  as  compared  with  the  stir  of  war — came  only  at 
times  with  clearness,  as  it  were  in  gleams  and  flashes  of  thought 
and  memory.    He  had  nothing  tangible  about  him — ^not  even  a 
lock  of  Flora's  hair — to  convince  him  of  past  realities,  or  that 
he  had  ever  been  elsewhere  than  with  the  25  th ;  and  yet  out  of 
this  chaos  Flora's  face  and  figure,  her  eyes  and  expression  of 
feature,   her  identity,   stood   strongly  forth.    Oh !    there  was 
neither  obscurity  nor  indistinctness  there !     And  now,  amid  his 
sorrow,  he  felt  a  keen  longing  to  write  to  her,  under  cover  to 
John  Girvan ;  but  then,  he  reflected,  was  such  a  course  honour- 
able in  him  or  deserved  by  Lord  and  Lady  Rohallion,  who  hoped 
to  hail  her  one  day  as  their  daughter-in-law  ?    And  what   mat- 
tered her  regard  for  him  now — now,  with  the  heavy  doom  of 
a  court-martial  hanging  over  his  head !     And  yet,  if  even  death 
were  to  be  his  fate,  he  felt  that  he  would  die  all  the  more  hap- 
pily with  the  knowledge  and  surety  that  Flora  still  loved  him. 
Deep,  deep  indeed  were  his  occasional  burst  of  bitterness  at 
Cosmo  ;  but  when  he  remembered  that  Cosmo's  mother  had  also 
been  a  mother  to  himself — when  all  the  memory  of  her  love  for 
him,  her  early  kindness,  her  caresses,  her  kisses  on  his  infant 
brow,  her  increasing  tendemess^ame  rushing  back  upon  him, 
his  heart  flew  to  his  head,  and  Quentin  felt  that  even  yet  he 
could  almost  forgive  all  the  studied  wrong  and  injustice  the 
narrow  spirit  and  furious  jealousy  of  her  son  now  made  him 
suffer.    But  how  were  the  members  of  the  regiment  or  of  the 
division  to  understand  all  this ! 

Amid  the  reverie  in  which  he  had  been  indulging  in  the  dark, 
the  door  of  the  upper  chamber  of  the  old  tower  opened,  and 
two  officers,  in  long  regimental  cloaks,  entered,  accompanied  by 
a  soldier  with  a  parcel. 

"  Well,  Quentin,  old  fellow — how  goes  it  P  "  said  Monkton's 
cheerful  voice. 

"  Cheer  up,  mv  boy,"  added  Askerne ;  "  before  this  time  to- 
morrow we  shall  have  known  the  worst,  and  it  wiU  be  past. 
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"We  have  brouo^ht  you  a  bottle  of  capital  wine.  It  is  a  present 
from  Ramon  Campillo,  the  jolly  muleteer,  who  3ame  in  after  the 
division,  and  leaves  again,  for  the  French  lines,  I  fear.'* 

**  A  sly  dog,  who  butters  his  bread  on  both  sides,  likeljr,"  said 
Monkton ;  "  my  man  has  brought  you  a  fowl  and  a  loat,  so  we 
shall  make  a  little  supper  together." 

"  Here,  boy,  drink,"  said  Askeme,  when  the  soldier  lighted  a 
candle,  and  they  all  looked  with  commiseration  upon  Quentin's 
pale  cheek  and  bloodshot  eyes ;  "  I  insist  upon  it — ^you  seem  ill 
and  weary." 

He  could  perceive  that  both  Askerne  and  Monkton  looked 
grave,  earnest,  and  anxious,  for  they  knew  more  of  the  charges 
against  him  than  they  cared  to  tell. 

"  At  what  hour  does  the  court  assemble  to-morrow  ?"  he  asked. 
"Ten,  Kennedy." 
"  Who  is  the  president  ?" 

"  Colonel  Colquhoun  Grant,  of  the  King's  Light  Dragoons — 
a  hussar  corps." 

"  Where  does  it  meet  ?"  asked  Qaentin,  wearily. 
*'  In  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  Alva  Palace.    Now  we  cannot 
stay  above  ten  minutes,  Quentin.     We  are  both  in  orders  for  the 
court,  and  this  visit,  if  known,  might  cost  us  our  commissions, 
perhaps ;  but  I  know  Monkton's  servant  to  be  a  sure  fellow." 

"  Sure,  sir,"  repeated  the  soldier,  "  I  should  think  so  !  It 
was  to  my  poor  wife  and  child  that  Mr.  Kennedy — the  Lord 
reward  him  for  it ! — gave  his  blanket  on  the  night  we  bivouacked 
at  the  Escurial,"  added  the  man,  in  a  broken  voice ;  "  the  night 
I  lost  them  both — never  to  see  them  again." 

Askerne  now  asked  Quentin  many  questions  concerning  his 
recent  wanderings ;  the  answers  to  some  of  these  he  jotted  down 
in  his  note-book ;  and  he  gave  much  good  advice  for  his  guidance 
on  the  morrow,  adding,  with  a  sigh  of  annoyance,  that  he  feared 
there  was  a  deep  scheme  formed  against  him,  and  that,  as  several 
outrages  had  been  committed  by  our  retreating  troops,  it  was 
not  improbable  that  he  might  be  sacrificed  to  soothe  the  ruffled 
feelings  of  the  Spaniards. 

"  What  leads  you  to  think  so  P"  asked  Quentin. 
"This  subpoena,  which  Monkton's  servant  picked  up  in  a 
wine-house  and  brought  us,"  replied  Askerne,  opening  a  letter 
and  reading  it,  as  follows ; 

"  Head- quarters,  Alva-de-Tormes, 
December  4:th. 
"Senor  Padre, — A  general  court-martial  having  been  ap- 
poiuted  to  be  held  here,  for  the  trial  of  Mr.  Quentin  Kennedy, 
serving  with  the  25th  Regiment,  upon  sundry  charges  exhibited 
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against  him ;  and  the  said  Mr.  Kennedy  haring  represented  that 
yonr  testimony  will  be  very  material  in  the  investigation  of  some 
of  the  articles  of  charge,  and  having  requested  that  you  may  be 
officially  summoned  as  a  witness,  I  am  to  desire  you,  and  you  are 
hereby  required,  to  give  your  attendance  here  to-morrow,  at  ten 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  at  which  time  it  is  conceited  your  evi- 
dence wiii  become  necessary. 

"I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c.,  &c., 

Lloyd  Cony£Rs,  Staff  Captain, 

"  Deputy  Judge  Advocate. 

"  El  Senor  Padre  Trevino." 

"This  is  some  trickery  !"  exclaimed  Quentin;  "Trevino  is  the 
Tuffian  of  whom  I  have  spoken  more  than  once;  the  man's 
^ubly  my  enemy.  Well,  well !  save  myself,  it  matters  littie 
to  any  one  what  becomes  of  me,"  he  added  bitterly.  **  I  have 
no  kindred — ^not  a  relation  that  I  know  of  in  the  wide  worid, 
and  save  yourselves,  no  friends  now  to  regret  me  or  to  remember 
me,  save  one  of  whom  I  cannot  speak.  It  is  thus  better  as  it  is." 

"  How  P"  asked  Askerne,  who  grasped  him  firmly  by  the  hand. 

"  For  if  this  false  accusation,  whatever  it  is,  be  proved  against 
me,  then  none  shall  blush  for  my  dishonour  or  sorrow  for  my  fall 
Pools  may  laugh  and  the  wicked  may  jeer,  but  the  death  volley 
wiU  close  up  my  ears  for  ever.  It  maj  do  more,"  he  added,  in  a 
broken  voice ;  "  it  may  be  the  means  of  revealing  to  me  who  was 
my  mother,  who  my  father,  with  the  great  secret  of  etemitj 
after  all;  so,  my  dear  Askerne,  I  am,  you  see,  reckless  of  the 
future." 

"  Damme,  Quentin,  this  will  never  do—"  Monkton  was  be- 
ginning, when  Askerne  spoke. 

"  In  this  mingled  mooa  of  sullenless  and  resignation  you  will 
destroy  all  chance  of  defeating  the  machinations  of  your  enemy, 
for  such  I — ^I — consider  our  colonel  to  be,*'  said  the  captain  d 
ffrenadiers,  after  a  pause.  "Buckle  and  I  will  prepare  your 
declaration  for  to-morrow,  and  it  shall  be  sent  to  you  for  revision 
and  emendation  soon  after  reveille;  but  you  must  take  courage 
—I  insist  upon  it,  for  your  own  stie !" 

"  I  do  not  lack  it,"  replied  Quentin,  firmly. 

"  By  courage,  I  do  not  mean  an  indifference  that  is  the  result 
of  misanthropy,  or  a  boldness  that  is  gathered  from  despair. 
At  your  years,  Quentin,  either  were  unnatural,"  said  Askerne, 
kindly. 

"  My  brave  lad,"  said  Monkton,  putting  an  arm  round  him  as 
an  elder  brother  might  have  done,  "  have  you  really  no  fear  of— 
of  death  P" 

"  To  say  that  I  have  not,"  replied  Quentin,  with  quivering  %, 
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"  would  be  to  state  that  which  is  false ;  but  I  know  death  to  be 
an  ordinance  of  God — the  fate  of  all  mankind.  It  is  but  the  end 
of  the  course  of  time — ^welcome  only  to  such  as  are  wearv  of 
their  lives.  I  am  not  weary  of  mine,  therefore  I  would  indeed 
find  it  hard  to  die.  I  have  always  known  that  I  must  die,  but 
never  considered  where  or  how — ^how  near  or  how  distant  the 
day  of  doom  mi^ht  be :  but  I  do  shrink  with  horror  at  the  con- 
templation of  dying  with  a  disgrace  upon  me — &  stigma  which, 
thoi^h  I  am  innocent,  time  may  never  remove." 

''  I  fear  that  we  are  but  poor  comforters,  and  that  you  are 
taking  the  very  blackest  view  of  matters,"  said  Askeme ;  "  but 
be  advised  by  me,  and  take  courage*— a  resolute  and  modest 
bearing  always  wins  respect.  In  the  court  to-morrow  are  friends 
who  will  not  see  you  wronged,  for  every  member  there  is  alike  a 
judge  and  a  juryman.  Put  your  trust  in  Heaven  and  in  your  own 
innooence ;  sleep  well  if  you  can—" 

"And  be  sure  to  take  something  by  way  of  breakfast — ^a  broiled 
bone  and  a  glass  of  Valdepena8-*-you  nave  a  long  and  anxious 
day  before  you." 

"  And  so,  till  we  meet  again,  good  night—God  bless  you,  my 
hearty." 

Thev  shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  retired. 

He  heard  their  footsteps  descending  the  stone  steps  of  the  old 
tower  (erst  trod  by  the  feet  of  many  a  turbaned  Moor  and  steel- 
clad  Crusader),  and  then  dyin^  away  in  distance :  but  soothed 
and  relieved  in  mind  by  a  visit  performed  at  such  risk  by  Ids 
friends,  and  hoping  much — he  knew  not  what — from  the  notes 
made  by  Rowland  Askeme,  Quentin  lay  down  on  his  pallet  and 
strove  to  sleep,  amid  a  silence  broken  only  by  the  beating  of  his 
own  heart,  and  the  rush  of  the  Tormes  in  its  deep  and  rocky  bed. 

"  TAey  at  least  believe  in  me,  and  will  not  desert  me !"  he  re- 
peated to  himself  again  and  again. 

But  the  brave  boyish  spirit  and  hope — the  enthusiastic  desire 
to  achieve  something  great  and  good,  no  matter  what,  by  land  or 
flea,  by  flood  or  field — a  glorious  deed  that  present  men  should 
▼aunt,  and  those  of  future  times  would  speak  of— where  were 
that  hope  and  spirit  now  f 
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CHAPTER  LXV. 

THE     COURT-MAETIAL. 

**  Solf-reverence,  self-knowledge,  self-control, 
These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power. 
Yet  not  for  power,  (power  of  herself 
Would  come  uncaird  for,)  but  to  live  by  law. 
Acting  the  law  we  live  by  without  fear ; 
And  l^ause  right  is  right,  to  follow  right 
Were  wisdom  in  the  scorn  of  consequence." — TENwrsoK. 

The  court-martial  assembled  in  a  large  and  ma^ficent  apart- 
ment of  the  Alva  palace  or  castle,  which  stands  in  the  centre  of 
the  town.  It  is  in  a  good  state  of  preservation,  and  the  chamber 
usually  occupied  by  the  terrible  duke,  with  all  its  ancient  furni- 
ture, still  remains  there  in  its  original  state.  On  the  walls  of 
the  great  apartment  selected  for  tne  court  hung  the  armour  of 
the  successive  princes  of  the  house  of  Toledo  from  a  very  remote 
period — indeed,  from  the  mail  shirts  that  had  resisted  the  Moor- 
ish scimitars  down  to  the  steel  caps  and  jacks  of  the  war  of  the 
Spanish  succession ;  and  many  of  the  breast-plates  were  embla> 
zoned  with  the  armorial  bearings  and  tropliies  of  those  warlike 
dukes  who  boast  of  their  descent  from  the  Paleologi  Emperors 
of  the  East,  and  who  were  Urst  ennobled  as  peers  of  Leon  by 
Alphonso  VI.,  or  the  Brave,  of  Castile,  in  1085. 

As  Quentin  approached  the  great  embattled  door  of  thb  stately- 
mansion,  many  soldiers  of  the  regiment  were  crowding  about  it, 
and  ail  these  muttered  their  good  wishes ;  many  a  honest  hand 
was  held  out  to  him,  and  many  a  forage-cap  waved  in  silence, 
evincing  emotions  of  good-will  that  stirred  his  heart  with  grati- 
tude, and  gave  him  new  courage  as  he  entered  the  court,  attended 
by  the  provost-marshal.  He  certainly  looked  wan  and  ill ;  traces 
yet  remained  of  his  recent  illness  at  the  Villa  de  Maciera ;  to 
these  were  added  anxiety,  lack  of  proper  food  and  sleep,  with  the 
toil  and  exposure  incident  to  the  campaign,  all  of  wmch  served 
to  give  him  interest  in  the  eyes  oi  many,  for  the  court  was 
crowded  by  officers  of  nearly  every  regiment  in  the  division,  and 
a  few  Spardsh  citizens  and  priests  of  Alva.  His  youn^  face , 
appeared  sorrow-struck  in  feature,  and  many  read  there,  m  the 
thoughtful  brow,  the  quivering  lip,  and  the  sad  but  restless  eye, 
indications  of  a  proud  but  suffering  spirit.  Save  these,  and  an 
occasional  unconscious  twitching  oi  the  hands,  Quentin,  though 
awed  by  the  presence,  and  the  napless  and  novel  predicament  in 
which  he  found  himself,  was  calm  and  collected  in  appearance. 
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He  was  simply  clad  in  his  unlaced  and  plain  red  coat,  without  a 
belt  or  accoutrement  of  any  kind,  to  indicate  that  he  was  a 
prisoner ;  and  he  was  accommodated  With  a  chair  and  separate 
table,  on  which  lay  writing  materials,  but  these  he  had  not  the 
slightest  intention  of  using. 

At  the  head  of  a  long  table  of  formidable  aspect,  whereon  lay 
a  Bible  and  the  "  Articles  of  War,"  and  which  was  littered  with 
pens,  paper,  letters,  &c.,  sat  the  president  of  the  court.  Colonel 
Colquhoun  Grant,  in  the  gorgeous  uniform  of  the  15th  Hussars, 
blue  faced  with  red,  and  the  breast  a  malfe  of  silver  embroidery 
that  might  have  turned  a  sword-cut.  He  wore  the  Order  of 
Merit,  given  to  every  oflScer  of  his  regiment  by  the  Euiperor  of 
Germany  fourteen  years  before,  for  their  unexampled  bravery  in 
the  affair  of  Yilliers  enCouche,  a  name  still  borne  on  the  standard 
of  the  Hussars.  The  other  members,  fourteen  in  number,  belonged 
to  different  regiments ;  but  Quentin  was  truly  glad  to  see  among 
them  the  familiar  faces  of  Askerne  and  two  other  captains  of  the 
Borderers.  All  were  in  full  uniform,  and  were  seated  on  the 
right  and  left  of  the  president,  according  to  then:  seniority  in  the 
army;  Captam  Gonyers,  acting  as  judge-advocate,  being  placed  at 
the  foot  of  the  court,  which,  by  the  showy  uniform,  large  epau- 
lettes of  silver  or  gold,  the  crimson  sashes,  and,  in  four  instances, 
tartan  plaids,  of  the  members,  had  a  very  rich  and  striking  ap- 
pearance as  the  morning  sunshine  streamed  along  the  stately 
room  through  six  lofty  and  latticed  windows.  A  considerably 
bustle  and  treading  of  feet  announced  the  entrance  of  the  variou 
witnesses,  among  whom  Quentin  recognised  the  tall  fi^e  of  th 
Master  of  Rohallion,  the  sturdy  paunch  of  worthy  Major  Middles 
ton,  the  sun-burned  faces  of  Buckle  and  others  of  the  Borderers- 
together  with  a  Dominican  monk,  in  whom,  notwithstanding  hi, 
freshly-shaven  chin,  long  robe,  and  knotted  girdle,  he  recogniseds 
with  astonishment,  Trevino !  Other  guerillas  were  present,  but, 
the  most  prominent  was  Don  Baltasar.  The  handsome  but  sallow 
visage  of  the  latter  was  pale  nearly  as  that  of  a  corpse ;  his  blood- 
less lips  and  white  glistening  teeth  appeared  ghastly  beneath  the 
enormous  moustaches  that  were  twisted  savagely  up  to  each  ear. 
His  nostrils  were  contracting  and  dilating  with  wild,  mad  passion, 
and  it  was  evident  that  nothing  but  the  presence  he  stood  in  pro- 
vented  him  from  rushing,,  sword  in  hand,  on  Quentin,  and  ending, 
there  and  then,  the  proceedings  of  the  court  and  our  story  by 
immolating  him  on  the  spot. 

Quite  undeterred  by  his  formidable  aspect  or  excitement,  some 
of  the  younger  officers  were  seen  to  quiz  Baltasar,  whose  costume, 
an  embroidered  black  velvet  jacket,  with  a  pair  of  British  ffank- 
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company  wings,  and  other  accessories,  was  sufficientlj  mock- 
heroic,  fanciful,  and  absurd. 

"  Who  acts  as  the  prisoner's  counsel  or  friend  ?"  asked  Colonel 
Grant,  the  president. 

"I— :Captain  Warriston,  94th — Scots  Brigade,'*  said  the  full 
mellow  voice  of  that  officer,  as  he  entered,  mlly  accoutred  with 
sword,  sash,  and  gorget,  and  took  his  seat  at  the  little  table 
beside  Quentin  Kennedy,  who,  at  the  moment,  felt  his  heart  Terj* 
full  indeed. 

Captain  Conyers  now  read  the  order  for  assembling  the  court, 
and  then  the  members,  each  with  his  ungloved  ri^t  hand  placed 
upon  the  open  Bible,  were  sworn  the  usual  oath,  ''to  administer 
justice  according  to  the  rules  and  articles  for  the  better  govern- 
ment of  his  Majesty's  forces,  &a.,  without  partiality,  favour,  or 
affection,  &c. ;  and  further,  not  to  divulge  the  sentence  of  the 
court  until  approved  of,  or  the  vote  or  opinion  of  any  member 
thereof,  unless  required  to  do  so  by  a  court  of  law." 

This  formula  over,  the  judge  advocate  desired  Quentin  to  ataod 
while  the  charges  against  him  were  read ;  and  to  his  utter  be- 
wilderment they  ran  thus,  briefly,  as  we  omit  many  dates  saad 
repetitions : — 

**  Mr.  Quentin  Kennedy,  volunteer,  serving  with  his  MajestVs 
25th  Foot,  accused  in  the  following  instances  of  conduct  unoe- 
coming  a  gentleman  and  soldier : 

"  Mrst;.  of  rescuing  bv  the  strong  hand  a  French  officer  and 
lawful  prisoner  oi  war  from  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos,  in  direct 
violation  of  the  51st  clause  of  fhe  2nd  section  of  the  '  Artides  of 
War.' 

Second;  of  giving  the  rescued  prisoner  such  intelligence  as 
enabled  the  enemy,  then  cantoned  in  Valencia  de  Alcantara,  to 
anticipate,  by  a  combined  attack,  the  junction  about  to  be  formed 
by  the  guerilla  force  of  Don  Baltasar  with  the  division  of  the 
allied  army  under  Lieutenant-General  Sir  John  Hope,  and  thus 
causing  the  loss  of  five  field-guns  and  many  Spanish  subjects. 

"  Third ;  of  snariuff  away  from  the  cantonment  at  Herremela 
the  sister  of  Don  Bdtasar  de  Saldos,  who  has  not  since  been 
heard  of,  her  fate  being  thus  involved  in  mystery,  or  worse,  aoid 
thereby  the  prisoner  contravened  thtf  order  issued  by  Sir  John 
Moore,  urging  the  conciliation  of  the  Spanish  people  on  the  army 
entering  Castile. 

^*  Fourth  ;  of  assaulting  in  the  town  of  Merida,  to  the  effusicm 
of  blood,  the  Reverend  Padre  Trevino,  lately  a  Dominican  monk 
of  Salamanca,  and  now  chaplain  to  Don  Baltasar  de  Saldos^  in 
direct  contravention  of  the  87th  clause  of  the  2nd  section  of  the 
'Articles  of  War,'  concerning  any  officer  or  soldier  *who  shall 
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offer  violence  to  a  chaplain  of  the  army  or  to  any  other  minister  of 
Ood*8  word.* 

"  Fifth  ;  of  plundering  an  inhabitant  to  the  extent  of  at  least 
eighty  gold  moidores,  part  of  which  were  found  in  his  baggage, 
and  part  given  to  the  paymaster  of  his  Majesty's  25th  Foot  for 
transmission  home. 

"  Sixth  ;  for  refusing  ot  declining  to  take  another  despatch  to 
Don  Bakasar,  from  Montijo,  and  thereby  showing  a  complicity 
with  the  enemy  and  dread  of  detection  by  the  loyal  party  in 
Spain." 

So  ended  this  farrago  of  words. 

Aware  that  sooner  or  later  the  proceedings  of  the  court-martial 
(which  we  can  assure  the  reader  made  some  noise  at  the  time) 
would  be  read  at  Rohallion,  Colonel  Crawford  had  all  the  charges 
framed  in  the  name  of  the  general  of  division. 

"Oh,  Cosmo!"  thought  Quentin,  "you  aim  not  only  at  my 
life,  but  at  my  honour !" 

"  Well,  'pon  my  soul,"  thought  the  Master,  after  he  heard  the 
list  of  charges  read,  "  if  the  fellow  gets  over  all  these,  I'll  say 
that,  with  a  fair  match,  and  equally  weighted,  he  might  run  a  race 
with  the  devil  himself!" 

Quentin  pleaded  not  guilty. 

The  court  was  then  cleared  of  the  witnesses  and  the  proceedings 
commenced.  * 

With  the  regular  detail  of  these  we  have  no  intention  of  afflict- 
ing the  reader;  suffice  it,  that  the  solemn  and  dreary  writing 
down  of  every  question  and  answer  so  lengthened  them  out  that 
they  became  a  source  of  irritation  and  agony  to  one  whose  tem- 

Eerament  was  so  sharp  and  impetuous  as  that  of  Quentin  Kennedy, 
uming  as  he  was  with  indignation  at  accusations  so  false  and 
so  unmerited,  and  some  of  which  he  had  a  difficulty  in  refuting ; 
and,  we  regret  to  add,  that  the  form  of  procedure  was  then,  as  it 
is  still,  old-fashioned,  cumbrous,  loose,  and  tedious. 

There  was  no  regular  legal  counsel  for  the  prisoner  or  for  the 
prosecution  either;  no  cross-examination,  save  such  as  might 
emanate  from  some  unusually  sharp  fellow,  who  kept  himself 
awake,  and  affected  to  take  notes,  when  in  reality  he  was  carica- 
turing Middleton's  pigtail,  Smith's  paunch,  and  Brown's  nose. 

The  witnesses  were  sometimes  examined  pell-mell,  just  as  their 
names  stood  on  the  list ;  their  evidence,  however,  being  carefully 
Vritten  down,  to  the  end  that  it  might  be  read  over  to  them  for 
after-thought  or  revision  before  the  opinions  of  the  court,  as  to 
guilt  and  sentence,  were  asked ;  a  formula  that  always  begins 
with  i\ke  junior  member,  the  president  having  the  casting  vote. 
Such  was  then,  as  it  is  now,  the  somewhat  rambling,  free  and 
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easy  tenor  of  a  general  court-martial ;  yet,  with  all  its  idiosyn- 
crasies, it  is  ever  a  just  and  honourable  tribunal,  and  such  as  no 
true  soldier  would  ever  wish  to  change  for  a  civil  one.  Every 
member  sworn  is  bound  to  give  an  opinion.  In  the  French  ser- 
vice a  military  offence  can  be  tried  after  the  lapse  of  ten  years; 
with  us,  the  period  is  three. 

Warriston  objected  to  the  competency  of  the  court ;  but  the 
president  over-ruled  his  objection  by  stating  that  a  Volunteer  of 
the  Line,  like  every  other  camp-follower,  was  amenable  to  the 
"Articles  of  War." 

The  transmission  of  the  despatch  to  Don  Baltasar  was  easily 
proved  by  Cosmo  and  others,  and  by  the  reply,  which  lay  on  the 
table. 

Though  handsome  and  soldierly  in  aspect  and  bearing,  the 
Master  of  Rohallion  could  scarcely  conceal  a  very  decided  atiimtu 
in  delivering  his  evidence.  Brave  and  proud,  he  was  yet  weak 
enough  and  small  enough  in  mind  to  hate  Quentin  Kennedy 
with  that  species  of  animosity  which  is  always  the  most  bitter, 
because  it  arises  from  a  seme  of  unmerited  wrong  done  to  the 
weaker  victim. 

In  answer  to  a  question  by  the  president : 

*  Of  the  prisoner's  antecedents,"  said  he,  "I  know  very  little 
— little  at  least  that  is  good  or  honourable." 

"  Colonel  Crawford,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  explain." 

"  He  was  received  as  an  orphan,  an  outcast,  I  believe,  into  the 
house  of  my  father,  General  Lord  Rohallion,  when  I  was  serving 
with  the  Brigade  of  Guards.  That  house  he  deserted  ungrate- 
fully and  disappeared  for  a  time,  no  trace  of  him  being  discovered 
but  a  silver-mounted  walking-stick,  which  I  knew  to  be  his, 
and  which  was  found  beside  a  murdered  man,  a  vagrant  or 
gipsy,  in  the  vault  of  an  old  ruin  called  Kilhenzie.  How  it 
came  there,  I  pretend  not  to  say ;  but  on  searching  the  vault, 
whither  my  pomters  led  me,  I  picked  up  the  stick,  with  marks 
of  blood  upon  it,  some  days  after  the  body  had  been  taken 
away." 

On  hearinjGf  this  cruel  and  artful  speech,  which  contained  so 
much  of  reality,  Quentin  almost  started  from  his  cliair,  his  eyes 
iiashing  and  his  pale  nether  lip  quivering  with  rage ;  but  War- 
riston held  him  forcibly  back. 

"  Prisoner,"  said  the  president,  "  do  you  know  a  place  in  Scot- 
land called  the  castle  of  Kilhenzie  P" 

"I  do  not  understand  the  meaning  of  this  question,"  said  Cap- 
tain Warriston,  rising  impetuously,  "  and  to  it  I  object  I  It  is 
not  precise  on  the  part  of  the  prosecution,  and  discloses  an  in- 
tention of  following  up  a  line  of  examination  of  wliich  neither 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  king's  own  BORDERERS.  385 

the  prisoner  nor  liis  amid  curia  have  received  due  notice,  and 
which,  moreover,  is  not  stated  in  the  six  charges  before  the 
court." 

After  a  consultation,  Colonel  Grant  replied  : 

"  The  line  of  examination  in  this  instance.  Captain  Warrisfcon,, 
is  to  prove  previous  character ;  thus  we  find  it  quite  relevant  to 
question  the  prisoner  concerning  the  episode  referred  to.  It 
may  bear  very  materially  on  other  matters  before  the  court.  Mr. 
Kennedy,  do  you  know  a  place  called  Kilhenzie  ?" 

"  I  do,  sir,**  said  Quentin,  and  for  a  moment  there  rushed 
upon  his  memory  recollections  of  many  a  happy  hour  spent  there 
with  Flora  Warrender. 

"Are  you  aware  of  any  remarkable  circumstance  occurring 
there  in  which  you  were  an  actor  ?" 

Poor  Quentin's  pallor  now  gave  way  to  a  flush  of  shame  and 
honest  anger ;  but  he  replied — 

"  Driven  into  the  rum  by  a  torrent  of  rain,  I  found  a  dead 
body  lying  there  among  the  straw ;  it  filled  me  with  alarm  and 
dismay,  so  I  hastened  from  the  place." 

"  Leaving  behind  you  a  walking-stick  ?**  ' 

"  Yes,  sir ;  it  woxdd  appear  so." 

"  Covered  with  blood." 

"  Most  likely,"  said  Quentin,  remembering  the  wound  he  had 
received  from  Cosmo's  hand. 

"  All  this.  Colonel  Grant,  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  case," 
urged  Warriston,  firmly. 

"It  seems  to  cast  ^ave  doubts  on  the  previous  character  and 
antecedents  of  the  pnsoner." 

"  It  seems  also  to  show  the  peculiar  vindictiveness  of  the  pro- 
secution." 

"You  are  unwise.  Captain  Warriston,"  said  the  president, 
severgly. 

"  I  am  here  as  the  friend  of  the  prisoner." 

"For  what  reason  did  you  leave  the  castle  of  Rohallionf* 
asked  the  court. 

-  Quentin  ga^ed  full  at  the  Master  vrith  his  eyes  flashing  so 
dangerously  tliat  this  personage,  fearing  he  might  be  driven  to 
say  something  which  might  bring  ridicule  on  him — though 
Quentin  would  rather  have  died  than  uttered  Flora's  name  there 
— begged  that  the  first  charge  might  be  proceeded  with. 

Sworn  across  two  drawn  swords  in  the  Spanish  fashion,  Bal- 
tasar,  Trevino,  and  other  guerillas,  inspired  by  spite  and  hostility, 
related  in  succession  how  Qiientin  had  rescuea  the  French  pri- 
soner; how  he  had  undertaken  to  conduct  Donna  Isidora  in 
safety  to  Fortalegre,  a  s«re  day's  ride^  but  had  made  away 

c  c 
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with  her,  on  the  road,  in  some  manner  unknown,  as  well  as  witk 
a  horse  and  mule,  the  property  of  her  brother. 

"  A  singular  duenna  to  have  charge  of  a  young  Spanish  beauty 
-^eh,  Oarjsfort  P"  he  heard  a  hussar  say. 

"By  Jove,  Villars,  I  wish  it  had  been  my  luck — that's  all," 
was  the  laughing  reply. 

Quentin  wished  the  same  with  all  his  heart. 

Then  came  details  of  the  attack  made  on  the  guerillas  by 
Bibeaupierre's  cavalry  brigade.  The  charge  of  giving  intelli- 
gence to  the  enemy  was  based  on  bare  assumption,  and  was  un- 
supported by  a  tittle  of  evidence.  Next  followed  the  Padce 
Trevino,  costumed  for  the  occasion,  a  rare  example  of  a  woK  in 
sheep's  clothing,  who  showed  his  wounded  caput,  and  told  the 
sorrowful  story  of  his  maltreatment  at  the  aqueduetof  Merida, 
whither  he  had  gone  to  pray  in  solitude.      The  assault   was 

J  roved  beyond  a  doubt  by  the  evidence  of  a  certain  Martin 
edillo,  an  ill4ooking  dog  with  one  eye,  formerly  an  alg^uazil 
of  Salamanca  and  now  a  guerilla,  who  swore  distinctly  that 
he  saw  Quentin  beat  the  padre  down  with  the  butt^end  of  his 
musket. 

*'  You  distinctly  saw«him  strike  the  padre  down  ?"  repeated 
Colonel  Grant. 

"  Si,  senor  presidente  y  senores  officiales,"  said  the  guerilla, 
bowing  low. 

"Wantonly?" 

"  Most  wantonly,  senores." 

"  Eetire.  Gall  the  next  witness  on  the  Ust-^-private  Allan 
Grange,  25th  Foot." 

To  the  Borderer,  on  his  entrance,  the  previous  questions  were 
repeated  by  the  court. 

"  Yes,  sir — I  saw  Mr.  Kennedy  strike  down  the  guerilla  (who 
was  not  then  habited  like  a  friar)  with  his  clubbed  musket,  but 
only  in  time  to  save  his  life  from  ihis  dagger ^  which  I  took  from  the 
hand  of  his  reverence." 

As  he  spoke,  Allan  Grange  handed  a  knife  of  very  ugly  aspect 
to  the  president,  who  saw  the  name  Trevino  burned,  by  a  hot  iron, 
on  the  haft. 

"  Allan  Grange,  were  you  ever  tried  by  a  court-martial  ?"  asked 
the  judge  advocate,  looking  among  his  memoranda  for  one  fur- 
nished by  Colonel  Crawford. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  faltered  the  soldier,  growing  red  and  pale  by  turns. 

"And were  reduced  to  the  ran£s,  at  Colchester?'" 

"  Yes,  sir/'  he  replied,  sadly. 

"And  you  were  sentenced  to  be  flogged — ^three  hur.dred  lashei^ 
I  think,  by  the  Defaulters'  Book  ?" 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  king's   own   BORDERERS.  387 

^*  A  sentence  kindly  remitted  by  Major  Middleton/'said  Grange, 
proudly. 

"  There,  this  will  do — ^yon  may  go,"  said  Colonel  Grant ; 
and  then  some  of  the  members  smiled  and  looked  at  each 
other,  as  much  as  to  say,  "we  see  how  much  your  evidence  is 
worth." 

Quentin  knew  that  Donna  Isidora  was  in  the  French  camp  ; 
but  when  Warriston  mentioned  this  to  be  the  case,  the  only  witness 
called  to  prove  it,  Lieutenant  Monkton,  was  unable  to  repeat 
what  Ribeaupierre  said,  as  he  had  been  beyond  hearing  at  that 
particular  moment. 

On  the  fifth  charge,  concerning  the  gold  moidores,  Quentin 
thoujjht  himself  bewitched  when  the  one-eyed  guerilla,  Martin 
Sedillo,  deliberately  swore,  with  the  drawn  sworos  of  two  officers 
crossed  under  his  bearded  chin,  "  that  he  was  plundered  of  them 
at  Herreruela  by  the  prisoner,  whom  he  was  ready  to  warrant  as 
false  as  Galalon !"  , 

**  Who  was  he  ?"  inquired  Askerne,  looking  at  his  watch  im- 
patiently for  the  third  time. 

"Galalon  betrayed  the  French  army  at  Roncesvalles,"  said 
Colonel  Grant ;  "  as  we  say  in  Scotland,  false  as  Mcnteith.  It  is 
a  local  phrase." 

His  refusal  to  bear  another  despatch  to  Be  Saldos  was  easily ' 
proved,  and  that  circumstance  seemed  to  corroborate  much  tliat 
^ftad  preceded  it. 

Matters  were  now  looking  gloomy  indeed.  Quentin  became 
sick  at  heart ;  he  drained  his  water-jug,  yet  his  lips  grew  parched 
and  dry;  he  felt  the  toils  closing  around  him,  ana  already,  in 
fancy,  he  heard  the  president  passing  the  terrible  sentence  of 
death! 

The  hitter  conviction  came  home  to  his  soul,  that  hate  and 
wiles,  against  which  it  was  in  vain  for  innocence  to  contend, 
were  tnumphine  over  him ;  and  that  even  if  pardoned,  the 
memory  that  he  nad  been  arraigned,  and  on  stick  cruel  charges, 
would  live ! 

"Shame  for  unmerited  reproach  and  unavailing  sorrow  for  a  lost 
youth — ^a  Blighted,  it  might  be,  a  long  life  taken  away,  and 
perhaps  by  a  shameful  death — were  some  of  the  deep,  the  bitter, 
and  stinging  emotions  felt  on  this  day  by  poor  Quentin  Kennedy 

While  that  court-martial  lasted  he  lived  a  lifetime  in  every 
hour  of  it ! 

His  declaration  or  defence,  read  by  Warriston,  was  simply  a 
recapitulation  of  some  of  the  leadmg  features  of  our  narrative, 
which  he  had  no  means  of  substantiating ;  the  mass  of  evidence 
ugainst  him  was  summed  up,  but  was  too  strong  in  some  poinds 

c  c  2. 
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to  be  easily  disposed  of.  His  youth  and  inexperience  were  dwelt 
upon,  but  it  seemed  without  much  ayaiL  Neither  did  the  wann 
manner  in  which  Major  Middkton,  Buckle,  Seijeant-major 
Calder  and  others,  bore  testimony  to  his  spotless  character,  seem 
to  Ond  much  weight.  To  satis^  the  Spaniards,  a  yictim  was 
wanted,  and  here  was  one  ready  made  to  hand. 

It  was  now  nearl^r  four  o'clock,  and  the  Court  was  about  to  be 
cleared  for  the  consideration  of  the  opinion  and  sentence,  when 
the  sharp  and  well-known  twang  of  a  French  cayaliy  trumpet 
rang  in  the  court  before  the  pala^,  and  the  tramping  of  horses 
was  heard. 

"  Thank  God !"  muttered  Askeme,  as  he  exchanged  a  rapid 
glance  with  Monkton;  **  that  muleteer  has  served  us  well !" 

At  that  moment  of  terrible  expectation  an  officer  of  the  7th 
Hussars  entered  hastily,  and  presented  a  note  to  the  judge 
advocate. 

"  What  interruption  is  this.  Captain  Conyers  ?*'  asked  Colonel 
Grant,  sternly. 

"  An  officer  from  the  French  lines,  come  in  under  a  flag  of 
truce,  requests  to  be  examined  by  the  Court  for  the  defence," 
replied  Conyers. 

Every  face  j)resent  expressed  extreme  astonishment. 

"What  is  his  name ?"  asked  the  president. 

"Eugene  de  Ribeaupierre  —  sous-lieutenant  of  the  24th 
Chasseurs  k  Cheval,"  said  Conyers,  consulting  an  embossed 
calling-card. 

"Is  it  he  whose  name  occurs  so  frequently  in  the  declaration 
of  the  prisoner  ?" 

"  Most  probably,  sir." 

"Admit  him." 

The  clank  of  a  sabre  and  the  jingle  of  steel  spurs  were  heard, 
and  then  Eugene  de  Eibeaupierre,  looking  handsome  and  ga;, 
entered,  helmet  in  hand,  and  bowed  low  to  the  Court,  ana  ali 
who  were  present. 

"  Ha,  mon  ami  r'  said  he,  shaking  Quentm's  hand  with  warmth, 
**  I  am  come  in  time,  I  hope ;  the  proceedings  are  not  yet  closed, 
monsieur  P''  he  asked  anxiously  of  the  president. 

"No — ^but  how  did  ifou  come  to  hear  of  them?"  was  the 
suspicious  question. 

"From  Kamon  Campillo,  a  muleteer  of  Miranda  del  Ebro; 
the  same  person  who  conveyed  M.  Kennedy  from  the  Villa  de 
Maciera  to  Portalegre,  and  who  was  passing  through  our  camp 
this  morning.  He  came  expressly  to  mv  tent  to  tell  me  aU 
about  it,  and  that  charges  were  to  be  made  which  I  alone  could 
refute.    I  reported  the  affair  to  my  father,  the  General,  who 
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generously  gave  me  leave  to  come  here,  with  an  escort — so  I 
have  come,  messieurs,  to  be  sworn  and  examined." 

"Askeme,"  whispered  Monkton,  "you  are  a  rare  fellow !" 

"How,  Willie?" 

"  Damme,  by  your  foresight  we  shall  yet  baffle  Crawford,  De 
Saldos,  Trevino  and  Co. !" 

"  Hush,  hush !    You  are  rash." 

It  is  almost  needless  to  describe  how  the  young  French  officer, 
after  being  duly  sworn  by  the  judge  advocate,  corroborated  in 
every  particular  the  statement  made  in  Quentin's  declaration — 
statements  of  which  he  could  have  had  no  previous  co^izance, 
save  as  an  actor  in  the  episodes  referred  to.  He  descnbed  how 
Quentin  had  saved  his  life  from  a  deliberate  attempt  at  assassina- 
tion on  the  part  of  De  Saldos,  and  became  strongly  excited  on 
referring  to  the  ^infamous  massacre  of  the  prisoners  by  Trevino. 
He  asserted  that'  the  moidores  were  taken  by  himself  from  the 
holsters  of  Raoul,  a  dead  corporal  of  his  troop,  who  found  them 
amid  the  plunder  of  Coimbra.  He  assertea,  on  his  oath  and 
honour  as  an  officer  and  chevalier  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  that 
the  movement  made  by  the  troops  of  his  father,  collaterally  with 
those  of  General  Hope  and  the  guerillas  of  Baltasar,  was  fwt 
consequent  on  any  information  given  him  by  the  prisoner,  but  had 
been  resolved  on  long  before,  as  a  printed  order  of  the  emperor, 
which  he  had  the  honour  to  lay  on  the  table,  would  amply 
testify ! 

As  for  Donna  Isidora,  he  freely  and  laughingly  acknowledged 
that  he  had  carried  her  away  from  the  villa,  and  that  she  was 
now  Madame  de  Marboeuf,  wife  of  his  friend  Jules  de  Marboeuf, 
colonel  of  the  24th,  as  the  Padre  Florez,  who,  ignorant  of  that 
auspicious  event,  had  come  to  effect  her  release  from  the  French 
camp,  could  now  substantiate,  as  he  was  now  without  the  court, 
and  ready  to  appear. 

The  long,  thin  figure  of  the  padre,  wearing  his  flowin*  soutan 
and  shovel  hat,  next  appeared  to  corroborate  all  this,  and  also  to 
state  the  sickly  condition  in  which  he  handed  over  Quentin  to 
the  muleteers  at  the  Villo  de  Maciera. 

"Every  link  is  thus  supplied  beyond  a  doubt!"  exclaimer^ 
Colonel  Grant. 

Quentin  was  acquitted  amid  a  burst  of  applause  that  found  an 
echo  in  the  hearty  hurrah  given  by  the  King's  Own  Borderers 
in  the  palace  square  with<?wt. 

"  And  now,  monsieur,"  said  Ribeaupierre,  presenting  Quentin 
with  a  valuable  diamond  ring,  "  accept  this  as  a  present  from 
madame  my  mother,  who  drew  it  from  her  finger  as  I  left  the 
camp,  with  the  request  that  you  will  wear  it  for  her  sake,  and  in 
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memory  of  the  day  on  which  yon  saved  my  life  from  ^i^ 
barbarous  Spaniard  among  the  mountains  of  Herreraela." 

Within  an  honr  after  rendering  sendee  so  vainable,  and  indeed 
so  priceless,  the  gallant  and  generous  Bibeaapierre  bad  mounted 
and  ridden  from  Alva  de  Tonnes,  attended  by  a  strong  escort,  in 
front  of  which  rode  a  Polish  lancer,  with  a  white  hanokfrchief  in 
token  of  trifce  streaming  from  the  head  of  his  lance ;  and  so 
ended — like  a  dream  to  Qoentin— this  episode,  this  chivafaric 
intervention,  which  was  dictated  by  a  noble  spirit  worthy  of  the 
knightly  days  of  the  Chevalier  Bayard,  or  of  Bertrand  da 
(juesdin. 


CHAPTER  LXVI, 

LOYE  HE. 

**  You  do  return  me  back  on  memory's  path 
To  dear  remembered  scenes.    Old  Scotland's 
It  is  a  glorious  land!     I  loi^t  to  roam. 
Doubly  a  lorer,  'mong  its  wudest  cbanns; 
Its  glens,  its  rocky  coast,  its  towering  diffii 
Come  o'er  me  like  a  dream  of  infSuicy, 
Startling  the  soul  to  momentary  rapture ; 
It  is  the  voice  of  home !" — Daviex. 

Two  or  three  days  passed  before  Qaentin  quite  recovered  his 
eqnanimitT,  or  felt  assured  of  his  safety,  and  then  as  the  whole 
affair  of  the  court-martial  seemed  like  a  ni^t-mare,  he  might 
have  deemed  it  dl  a  dream,  but  for  the  occasional  comments  and 
congratulations  of  his  friends,  and  for  the  splendid  gift  of  Madame 
de  Bibeaupierre,  which  he  prized  greatly  for  its  whole  history, 
and  which  he  longed  greatly  to  place  on  one  of  Flora  Warrender's 
tinv  fingers. 

Three  days  after  the  sitting  of  the  court,  tidings  came  to  Alva 
that  Baltasar  de  Saldos  and  his  guerilla  (orct  had  suffered  a  shmp 
repulse  with  great  loss  by  the  French,  whose  post  at  Fonteveras 
they  had  attacked  with  unexampled  fury  ana  blind  rashness— 
both  perhaps  inspired  by  Boima  Isidora's  defection  from  her 
country's  cause— and  that  in  the  confused  retreat  upon  Hope's 
picquets,  the  luckless  Baltasar  had  been  shot  dead  by  one  of 
the  Westphalian  Light  Horse. 

We  are  not  ashamed  to  sajr  that  Qaentin  on  hearing  this  from 
Major  Middleton,  felt  a  species  of  relief,  self-preservation  being 
one  of  the  first  laws  of  nature,  and  he  never  could  have  felt 
himself  perfectly  safe  in  Spain  while  Baltasar  de  Saldos  trod  its 
soil 
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Reflection  on  all  the  past  served  but  to  embitter  tbe  disgnst 
Mid  wrath  with  which  he  viewed  the  bearing  of  Cosmo  Crawford 
at  the  recent  trial,  and  the  terrible  and  hopeless  malevolence  he 
exhibited  in  reference  to  the  episode  at  Kilhenzie,  an  affair  which 
there  was  some  difSculty  in  explaining,  without  referring  to  other 
and  irrelevant  matters ;  so  Quentin  burned  with  impatient  eager- 
ness for  a  general  engagement  with  the  French,  for  anything 
that  would  serve  to  bl(3;  out  the  recollection  of  his  late  unmerited 
humiliation ;  but  he  never  thought  of  the  enemy  now  without 
the  face,  figure,  and  voice  of  his  friend  Ribeaupierre  rising  up* 
braidin^y  before  him. 

Cosmo  could  have  dismissed  Quentin  from  the  regiment,  with 
or  without  cause,  a  coknvd  being  himself  sole  judge  of  tbe  ex- 
pediency  of  so  gettinsr  rid  of  a  volunteer ;  but  he  was  ashamed 
that  hifl  own  family  snouid  hear  of  an  aet  so  petty.  The  onus 
of  the  futile  court-martial  Mi  on  the  general  of  division,  and 
there  were  many  chances  s^ain&t  Quentin  ever  relating^  its^  secret 
history  at  Rohallion,  as  ere  long  bullets  would  be  flying  thick  as 
winter  hail. 

Amid  that  confidence  which  is  inspired  by  a  borrachio-skin  of 
good  Valdepenas,  varied  by  stiff  brandv-and-water,  Quentin,  so 
far  as  he  deemed  necessary  or  right,  made  "  a  clean  breast  of  it " 
to  his  friends  and  comrades,  and  detailed  anew  his  adventures  on 
the  road  from  Herrraruela  and  at  the  Villa  de  Maciera.  Though 
he  was  complimented  by  Warriston  and  Askeme,  whose  praise 
was  of  value,  there  were  not  a  few,  such  as  Monkton,  Colville, 
Ensigns  Colyear,  Boyle  and  others,  who  Israghed  immoderately, 
and  voted  him  "  a  downright  spoon  " — wishing  "  such  jolly  good* 
luck  had  been  theirs  as  to  have  a  dazzling  Castilian  chucking 
herself  at  their  heads.'* 

"  Yes,  damme,"  said  Monkton,  '"1  should  have  had  another 
story  to  tell ;  tbongh,  certainly,  Kennedy,  your  Dulcinea  did  not 
*let  concealment  like  a  worm  'i  the  bud* — how  does  the  quota- 
tion end  F  Now,  Pimple,  are  yon  going  to  keep  that  blessed 
borrachio-skin  all  night  P  Why,  man,  yon  have  squeezed  it  till 
it  hasc  become  like  a  half-empty  bagpipe.'' 

Elsewhere  we  have  mentioned  tnat,  after  readmg  the  famous 
newspaper  pairagraph  which  made  such  a  commotion  among  the 
seclud^  househola  at  Hdtallion,  the  opiartermaster  offer^  to 
write  to  Quentin,  and  that  Flora  gave  him  a  tiny  note  to  enclose 
in  his  letter.  So  it  was  on  this  night,  when  returning  from 
Monkton's  billet  to  his  own,  with  a  head  none  of  the  ctearest, 
after  talking  a  vast  deal,  smoking  cigars  and  drinking  the 
country  wine,  that  Qaemtin  was  startled — comnletely  sobered,  in 
laet — by  his  servant  placing  in  his  hand  a  tetter,  and  saying 
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briefly  that  **  the  mail  had  come  up  that  evening  from  the  rear," 
which  meant  from  Lisbon.  This  letter  was  covered  by  such,  a 
multitude  of  post-marks  that  some  time  elapsed  before  Queatin 
could  bring  himself  to  examine  the  contents ;  nor,  in  his  mate 
astonishment,  did  he  do  so,  until  he  had  fuUy  deciphered  the 
address,  which  was  in  old  John  Girvan's  hand,  and  the  seal,  an 
antiquated  button  of  the  25th  !Foot,  with  the  number,  of  course, 
reversed.  Every  word  seemed  like  a  voice  from  home,  and  all 
the  past — faces,  forms,  scenes,  and  places,  came  like  a  living  and 
movmg  panorama  on  his  memory.  Then,  almost  giddy  with 
delight,  a  heart  tremulous  with  anxiety,  and  eyes  that  grew 
moist--so  moist,  indeed,  that  for  some  seconds  he  could  see  no 
more  than  that  the  letter  was  dated  more  than  a  month  back, 
Qaentin  was  striving  to  read  the  square,  old-fashioned  writing  of 
his  early  friend,  woen  something  dropped  from  between  the 
pages — ^a  tiny  note,  sealed  by  blue  wax — the  crest  a  hare  sejant, 
the  cognisance  of  the  Warrenders.  Excited  anew,  he  opened 
this  with  extreme  care  but  tremulous  haste.  It  was  a  single 
sheet  of  note-paper,  on  which  two  words  were  written,  in  a  hand 
he  knew  right  well — From  Flora — and  in  it  was  a  valuable  ring, 
studded  with  precious  stones. 

We  are  compelled  to  admit  that  Qaentin  kissed  the  words  and 
the  ring  some  dozen  times  or  so  before  he  put  the  paper  contain- 
ing the  former  next  his  heart,  in  the  most  approvea  manner  of 
all  lovers,  and  the  circlet  on  his  fin^r,  where  he  continued  to 
admire  it  from  time  to  time,  while  deciphering  the  long  and  some- 
what prosy,  but  kind  letter  of  his  worthy  old  friend,  who  evidently 
knew  nothing  about  the  unlucky  court-martial  being  on  the  tapis 
when  he  wrote  it,  Lord  Rohallion's  startling  reply  from  the 
Horse  Guards  not  having  then  arrived. 

"  My  dear  Quentin, — And  so  by  God's  providence,  through 
the  humble  medium  of  a  stray  newspaper,  we  have  found  you  at 
last !  Ye  rash  and  ungrateful  callant,  to  leave  us  all  in  such  a 
fashion,  and  well-nigh  unto  demented  lest  you  had  come  to  skaith 
or  evil.  I'll  never  forget  the  night  the  news  first  came  to  Ro* 
hallion  that  you  had  been  found.  You  mind  o'  my  auld  Flanders 
greybeard — the  Roman  amphora,  as  the  dominie  calls  it — he  and 
I,  wi'  SpiUsby  and  auld  Jack  Andrews,  emptied  it  to  the  last 
drop,  drinking  your  health,  pouring  forth  libations  in  your 
honour,  as  Symon  Skail  hath  it,  and  singing  '  Should  auld  ac- 
quaintance be  forgot '  as  we  have  never  sung  it  since  Bobbie 
Burns  left  Mossgiel.  ■ 

"  And  so,  Quentin,  my  lad,  ye  have  gone  forth  even  as  I  went, 
nigh  half  a  century  ago,  and  have  joined  the  glorious  old  26th 
too  1     The  Lord's  blessing  be  on  the  old  number,  wherever  it  be 
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—even  on  tjie  head  of  a  beer  barrel !  I  joined  the  Borderers 
with  little  more  than  my  father's  benediction  on  my  head,  and, 
what  served  me  better,  one  of  my  mother's  pease-bannocks  in 
my  pouch.  After  Minden  I  came  home  a  corporal,  and  prond  I 
am  to  say,  that  I  was  the  poor  wayworn  soldier-lad  whom  Burns 
saw  passing  the  inn  at  Brownhill,  and  whom  he  invited  to  share 
his  supper  on  the  night  he  wrote  his  song — 

'  When  wild  war's  deadly  blast  had  blawn.' 

But  ere  long,  by  putting  my  trust  in  Providence  (and  a  gude 
deal  in  pipeclay),  I  became,  as  I  am  now,  and  hope  you  one  day 
shall  be,  a  commissioned  officer ! 

"  As  for  Cosmo  the  Master,  I  fear  me  you*ll  find  him  a  harsh 
and  severe  colonel.  He  was  aye  a  dour  laddie,  and  a  heartbreak 
to  his  mother. 

"The  Lord  and  the  Lady  Rohallion,  and  a'  body  here,  down 
to  the  running  footman,  send  you  their  best  remembrances.  Miss 
Flora,  of  Ardgour,  writes  for  herself,  and  what  her  note  com  ains 
is  no  business  of  mine.  Yesterday  I  caught  her  looking  at  the 
map  of  Spain  in  the  library,  and  then  she  turned  to  that  of 
Europe. 

*'  *  Girvanmains,  it  seems  only  the  length  of  a  finger  from  here 
to  Spain,' said  she,  placing  a  bonnie  white  hand  on  the  map, 
*  ana  yet  it  is  so  far — so  ver^  far  away  !' 

"  She  often  comes  into  my  snu^^gery  and  speaks  of  you,  with 
her  eyes  and  heart  full.  She  has  taken  your  terrier  as  her 
peculiar  care,  and  sees  that  the  gamekeeper  has  your  guns  always 
m  order,  for  she  looks  forward,  doubtless,  to  a  time  when  you 
will  need  them  again. 

"She  is  as  handsome  and  high-spirited  as  ever!  Young 
Ferny  of  Femwoodlee,  dangles  pretty  closely  about  her  now,  and 
village  gossips  say  they  may  make  a  good  match,  as  his  lands  march 
with  the  haughs  of  Ardgour.  If  they  do,  I  am  sure  you  wont 
care  much  about  it  now,  for  active  service  rubs  all  soft  nonsense 
out  of  a  young  fellovtr's  head,  just  as  his  waistbelt  rubs  his  coat 
bare,  (fiow  uttle  the  worthy  quartermaster,  as  he  blundered  on, 
eonceived  that  he  was  now  sticking  pins  and  needles  into  poor 
Quentin  b^  this  incidental  communication  about  the  young  fox- 
hunting laird  of  Femwoodlee !) 

"A  long  war  is  before  us,  Quentin,  lad,  and  you're  certain  to 
rise  in  the  service  and  be  spoken  about*  in  future  times,  as  Wolfe 
and  Abercrombie  are  now.  Maybe  I'll  not  live  to  see  the  day — 
but  1  know  that  it  mil  happen  for  all  that,  when  the  grass  is 

f  rowing  green  above  me  in  the  auld  kirkyard  up  the  glen.     The 
ominie — he  is  sitting  opposite  me  brewing  nis  toddy  at  this 
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noment — hopes  that  you  have  not  fallen  into  the  vile  habit  of 
attering  oaths — a  habit  peculiar  to  gentlemen  of  onr  army  ever 
since  it  *  swore  so  terribly  in  Flanders/    He  bids  me  say  that 
*from  a  common  custom  of  swearing,  according  to  Hierocles 
(some  Roman  loon,  I  warrant)  men  easily  slide  into  falsity; 
therefore  do  not  use  to  swear.'    He  also  hopes  that  you  arc 
not  becoming  contaminated  in  those  realms  ot  the  Pope,  who, 
though  he  founded  all  the  bishoprics  and  most  of  the  universities 
of  Christendom,  enjoyeth  the  evil  repute  of  being  little  better 
thim  a  Pagan  and  idolater  among  us  here  in  Carrick.     Moreover, 
ye  are  in  an  especial  manner  to  avoid  the  snares  of  the  female 
sex,  and  remember  the  mischief  that  was  wrought  by  a  light 
limmer  named  Helen  of  Troy.    From  myself,  dear  Quentin,  I 
say  avoid  all  duellists,  drunkards,  gamblers,  and  fools ;  as  a 
good  old  friend  of  mine  saith  in  his  book, '  Provide  for  your  soo^ 
and  God  will  provide  for  your  honour.    If  your  name  be  forgot 
in  the  annals  of  time,  it  will  make  a  noble  figure  in  the  muster* 
roll  of  eternity/    If  you  are  short  of  the  needful,  I  have  still  a 
few  more  shot  in  the  locker,  so  fail  not  to  draw  on  me  through 
Greenwood  and  Cox,  or  your  paymaster.    I  would  give  much,  if 
I  had  it,  to  have  one  glimpse  of  the  old  corps  again,  thoogh  no 
one  in  it,  I  suppose,  remembers  old  John  Girvan  now !     Are  the 
bringers-up  still  dressed  from  the  right  flank  by  a  flam  on  the 
drum  ?    Does  the  colonel  still  use  a  speaking-trumpet  ?     Is  the 
point  of  war  beaten  now  in  honour  of  everv  new  commission  f 
Are  the  sergeants'  pikes  still  stretchers  for  the  wounded  P    Are 
pigtails  always  dressed  straight  by  the  back  seam  of  the  coa^ 
and — but  Lord!  Lord !  what  am  I  asking*^    I  clean  foieet  that 
the  service  is  going  to  the  devil,  for  the  order  that  abolisned  the 
queues  will  be  the  ruin  of  it,  from  the  Horse  Guards  to  the 
Hottentot  battalions  !    I  ean't  fancy  the  2Sth,  like  the  Manx 
cats,  with  their  tails  cut  off !     In  my  time  there  would  have  been 
open  mutiny  if  the  atrocity  had  been  attempted.    £ven  the  hair- 
powder  is  passing  out  of  fashion  now,  unless  a  colonel  happens 
to  be  powoered  by  time.    Gentlemaidy  spirit  will  pass  away  too, 
and  the  cautious  time  will  come  when  a  man  will  think  imce  ber 
fore  acceptinfif  an  invitation  to  yo  ottt  with  a  brother  officer  and 
breathe  the  morning  air,  about  reveiUez,  at  ten  paces,  with  a  pair 
of  saw-handled  pops. 

"  In  Rohallion's  time,  the  25th  used  to  wear  their  hair  ani 
pigtails  so  floured  and  pomatumed  that  many  a  good  meal  the 
barrack  rats  have  made  off  our  caputs,  when  we  layasleep  on  the 
wood  benches  of  the  guard -house.  Ajid  they  (the  Horse  Ckuurds, 
we  presume)  have  substituted  cloth  pantaloons  for  the  pipe- 
clayed breeches  in  which  we  fought  at  Minden  and  New  loik. 
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This  may  be  an  improvement,  for,  in  my  time,  our  pipeclayed 
smalls  were  often  a  mass  of  mud  on  the  march,  and  in  wet 
weather  one  might  as  well  have  been  in  a  bog  of  quick  lime,  for 
they  regularly  skinned  us.  And  now,  Quentin,  my  dear,  dear 
laddie,  to  close  an  ower  lang  letter." 

To  Askeme,  who  came  in  at  that  moment,  Quentin  showed  the 
letter  ol  the  worthy  veteran,  and  it  proved  to  the  captain  a 
source  of  some  amusement,  so  quaint  and  old-fashion^  were 
Girvan's  ideas  of  the  regiment  and  of  the  service. 

"  Well,  Kennedy,  what  does  Miss  Flora's  letter  contain— eh  ?'* 
asked  Askerne,  with  a  waggish  smile. 

"Don't  jest,  pray — I  depend  on  your  honour.'* 
"  You  may,  indeed,  Quentin." 
"  It  contained  only  this  ring." 

"Oho!"  exclaimed  Askerne,  with  a  merry  laugh,   "these 
stones  tpll  a  story,  my  friend." 
"A  story!" 
"Yes.'* 
"How?" 

"  Is  it  possible  that  you  don't  know  ?  Read  their  names  ; , 
collect  the  initial  letters,  and  tell  me  what  thev  make  P" 

" Lapis-lazuli,  opal,  verdeantique,  emerali  malachite,  eme- 
rald." 

"  Well— what  are  these  ?" 

"Love  me  !"  said  Quentin,  colouring  with  pleasure  and 
surprise. 

"  The  language  of  the  stones  seems  new  to  you,  Kennedy ; . 
but  you  are  m  luck,  my  friend.    Who  is  the  donor." 
"A  dear,  dear  friend." 

"  Flora,  you  say — are  you  sure  it  is  not  Donna  Isidora  P" 
"Impossible — ^thank  Hea^ren! — a  Miss  Flora  Warrinder." 
"  Warrender — ^Warrender— I  know   that  name ;   is  she   of 
Ardgour  ?" 
"The  same." 

"Her  father  fell  at  the  head  of  the  Gorsican  Rangers,  vst 
pt.    I  knew  him  welL" 

iTou*  will  not  spejJc  of  this  before  our  fellows  P"   ui^d 
Quentin,  earnestly. 

"Betray  confidence!  you  have  my  word,  Kennedy.  And 
now  let  me  to  bed.  I  am  for  the  baggage-guard ;  as  we  are 
falling  back,  its  starts  with  the  artillery,  two  lK)urs  before  the 
division  marches  to-morrow." 

•  The  ring  had  now  a  new  interest  in  Quentin's  eyes,  and  h& 
was  never  tired  of  reading  the  six  mystical  stones. 
"  Dearest  Flora,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  how  happy  I  am^  now 
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that  not  even  that  lovely  Spaniard  could  for  a  moment  tempt 
me  to  forget  you  !** 

For  all  that,  the  "lovely  Spaniard"  was  very  near  doing  a 
vast  deal  of  mischief. 

Finding  that  he  was  alone,  and  all  was  quiet  iii  his  billet, 
he  sat  far  into  the  hours  of  the  silent  night,  writing  a  long 
letter  to  his  friend  the  quartermaster — ^the  story  of  his  past  ad- 
♦ventures ;  and  to  Flora  he  enclosed  the  only  gift  he  possessed— 
the  ring  of  Madame  de  Bibeaupierre — with  its  remarKable  story, 
and  he  had  barely  sealed  the  envelope  when  he  heard  the  warn- 
ing bugle  for  the  baggage-guard  to  turn  out  sounding  in  the 
dark  and  silent  streets  of  Alva;  and  then,  with  a  weary  head,  he 
nought  his  pallet,  and  without  undressing,  courted  sleep  for 
a  couple  of  hours,  before  the  drums  of  the  division  beat  the 
gen^rale. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

THE     OLD     BRIGADIER. 

"  I  cannot  deem  why  men  so  toil  for  fame, 
A  porter  is  a  porter,  though  his  load 
Be  the  ocean^  world,  and  although  his  road 

Be  down  the  ages.    What  is  in  a  name? 

Ah !  'tis  our  spirit's  curse  to  strive  and  seek. 
Although  its  heart  is  rich  in  pearls  and  ores. 
The  sea  complains  upon  a  thousand  shores ; 

Sea-like  we  moan  for  ever." — Alexander  Smith. 

By  this  time  the  snows  of  a  bleak  and  early  winter  lay  deep  in  the 
grassy  glens  and  on  the  heathery  hills  of  Carrick ;  the  mountaui 
bums  and  rivulets  that  whilome  flowed  to  the  Doon  and  the  Girvan 
were  frozen  hard  and  fast,  and,  suspended  in  mid-air,  the  cascade 
of  the  Lollards'  Linn  hung  under  its  gothic  arch  like  the  beard 
of  Father  Christmas.  Long  icicles  hung  from  the  eaves  of  the 
houses  and  from  the  quaint  stone  gurgoyles  of  the  old  square 
keep.  The  sound  of  the  woodman's  axe  echoed  in  the  brown 
thickets  of  Ardgour,  and  everywhere  the  hedges  and  trees  were 
being  lopped  and  trimmed  by  the  shears  or  bifl-hook  of  the  gar- 
dener and  husbandman.  In  the  clear  frosty  air,  from  many  a 
imountain  loch  rang  up  the  cheers  of  the  jovial  curlers,  and  many 
a  hearty  fellow  anticipated  the  banquet  of  salt  beef  and  greens, 
with  steaming  whisky  toddy,  that  closed  Ids  day's  sport,  at  the 
Rohallion  Arms  in  Maybole. 

The  cattle  were  in  their  heather-roofed  shielings  on  the  sheltered 
sides  of  the  hills,  the  dusky  smoke  of  the  ruddy  winter  fire,  as- 
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cended  into  the  clear  blue  air  from  manj-  a  happy  hearth  and 
thatched  liomestead ;  but,  as  the  roads  were  buried  deep  in  snow,. 
news  of  the  distant  war  in  Spain  come  slowly  and  uncertainly  to- 
such  remote  dwellings  as  the  castle  of  Rohallion — how  much  more 
uncertainly  and  slowly  to  those  glens  in  Sutherland  and  Ross, 
where  a  few  heaps  of  stones  amid  the  desert  waste  wm  mark  the 
birthplaces  of  those  who  manned  the  ranks  of  our  noblest  Scottish 
regiments  in  that  old  and  glorious  war. 

As  yet  no  further  tidings  had  been  heard  either  of  Quentin 
Kennedy  or  of  his  court-martial.  All  that  had  been  heard  at 
home,  through  the  columns  of  the  London  Courier,  was  that  the- 
slender  army  of  Sir  John  Moore  was  falling  back  before  the  over- 
whelming masses  of  the  enemy,  and  that  ere  long  all  might  be 
confusion  in  its  ranks — perhaps  dismay ! 

After  the  receipt  of  the  Adjutant-General  Sir  Harry  Calvert's 
letter,  the  public  papers  were  searched  in  vain  for  further  tidings  of 
QuentinKennedy,  but  none  were  found.  "Our  own  correspondent," 
with  his  camp-gossip,  had  no  place  in  the  newspaper  columns  of 
those  days.  Tne  mails  were  then  often  late  and  always  uncer- 
tain ;  many  that  came  by  sea  were  lost  between  storms  and  priva- 
teers, and  the  vague  anxiety  of  Quentin's  friends  gradually  became 
painful  suspense,  and  amid  it  Lord  B^halhon  once  more  wrote  with 
energy  recommending  his  young  prot6g6  to  the  duke. 

Dinner  was  over,  and  the  wax-candles  had  been  lighted  in  the 
antique  yellow  drawing-room ;  Lady  Rohallion  was  engaged,  ac- 
cordmg  to  her  wont,  upon  some  piece  of  knitthig  for  the  poor 
old  folks  on  the  estate ;  her  grey  liair,  somewhat  needlessly  pow- 
dered, was  dressed  back  as  ot  old.  Lord  Rohallion  had  brought 
his  decanter  of  claret  with  him  into  the  drawing-room,  and  there 
he  sat,  in  a  cushioned  easy-chair,  gazing  dreamily  into  the  large 
fire  that  blazed  in  the  old-fashioned  brass-basket  between  the 
delf-lined  jambs  of  the  fireplace. 

Flora  was  idling  over  the  piano,  practising  the  "  Battle  of 
Prague,"  the  Duke  of  York's  grand  march,  or  some  such  piece 
of  music  then  in  vogue  with  young  ladies,  and  near  her  hovered 
her  present  admirer,  Jack  Perny  of  Fernwoodlee,  a  good-looking 
but  brainless  young  fellow  with  sandy  hair  and  a  pea-green 
hunting-coat' of  the  fast  kind  worn  when  the  Pavilion  was  in  its 
glory  at  Brighton.  Perny's  estate  was  a  small  one,  and  he  was 
evidently,  as  gossips  said,  "doing  his  best  to  make  ducks  and 
drives  of  it.  He  was  strongly  addicted  to  betting,  and  was  a 
keen  fox-hunter  and  sportsman.  Beyond  the  kennel  or  the  stable 
he  had  very  few  ideas ;  and  so  little  capabihty  had  he  of  adapting 
his  conversation  to  time,  place,  or  person,  that  he  was  now  pros- 
ing away  to  the  preoccupied  Flora  about  sporting  matters.    First 
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it  was  of  a  famous  match  against  time  by  the  noted  pedestrian. 
Captain  Barclay  of  Urie ;  and  next,  how,  when  coursing  among 
the  Carriok  hills,  his  two  favourite  stag-hounds  so  pressea  a  hare 
chey  had  put  up  yesterday,  that  she  leaped  down  a  precipice 
more  than  fifty  feet  in  height,  and  then  the  hounds  followed 
without  the  slightest  hesitation. 

"Good  heavens!  they  were  killed,  of  course!"  said  Flora, 
looking  up  with  wonder. 

"  Kuled,  Miss  Warrender  ?— egad,  tio  !  To  the  astonisliment 
of  us  all,  we  saw  puss  and  the  hounds  scouring  along  the  road 
towards  May  bole;  but  the  Ayr  stage,  coming  up  with  four  spank- 
ing greys,  caused  her  to  make  for  a  field  of  grass,  and  tkou^ 
turned  five  several  times  by  the  hounds,  she  made  her  escape  down 
a  bum  at  last,  for  of  course  they  lost  the  scent." 

Finding  that  Flora  had  relapsed  into  listlessness,  and  that  he 
failed  to  interest  her  by  his  scraps  of  information  on  the  New- 
market Graven  meeting,  such  as  his  horse  Bolla,  eight  stone, 
running  against  Lord  Sackville's  Tag,  also  eight  stone,  n cross  the 
flat  for  a  tliousand  guineas,  and  that  three  to  one  was  being  taken 
onKoUa ;  that  the  betting  was  even  at  Epsom  on  the  brown  colt, 
by  Eclipse,  out  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  other  gossip  of  similar 
•cmuracter,  he  was  compelled  to  resume  his  place  near  the  old  lord, 
who  was  just  in  the  act  of  pressing  him  politely  to  join  in  another 
glass  of  claret,  when  Jack  Andrews  limped  in  with  a  letter,  which 
the  running-footman  had  at  that  moment  brought  from  Maybole. 
The  mail  from  Ayr  had  broken  down  near  the  bank  of  the  Boon 
in  the  snow,  and  the  guard  had  brought  on  the  bags  to  Balrymple, 
on  one  of  the  horses,  at  the  risk  of  bis  life.  Oblong  and  official, 
the  cover  of  the  letter  showed  that  it  was  ''  On  His  Majesty's 
service." 

"  News  of  Quentin  Kennedy,  doubtless,"  said  Lord  Kohallion, 
peering  about  for  his  eye-glass. 

"  i  pray  God  it  be  not  unfortunate  news  about  Cosmo  I"  thought 
Lady  Winifred,  for  the  tidings  that  came  to  many  a  poor  momer 
in  those  days  of  war  were  sad  enough  sometimes. 

Fernwoodlee,  who  had  seen  Quentin  Kennedy,  and  knew  the 
rumours  concerning  him  and  Flora,  observed  with  aimoyance  that 
she  was  pale  and  colourless  with  ill-concealed  interest,  as  she  drew 
near  Lord  Eohallion,  who  on  opening  the  missive  found  that  it 
referred  neither  to  Quentin  nor  Cosmo,  but  to  kmsel/,  and  was 
from  Sir  Harry  Calvert,  who  wrote,  that  "  by  the  direction  of  his 
Eoyal  Highness  the  Field-Marshal  Commandmg-in-Chief,  he  had 
the  pleasure  to  acquaint  him  that  his  lordship's  repeated  applica- 
tions and  wishes  for  command  of  a  br%ade  could  now  be  gratified, 
and  that  his  name  would  a^ear  in  the  next  Bazettei  and  thatai 
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troops  were  being  assembled  in  great  force  at  Sbomoliffe  camp, 
his  Royal  Highness  hoped  that  his  lordship  would,  within  a  week, 
be  ready  to  set  out  for  that  place,  where  bis  services  were  greatly 
required,  and  where  his  proper  staff  would  be  selected." 

This  announcement  fell  with  a  startling  effect  upon  Lord  and 
Lady  Rohallion. 

**  Appointed  to  a  brigade — a  brigade  for  foreign  service !  My 
dear  Reynold,  you  cannot  for  a  moment  think  of  accepting  this 
4»mmana  P"  said  Lady  Winifred,  anxiously  taking  his  right  hand 
between  her  own. 

"  I  applied  for  it,  as  you  are  aware,  dearest,  repeatedly." 

"  About  the  time  of  the  first  unhappy  expedition  to  Egypt ; 
but  you  have  long  since  relinquished  all  idea  of  serving  again, 
And  now — ^now,  Reynold " 

"  I  am  bound  to  accent  it,  Winny,"  said  he.  "  I  am  well  up 
the  list  of  major-generals,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile,  "and 
must  do  something  for  promotion.  I  may  be  a  field-marshal  yet, 
Winny,  and  a  K.G.  to  boot." 

Perhaps  in  his  secret  heart  he  would  rather  have  wished  that 
this  command  had  not  been  offered  him ;  he  felt  that  he  was 
rather  old  now,  and  that  he  had  too  long  settled  down  into  the 
easy  tenor  of  a  quiet  country  life  to  care  for  the  hurly-burly  and 
anxiety  of  leading  a  brigade — it  might  ultimately  be  a  division — 
in  the  field ;  but  he  knew  that  honour  and  duty  compelled  him 
to  accept  it.  Thus  he  wrote  to  the  adjutant-general  that  very 
night  accepting  the  command,  and  again  urging  that  something 
ahould  be  done  for  his  young  proteg^,  Quentin  Kennedy. 

The  letter  left  by  the  mail  next  morning,  and  Lord  Rohallion 
prepared  to  bid  farewell  once  more  to  the  old  mansion  of  his 
forefathers,  and  to  buckle  on  the  same  sword  that  he  had  drawn 
on  the  plains  of  Minden,  when  a  stripling  ensign,  forty-nine  years 
before. 

It  was  with  sad  forebodings  that  Lady  Rohallion  prepared 
to  break  up  her  quiet  and  happy  household,  and  bid  fare- 
well to  friends  and  neighbours,  for  she  proposed,  in  the  first 
instance,  to  accompany  her  dear  old  husband  to  Shorncliffe,  and 
Flora,  their  ward,  who  could  not  be  left  behind,  to  the  unmistak- 
able dismay  of  young  Femwoodlee,  was  to  go  with  them. 

She  was  the  only  one  who  felt  any  pleasure  in  the  anticipated 
change  and  long  journey  by  post-horses,  as  it  promised  at  least 
all  that  novelty  so  charming  to  a  young  girl. 

Poor  Lady  Rohallion !  She  knew  that  by  her  husband's  fre- 
quently expressed  desire  for  military  employment  he  was  bound 
in  honour  to  accept  the  first  command  offered  bim  by  the  Duke 
of  York,  his  old  friend  and  comrade.    She  bad  long  feared  the 
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crisis,  but,  as  time  passed  on  and  no  appointment  came,  sbe 
ceased  to  think  of  it ;  but  now  it  had  come  at  last,  and  when 
least  expected,  and  she  was  abont  to  be  subjected  to  a  double 
separation,  from  her  husband  and  her  son. 

Gut  off  as  Britain  was  then  from  the  continent,  the  majority 
of  its  people  had  few  views  or  sympathies  beyond  their  own  firQ- 
side  or  immediate  circle.  The  scene  of  the  probable  campaign 
in  which  Eohallion  would  serve,  was  wild  and  remote,  the 
people  desperate  and  lawless;  our  force  in  the  field  small, 
when  compared  with  the  masses  of  the  dreaded  and  then  ab- 
horred French.  She  could  perceive  that  her  courtly  old  lord 
vacillated  between  sincere  sorrow  for  leaving  her  and  a  love  for 
his  profession,  with  a  hope  of  distinguishing  himself  and  trying 
his  stren^h  and  skill  agsonst  some  of  the  famous  marshals  of  the 
new  empire — ^the  heroes  of  the  Italian,  German,  and  Egyptian  cam- 
pai^ — those  corporals  of  le  petit  caporal,  who  had  picked  up 
their  epaulettes  on  the  barricades  of  Paris,  or  at  the  foot  of  the 
guillotme  on  which  King  Louis  and  the  noblest  in  France  died ; 
for  thus  were  the  marshal  dukes  of  the  great  emperor  viewed  by 
the  high-flying  aristocracy  of  the  Pitt  administration,  in  the  old 
fighting  days  **  when  George  the  Third  was  king." 

Lord  Cockburn,  in  his  "  Memorials,"  describes,  with  hxpipj 
fidelity,  "  a  singular  race  of  old  Scottish  ladies,"  that  have  com- 
pletely passed  away.  "They  were,"  says  he,  a  "delijrhtful  set; 
strong-headed,  warm-hearted,  and  high-spirited;  the  fire  of  their 
tempers  not  always  latent ;  merry  even  in  solitude ;  indifferent 
about  the  modes  and  habits  of  the  modern  world,  and  adhering 
to  their  own  ways,  so  as  to  stand  out  like  primitive  rocks  above 
ordinary  society.  Their  prominent  qualities  of  sense,  humour, 
affection,  and  spirit,  were  embodied  in  curious  outsides^  for  all 
dressed,  and  spoke,  and  did  exactly  as  they  chose ;  their  lan- 
guage, like  their  habits,  entirely  Scottish,  but  without  any  other 
vulgarity  than  what  perfect  naturalness  is  sometimes  taken  for.** 

One  of  that  genuine  race  was  the  handsome  and  stately  old 
Lady  Winifred  of  Rohallion. 

A  Scottish  ladv  of  the  kindly  old  school,  one  who  in  infancy 
had  been  nursed  and  fondled  by  warm-hearted  and  periwigged 
old  gentlemen  and  hoopskirted  gentlewomen,  who  boasted  that 
they  were  the  last  of  the  true  old  Scots,  bom  when  a  Stuart  was 
on  the  throne,  and  before  their  country  was  sold  by  the  Whigs ; 
she  who  in  girlhood  had  seen  and  known  many  of  the  gallant  and 
loyal  who  had  dined  and  drunk  with  Kilmarnock  and  ^almerino, 
and  who  had  drawn  their  swords  for  James  VIIL  at  Falkirk  and 
CuUoden;  who  treasured  in  secret  the  white  rose,  and  yearly 
drank  to  "  the  king  ower  the  water " — ^she  felt  now  that  she 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  king's   own   BORDERERS.  401 

woald  be  sadly  at  a  loss  and  strange  among  English  modem 
society.  Her  local  ideas  and  usefulness,  ber  strong  Jacobite 
sympathies  and  loyalty  to  a  dead  race  of  kings,  her  nervous 
terror  of  democracy  and  foreigners,  might  pass  for  eccentricity  f 
but  how  could  those  among  whom  she  would  now  be  tlurown 
know  or  understand  her  little  weakness  for  the  genealogy,  con- 
nexions, and  past  glories  of  the  Maxwells  of  Nithsdale  and  the 
Crawfords  of  Ex)hallion  P  for  she  knew  them  to  be  people  who 
spoke  of  the  late  cardinal-duke  as  "  the  dead  Pretender ;"  who 
voted  all  that  was  not  English  absurd  or  vulgar,  and  who  basked 
in  the  rays  of  the  star  of  Brunswick  as  it  beamed  on  the  breast 
of  "  the  first  gentleman  in  Europe,"  the  future  George  IV. ;  with 
her  powder  and  patches,  her  broad  Scottish  accent,  and  her  high- 
heeled  shoes,  she  felt  that  she  would  be,  in  such  an  atmosphere, 
an  anachronism — ^a  fish  out  of  water !  These  minor  considera- 
tions of  self,  however,  were  completely  merged  or  lost  eventually 
in  distress  at  the  prospect  of  being  separated  from  her  husband, 
and  in  dread  of  the  perils  and  hardships  he  might  have  to  encoun- 
ter at  the  seat  of  war — at  his  advanced  years,  too ! 

To  add  to  her  anxiety,  the  death-watch  had  ticked  for  several 
nights  in  the  four-poster  of  the  great  old  state  bedroom,  and  this 
devilish  little  pediculua  wrought  the  good  lady  as  much  alarm  as 
Sir  Harry  Calvert's  missive  from  the  Horse  Guards  had  done. 

Amid  all  this.  Flora's  chief  thought  was,  that  at  Shorucliffe 
she  would  be  nearer  Quentin  Kennedy,  by  the  entire  length 
nearly  of  Britain,  and  as  Lord  Rohailion  was  to  pass  through 
London,  he  would  see  the  Buke  of  York  personally  about  him 
and  his  prospects. 

The  last  night  they  were  to  spend  in  the  old  castle  was  a  wild, 
cold,  and  bitter  one.  The  waves  of  the  Firth  of  Clyde  boiled  in 
mountains  of  white  foam  over  the  Partan  Craig,  and  as  Elsie 
Irvine  said,  **  the  yowls  of  the  sealghs  were  heard  on  the  wind, 
just  as  they  were  on  the  nicht  that  Quentin  was  shipwrecked, 
and  a'  body  kent  they  were  never  heard  for  nocht."  The  tem- 
pest roared  round  the  snow-clad  promontorv  on  which  the  old 
<»istle  stood,  and  on  this  night  one  of  the  oldest  sycamores  in  the 
avenue  was  uprooted  with  a  mighty  crash  by  the  wind,  an  omen 
decidedly  of  coming  woe.  On  that  night,  the  last  they  were  to 
spend  in  their  old  home,  sleep  scarcely  visited  the  eyes  of  either 
Ladv  Rohailion  or  her  husband.  She  was  full  of  melancholy 
forebodings,  tears,  and  prayers,  the  result  of  her  education  and 
temperament,  and  she  was  thinking  of  Flora's  parents,  of  John 
Warrender  of  A^dfiour,  who  fell  m  Egypt,  and  of  his  widow's 
broken  heart ;  ithile  in  Lord  Rohallion^s  mind,  real  regret  for 
the  coming  separation  was  mingling  with  anxieties  and  littlo 
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vanities  about  how  he  would  handle  his  brigade  in  the  field,  as 
be  had  so  long  grown  **  rusty." 

As  the  morning  dawned--the  morning  of  a  olear  and  -bright 
Deceaiber  day,  Lady  Winifred's  spirits  rose  a  little,  especiSly 
after  the  sun  burst  forth  auspiciously  from  the  parting  clouds. 
The  poor  quartermaster  was  heart-broken  with  the  ^ea  of  being 
left  bM^nd ;  but  he  had  the  household  to  lock  after,  and  all  the  H?e 
stock,  including  Quentin's  terrier  and  Flora's  birds,  all  of  whidi 
she  solemnly  committed  to  his  care.  On  this  morning,  when 
they  were  to  set  out,  trunks,  mails,  imperials,  and  aU  the  usuid 
incumbrances  of  a  long  journey  were  borne  forth  to  1^  haunted 

fate  where  the  carris^  stood,  with  its  four  horses  pawing  the 
ard  frosty  ground,  and  their  breath  ascending  like  steam  in  tlie 
clear  cold  air.  Old  Jack  Andrews  limped  about,  whistling  the 
point  of  war,  with  uneommon  vigour,  fuid  with  a  new  li^taees 
in  his  eye  and  step,  at  the  prosp^  of  seeing  military  Hfe  again. 
All  the  tenantry  of  the  estate  mustered  at  the  old  castle-ffate, 
and  the  Rohallion  volunteers,  all  in  full  uniform,  with  co^ed- 
hats  and  pigtails,  were  there  in  honour  of  the  brave  old  ^i«a- 
dier  and  nis  gentle  lady ;  and  there,  txK),  were  all  the  honsehdd, 
from  bluff  Mr.  SpiUsby  the  butler,  to  Jckai  Legate,  the  long, 
lean  running-footman,  wad  all  looked  sad  and  downhearted.  Tm 
dominie  haa  overnight  prepared  a  long  Latin  address  to  read  <» 
the  occasion,  but  happily  for  all  concerned,  he  had  left  it  beMnd 
him ;  and  now  his  great  horn  barnacles  were  obscured  and  dim, 
as  he  lifted  his  old  three-cornered  castor  and  kissed  her  lac^ 
ship's  hand  with  profound  reverence  and  affection,  and  then  M» 
Flora's,  as  they  were  assisted  by  Feruwoodlee  and  ihe  quarter- 
master into  the  carriage. 

'*'  Farewell,  dominie,"  said  the  old  Lord,  as  he  shook  the  good 
man's  hand.  *'  111  expect  you  to  write  me  sometimes,  ana  teU 
us  how  all  the  folk  here  and  tlie  school  bairns  are  comii^  on.** 

"  Woe  is  me,  Eohallion !  and  you  are  again  going  Uy  foUov 
the  drum !"  he  replied,  shaking  his  queue  and  queer  old  wig: 
"  it  was  invented  by  Bacchus,  who,  as  Polyseuus  declares,  nsed 
it  first  in  the  Lidian  war,  but  from  the  sorrow  created  by  its 
sound,  I  verily  believe  its  inventor  to  be  the  devil — ^the  great 
author  of  the  bagpipe." 

"  Hush,'  dominie,"  said  his  lordship,  laughing,  *'  for  here  cornea 
Pate  of  Maybole." 

This  was  the  piper  of  the  barony  town,  in  the  bui^  livoy, 
who  now  appeared ;  and  as  the  coachman  whipped  up  his  horses^ 
the  sobs  of  the  servants  were  drowned  in  the  skirl  with  which 
Fate  blew  out  his  bag  to  the  air  of  the  good  Lord  Moira's  Fare- 
well to  Scotland : 
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*' Loudon's  bonnie  woods  and  braes, 
I  maun  leave  them  a',  lassie. 
For  who  can  thole  when  Britain's  faet^ 
Wad  gie  Britons  law,  lassie  ?" 

And  striding  as  only  a  Scottish  piper  strides  and  swaggers,  he 
played  before  the  carriage  down  tne  avenue  and  out  upon  the 
nigh  road ;  while  there  was  not  an  eje  unmoistened  at  that  time- 
worn  castle  gate,  as  its  old  lord  and  his  lady  went  forth  upon 
their  way  "  to  the  wars  in  the  far-awa  land." 
It  was  a  silent  house  that  night  in  Rohallion. 


CHAPTER  LXVin. 

IH£  ILBTB£A.T. 

^  Lords  and  dukes  and  noble  princes, 
On  thy  fatal  banks  were  slain ; 
Fatal  bulks  that  gave  to  slau^tsr 
All  the  pride  and  flower  of  Spain. 

Furious  press  the  hostile  squadron*— 

Furious  he  repels  their  rage ; 
Loss  of  blood  at  len^rth  enfeebles — 

Who  can  war  with  thousands  wa^e  ?" 

Old  Spanish  Ballad, 

On  the  11th  of  December  the  division  of  Sir  John  Hope  quitted 
Alva  and  marched  towards  TordesiUas.  By  this  time  Sir  John 
Moore  had  discovered  that  Bonaparte,  abandoning  his  project  of 
entering  the  southern  provinces,  was  on  the  march  to  intercept 
his  retreat  towards  the  sea-ooast  and  Portugal,  while  another 
column  was  advancing  against  him  from  the  direction  of  Burgos. 
To  frustrate  a  design  that  might  prove  so  fatal  to  his  slender 
army,  Moore  was  compelled  to  relinquish  all  hope  of  fighting 
the  Duke  of  Dalmatia;  so,  countermanding  the  order  for  the 
advance  of  his  various  divisions,  he  requested  Romana  to  defend 
the  bridge  of  Mansilla-de-los-Mulos^  and  while  he  fell  back  to- 
wards the  Douro,  ordered  all  the  heavy  baggage  to  b§  conveyed 
to  Astorga.  On  hearing  of  these  movements,  Bonaparte  ex- 
claimed energetically  to  Soult,  who  related  it  to  Major  Ghaiies 
Napier  of  the  43rd — 

"  Moore  is  the  only  general  now  fit  to  contend  with  me;  I  shall 
advance  against  him  in  person," 

Marching  to  his  left,  Moore  crossed  the  Douro  at  Toro,  to 
form  a  junction  with  Sir  David  Baird  on  the  31st  December  at 
Vallada.  On  the  day  before  this,  near  the  magnifioeat  Abbey  of 
Sahagun,  nine  hundred  French  cavalry  pressing  on,  were  net  by 
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four  hundred  of  ours  under  Lord  Paget,  who  repulsed  them  by 
one  brilliant  charge,  sabreing  thirty,  and  taking  two  hundred 
and  sixty  prisoners.  Bonaparte  advanced  with  his  main  body,  a 
hundred  tnousand  strong,  by  four  routes,  towards  Benevente, 
along  roads  buried  deep  in  snow,  through  which,  by  force  or 
bribery,  lie  had  thousands  of  Spanisli  labourers  cutting  pathways, 
for  the  winter  had  set  in  with  unusual  rigour;  but  the  division 
of  Sir  .lohn  Hope,  whose  cavalrjr  and  artfllery  suffered  much  bj 
the  loss  of  their  horses,  which  died  fast  of  the  glanders,  entered 
the  town  before  him  on  the  Sdith  of  the  same  month. 

The  sufferings  of  the  army  during  this  retreat  towards  the 
north-west  angle  of  Spain  were  very  great,  and  the  regimental 
officers  were  compelled  to  carry  their  personal  effects  about  with 
them  in  bags  or  knapsacks,  for  the  baggage  animals  (carts  there 
were  none)  died,  or  were  lost  by  the  way.  All  bandsmen,  bats- 
men, servants,  and  grooms  were  very  properly  turned  into  the 
ranks,  as  Moore  had  resolved  that  there  should  be  available  oi 
many  muskets  as  possible.  Seven  officers  had  but  one  tent,  and 
every  mounted  officer  had  to  groom  and  rub  down  his  own  horse: 
arrangements  whereat  the  grumbling,  from  tlie  staff  particularly, 
was  deep  if  not  loud.  The  rations  were  ako  diminished :  but  of 
all  the  corps  none  suffered  less  than  the  Highland  regiments. 
After  marching  hundreds  of  miles  through  snow,  rain,  and  storm, 
the  79th  and  92nd  particularly  had  never  a  man  on  the  sick-list, 
a  fact  attributable  either  to  their  native  hardihood  or  the  service- 
able nature  of  their  costume.  Snow  was  falling  heavily  as  Hope's 
division  entered  the  crumbling  walls  of  the  small  and  miserable 
town  of  Benevente  in  Leon,  where  the  officers  and  men,  irrespec- 
tive of  rank,  crowded  for  shelter  into  the  houses  and  the  castle, 
while  a  line  of  cavalry  picquets,  with  a  few  pieces  of  artiUeiy, 
held  the  bridge  of  Orviegro. 

Weary  and  footsore,  Quentin,  after  cleaning  his  musket,  fluM 
himself  on  a  heap  of  straw  in  one  of  the  rooms  of  that  wonderfol 
old  castle  which  is  the  residence  of  the  Dukes  of  Ossuna,  and 
which  Southey  describes  as  one  of  the  finest  monuments  of  the 
age  of  Spanish  chivalry,  adding,  "  we  have  nothing  in  England 
which  approaches  to  its  grandeur.  Berkeley;,  Raby,  evenWar- 
wick  and  Windsor,  are  poor  fabrics  in  comparison." 

Projecting  from  a  wall,  a  gigantic  arm  and  hand  in  armour 
sustain  a  magnificent  lamp  to  light  the  grand  staircase  of  the 
OKstle.  Its  open  galleries  and  horse-shoe  Saracenic  arches,  that 
spring  from  fluted  and  twisted  columns  of  porphyry  and  granite; 
its  long  aerial-like  cloisters,  its  recessed  seats,  deep  niches,  and 
canopied  alcoves,  covered  with  quaint  arabesques  in  scarlet,  blae, 
and  gold,  were  now  crowded  by  wet,  weary,  and  ahnost  8lu)eless 
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(certainly  shirtless)  infantry,  who  piled  their  muskets  or  heaped 
up  their  knapsacks  and  camp  kettles,  without  heed,  in  those 
noble  apartments,  where  they  smoked  and  made  fires  of  whatever 
they  could  lay  hands  on ;  many  a  gilded  chair  became  fuel,  and 

Pictures  by  Velasquez,  Murillo,  and  other  eminent  painters  of  the 
panish  school,  were  torn  from  the  walls,  and,  with  a  curse  on 
the  Spaniards,  rolled  up  and  thrust  under  a  pot  of  rice  soup.  In 
fact,  the  troops  were  now  fast  becoming  reckless,  and  everything 
that  was  comoustible  was  destroyed  on  this  occasion,  the  family, 
archives  of  the  Dukes  of  Ossuna  alone  escaping. 

Maddened  by  cold  and  hunger,  they  cared  not  how  they  made 
themselves  comfortable  for  the  night ;  but  witli  the  first  peep  of 
dawn,  the  report  of  cannon  was  heard  at  the  bridge,  the  bugles 
sounded  the  turn-out,  and  hundreds  of  hoarse  voices  were  heard 
shouting, 

"  Stand  to  your  arms !  turn  out !  The  enemy  are  coming  on— 
the  out-pic<juets  are  engaged !" 

The  division  got  under  arms  to  continue  its  retreat,  which  the 
flank  companies  were  ordered  to  cover  by  forming  in  front  of  the 
town ;  and  so  came  in  this  dreary  25th  of  December. 

"  A  merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  new  year !"  cried  Monkton 
to  Quentin,  as  the  grenadiers  of  Askeme  left  the  battalion 
double-quick,  and  just  in  time  to  witness  a  very  brilliant  cavalry 
encounter. 

It  was  about  the  hour  of  nine  in  the  morning,  and  from  the 
slope  on  which  Benevente  stands,  they  could  see  in  a  little  plain 
below  the  bridge  of  the  Orviegro,  three  squadrons  of  the  Imperial 
Guard  led  by  a  dashing  officer  in  a  furred  pelisse,  skirmishing 
with  the  out-picqaets  of  the  light  cavalry,  and  endeavouring  to 
cross  the  river  by  a  ford  there.  The  red  flashing  of  the  carbines 
on  both  sides  was  incessant ;  in  the  clear  frosty  air  the  reports 
rang  sharply,  and  the  figures  of  the  Imperial  Light  Cavalry  were 
distinctly  visible  upon  the  spotless  back-ground  of  snow.  No  one 
was  hit  on  either  side,  however,  as  the  dragoon  is  seldom  much  of 
a  shot.  But  suddenly  two  squadrons  of  the  splendid  10th  Hus- 
sars, by  order  of  Lord  Paget,  and  led  by  Brigadier- Genei:al 
Stewart,  defiled  out  of  Benevente  to  support  the  picquets,  theur 
loose  scarlet  pelisses  and  plumes  waving  as  thev  galloped  along^ 
and  rapidlv  forming  line,  they  advanced  with  a  loud  hurrah,  and 
keeping  their  horses  well  in  hand,  lest  they  should  be  blown, 
against  the  Chasseurs  a  Cheval  of  the  Guard,  who  drew  up  on 
the  crest  of  an  eminence  to  receive  them.  Many  who  looked  on 
held  their  breath,  and  excitement  repressed  the  rising  cheer  as 
the  adverse  lines  of  cavahry  met !  There  was  a  mingled  yell  and 
hurrah ;  the  long  straight  swords  of  the  French  on  one  sid^.  and 
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the  crooked  sabres  of  the  10th  on  the  other,  all  uplifted,  flashed 
keenly  in  the  morning  sun ;  then  there  was  a  terrible  shock ; 
hussars  and  chasseurs  were  all  mingled  in  a  wild  tumultuous 
mass,  and  on  both  sides  horses  and  men  went  down  among  bloody 
and  trodden  snow;  but  the  French  fled  at  full  ^»eed,  leaving  the 
ground  strewed  with  killed  and  wounded  men,  and  encumbered 
by  scared  horses  that  rushed  about  with  empty  saddles.  Eighty- 
Are  French  Chasseurs  and  fifty  of  our  smart  Hussars  were  lying 
there  dead  or  writhing  in  all  the  agony  of  sword  wounde  among  the 
snow;  but  with  loud  cheers  the  survivors  came  trotting  into 
Benevente,  bringing  with  them  seventy  dismounted  prisoners, 
among  whom  was  the  leader  of  the  French,  superbly  dressed  in  a 
^een  uniform  that  had  a  profusion  of  gold  and  fur  trimming  upon 
it.  He  was  led  forward  between  two  Hussars,  who  had  each  his 
carbine  resting  on  his  thigh. 

"Paget,"  exclaimed  Brigadier-General  Sir  Charles  Stewart^ 
hurrying  up  at  a  canter,  "  allow  me  to  present  you  with  a  vala* 
able  prisoner.  We  have  just  had  the  honour  to  take  Lieutenant- 
General  Lefebre  Desnouettes,  commander  of  the  cavalry  of  the 
Imperial  Guard." 

Lord  Pa»et  bowed  very  low  to  the  captive. 

Pale,  exhausted,  and  covered  with  sword-cuts,  he  was  the 
picture  of  a  soldier ;  and  his  eyes  had  that  keen,  bright,  almost 
wolfish  expression,  peculiar  to  those  who  have  recently  staced  tiie 
grim  King  of  Terrors  face  to  face  on  the  battle-field.  He  was  led 
away,  and  was  soon  after  presented  to  Sir  John  Moore,  to  idiom 
he  spoke  with  intense  bitterness  of  his  own  defeat. 

"Sonaparte,"  said  he,  "is  the  minion  of  fortune;  be  never 
forgives  the  unfortunate,  but  ever  behoves  them  culpable !" 

Moore  sought  to  console  Mm,  and  presented  him  with  a  splen- 
did oriental  scimitar,  which  Lefebre  ever  after  preserved  with 
gratitude,  and  wore  in  England,  whither  he  was  despatdied  at 
once  in  charge  of  Captain  Wyndham,  one  of  the  general's  aides- 
de-camp. 

The  division  continued  its  retreat  by  the  ruined  walls  and 
mouldering  citadel  of  Astorga,  and  Villa  Franca  del  Bierzo,  and, 
though  many  perished  by  the  way,  Quentin  Kennedy,  endowed  by 
spirit  and  enthusiasm  rather  than  bodily  strength,  bore  up  man- 
fully  amid  the  fatigue,  the  privations,  and  the  horrors  of  that  Ions 
and  devious  retreat  of  so  many  hundred  miles,  alon^  roads  covered 
with  deep  snow,  over  steep  and  rugged  mountain  sierras,  through 
half-frozen  rivers,  and  by  narrow  defiles,  followed  bj  an  enthu- 
siastic enemy,  whose  well- victualled  force,  outiiumbenag  by  three 
times  that  of  Moore,  came  on  fast  and  surely,  with  flying  artil- 
lery, lightly-armed  dragoons,  and  pestilent  little  Yoltigeucs,  skir- 
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misliing  every  foot  of  the  way— the  sharp  ringing  of  carbines  and 
the  boom  of  field-pieces  being  the  invariable  close  of  each  day's 
march,  and  tlie  prelude  to  its  resumption  in  the  cold,  dark  early 
morning,  when  the  cavalry  rear-guard  held  the  advance  of  the  foe 
ia  checK,  till  the  jaded  and  half-slept  infantry  pushed  on,  and  on 
— hopeless,  heartless,  and  in  rags,  leaving,  en  route,  in  the  form 
of  dead  and  dying  men,  women,  children,  and  horses,  traces  of  the 
hftvoc  that  neglect  and  disaster  were  maldng  in  th«  ranks,  for  now 
the  Spanish  authorities  omitted  utterly  to  supply  the  troops 
with  either  billets  or  rations,  or  any  necessary  provisions. 

A  junction  of  Hope's  division  with  the  main  body  of  the 
British  army  vras  effiected,  however;  on  the  31st  of  December, 
Mowre  quitted  Astorgawith  his  famine-stricken  force,  and  so  hot 
and  fierce  was  the  pursuit,  that  on  the  following  day,  the  first  of 
lie  new  year.  Napoleon  entered  the  little  town  at  the  head  of 
ei^ty  tnousand  horse  and  foot,  with  two  hundred  pieces  of 
cannon,  while  many  thousand  bayonets  more  were  on  tne  march 
to  join  liim ! 

The  Emperor,  however,  went  no  further  than  Astoi^a,  for 
there  he  left  to  Soult — to  use  his  own  ir^ted  words— "the 
glorious  mission  of  destroying  the  British— of  pursuing  them  to 
the  point  of  embarkation,  and  driving  them  into  the  seia,!" 

And  the  state  of  matters  we  have  described  continued  until 
the  army  reached  Lugo,  after  a  five  days'  march  through  a 
ragged  and  savage  country. 


CHAPTER    LXIX, 

7&BSn  DISASTEBfi. 

**  Oh,  plenteous  Eneland !  comfort's  dwelling-place 
Blest  be  thy  well-&d,  fflossy,  John-Bull  face ! 
Blest  be  the  land  of  ^dermanic  paunches, 
Bich  turtle-soup,  and  glorious  ven'eoD.  haunches ! 
Inoculated  by  mad  martial  ardour, 
Why  did  I  ever  quit  thy  well-stored  larder  ? 
Why,  fired  with  scarlet-fever,  in  iU-time, 
Come  here  to  fight  and  starve  in  this  accursed  clime  ?** 

Ok  this  march  the  army  was  in  arrears  of  pay,  so  Qiientin's 
remaininjg  moidores  soon  melted  away,  as  h,e  shared  them,  to  the 
last  vintin,  fraternally  with  his  friends  and  comrades ;  but  long 
ere  the  army  reached  Lugo,  he  saw  many  a  strange  and  startling 
episode  of  horror  and  suffering. 

Moore's  troops  continued  to  make  forced  marches  to  prevent 
the  foe  from  closing  on  their  flanks,  and  now  every  day  provisions 
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grew  scarcer.  The  skies  were  lowering,  and  heavy  clouds  rested 
on  the  tops  of  the  gloomy  mountains ;  the  rough,  narrow,  and 
wretched  roads  were  knee-deep  in  drifted  snow;  half-famished 
and  half -frozen,  the  soldiers  became  desperate,  and,  in  defiance  of 
Moore's  orders,  plundered  whatever  they  could  get  to  satisfy  the 
cravings  of  nature. 

From  Astorga  to  Villa  Eranoa  (in  the  mountain  district  called 
the  Bierzo),  is  a  route  of  fully  sixty  English  miles,  through  wild 
and  savage  mountain  tracts  and  passes,  where  the  horses  failed, 
as  their  shoes  were  worn  away ;  out  though  there  were  plenty  of 
iron- works  near  Villa  Francj^  there  was  no  time  to  re-shoe  thein, 
so  every  hour  saw  whole  sections  of  our  noble  English  horses  sli 
down,  lest  they  should  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  pursuing 
enemy ;  and  then  the  dismounted  troopers  had  to  trudge  on  foot, 
laden  with  all  their  useless  trappings.  One  of  the  3rd  Light 
Dragoons  of  the  German  Legion,  whose  horse  had  been  shot  ac- 
cording to  the  usage  of  war,  was  urged  by  Major  Burgwesel  to 
go  on  faster. 

"  Herr  Miaor,"  said  he,  "  the  game  is  pretty  well  played  out 
with  me,  and  if  you  expect  me  to  march  quicker  with  all  this 
load,  you  may  as  well  shoot  me  as  you  have  done  my  poor 
horse." 

**  Himmel  und  Erde,  get  on,  fellow !"  shouted  the  major,  with 
an  angry  malediction. 

On  this,  the  exasperated  dragoon  placed  a  pistol  to  his  mouth 
and  blew  out  his  brains,  to  the  horror  of  the  stem  major. 

"Now  came  rain  in  torrents,  and  even  the  baggage  had  to  be 
dragged  through  the  melting  snow,  as  the  mules  and  burros 
perished  in  scores  by  the  way.  Then  the  spare  arms  were 
abandoned  and  the  extra  ammunition  destroyed ;  next,  knapsacks 
were  cast  away  occasionallv,  and  everything  that  might  serve  to 
lighten  the  burden  of  the  despairing  soldiers,  many  of  whom  were 
found  frozen  and  dead  in  the  bodegas  and  cellars  of  Villa  Ij'ranca 
by  the  French  advanced  guard.  A  mile  beyond  this  place,  poor  , 
Ensign  Pimple  (as  Monkton  used  to  call  him)  gave  in,  utterly 
incapable  of  proceeding  further ;  weeping  hke  a  child,  in  utter 
prostration,  he  sank  in  exhaustion  by  the  wayside,  and  no  doubt 
perished  during  the  night. 

After  passing  Benvibre  the  French  cavalry  came  up  with  the 
long  line  of  stragglers  in  the  rear,  and  slashed  among  them  right 
and  left,  treading  others  under  foot  as  they  galloped  through,  and 
so  stupefied  were  some  by  fatigue  and  others  by  intoxication,  that 
they  could  neither  resist  nor  seek  safety  in  flight.  Two  thousand 
were  taken  prisoners  between  Astorga  and  Lugo ;  a  thousand 
more  fled  away  towards  Portugal ;  many  of  these  were  concealed 
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by  the  Spaniards,  and  few  were  ever  heard  of  again.  So  on  and 
on  the  army  toiled  from  Villa  Franca  to  Castro  up  the  Monte  del 
Cebrero,  a  long  and  continued  ascent,  through  one  of  the  wildest 
districts  in  Spain,  where,  in  summer,  woods  of  umbrageous  oak, 
alder,  and  hazel,  with  groves  of  wild  pears,  cherries,  and  muU 
berries,  make  the  landscape  lovely ;  but  now  it  was  wild  and 
desolate ;  and  there,  to  add  to  other  misfortunes,  the  sick  and 
wounded  had  to  be  abandoned  among  the  melting  snow. 

On  the  sloping  road  towards  Castro.-Gonzalo,  Askerne  found  a: 
poor  rifleman  of  the  old  95th  lying  on  his  back,  and  blowing  bella 
of  blood  from  his  mouth ;  he  had  been  riddled  by  canister  shot, 
and  all  his  limbs  were  broken. 

"  Unfortunate  fellow,"  said  he,  with  commiseration ;  "  what 
can  I  do  for  you  ?" 

"  Ha^e  me  shot,  sir— shot  dead,  for  the  mercy  of  God !"  was- 
the  terrible  reply. 

"  I  looked  round,"  says  an  of&cer  in  one  of  his  letters,  "when 
we  had  hardly  gained  the  highest  point  of  those  slippery  preci- 
pices, and  saw  the  rear  of  the  army  winding  along  the  narrow 
road — I  saw  the  way  marked  by  the  wretched  people,  who  lay  on 
all  sides  expiring  from  fatigue  and  the  severity  of  the  cold ;  their 
bodies  reddened  in  spots  the  white  surface  of  the  ground.** 

There  a  Portuguese  bullock  driver  who  had  been  with  the 
British  since  the  landing  of  the  army,  was  seen  dying  amid  th& 
snow  on  his  knees,  with  his  hands  clasped  in  an  attitude  of 
prayer  before  a  little  wooden  crucifix,  a  consolation  not  left  tor 
the  hundreds  of  our  soldiers,  who  were  flinging  themselves  down 
in  utter  despair  to  die,  with  curses  and  bitter  imprecations  on 
their  lips — curses  on  the  Spaniards,  who,  they  fancied,  had" 
betrayea  them. 
And  there,  too,  were  women  and  little  children ! 
About  nightfall,  just  as  the  grenadiers  of  the  Borderers 
struggled  up  the  Monte  del  Cebrero  through  all  the  horrible 
debris  that  the  columns  in  front  had  left  behind,  they  passed 
several  of  the  sick  and  artillery  waggons,  broken  down  or  aban- 
doned by  the  wayside.  In  these  were  many  soldiers'  wives  and 
sick  men  dead  and  frozen!  In  one  was  a  woman  in  labour 
dymg,  with  her  infant,  amid  the  icy  drift;  in  another  a 
woman  already  dead,  with  a  wailing  infant  tugging  at  her  white 
cold  breast.  The  little  one  was  taken  by  good  old  Sergeant- 
major  Calder,  who  wrapped  it  in  his  great-coat,  but  it  (Bed  of 
cold  ere  the  summit  of  tne  mountain  was  attained.  From  one  of 
those  covered  sick-waggons  that  lay  broken  down  and  abandoned 
among  the  snow  and  sleef,  there  came  the  sound  of  a  strange 
wailinfir  son^  sunsj  by  a  woman.    This  prompted  Quentin  to  leave 
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the  ranks,  which  were  somewhat  irre^lar  now,  and  peep  i&> 
There  he  found  a  soldier  of  the  25 th  Ijing  dead,  and  nis  wife, 
with  their  child,  sitting  by  his  side,  in  misery.  They  formed  a 
toucliing  group!  She  was  evidently  deranged  by  suffering; 
terror,  and  sorrow.  She  heard  not  the  wailing  of  the  infant  that 
nestled  among  the  wet  straw  by  her  side,  out  sat  with  her 
husband's  head  in  her  lap,  and  her  hollow  eyes  fixed^-on  vacancy; 
as  she  toyed  with  his  hair,  and  "  crooned^'  a  fragment  of  an  old 
Scottish  song  to  a  plaintive  air,  somewhat  like  that  of  *'My 
Lo?e's  in  Germanic." 

**  They  say  my  love  is  dead. 
Gone  to  his  gory  bed. 
They  say  my  love  is  dead» 

Ayont  me  sea. 
In  the  stiUness  o'  the  night, 
"When  the  moon  is  shining  bright, 
Mj  true-love*s  shroud  sae  white 
Hauntetii  me, 
Haunteth  me ! 
My  true  love's  shroud  sae  white 
Haunteth  me !" 

''Grood  heavens,  air,"  said  a  soldier,  *'  it  la  poor  Allan  Grao^ 
the  sergeant  who  was  broken  at  Colchester,  and  his  wife,  too ! 
She's  clean  demented,  puic  thing !  Ailie,  woman,  come  awa ; 
the  regiment  is  moving  on." 

Quentin,  too,  tried  his  powers  of  persuasion,  but  without  arail, 
and  the  stern  order  of  Cosmo,  to  ''Close  up— close  up,  and 
move  on — no  loitering !"  together  with  the  distant  boom  of  a 
French  field-piece,  the  flash  of  which  came  redly  through  ihs 
drift  and  darbiess,  compelled  them  to  leave  her.  If  she  lived 
she  must  soon  after  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy.  At 
all  events,  Ailie  Grange  was  heard  of  no  more. 

In  one  of  the  many  skirmishes  with  the  enemy's  light  dragoons, 
a  singular  instance  of  gross  troaehery  oomrred  at  the  little 
village  of  Falacios  de  la  Valduema.  There  a  sergeant  of  our 
7th  Hussars,  belonging  to  Captain.  Duckinfield's  detachment^ 
vanquished,  in  single  combat,  a  French  dragoon,  and  took  him 
prisoner.  The  Frenchman  threw;  down.  hi&  sword,  drew  off  his 
leather  gauntlet,  and  held  out  his  hand  in  token  of  amity.  Then 
the  sergeant,  with  the  characteristic  generosity  of  a  gallant 
Englishman,  also  put  forth  his  right  hand;  but  inserting  his  left 
into  his  holster,  the  Frenchman  drew  a  pistol,  blew  his  captor's 
wrist  to  pieces,  and  killed  his  horse  under  him.  Before  the  poor 
hussar  could  rise  from  under  his  fallen  charger,  the  wouLd-be 
assassin  was  bayoneted  by  some  of  &omana*s  Spanish  soldiers, 
who  in  their  rage  and  hatred  made  up  a  fire  and  consumed  his 
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body  to  ashes ;  after  this,  in  blind  vengeance,  they  somewhat 
>eealessly  slew  his  horse.  At  this  part  of  the  disastrous  retreat 
nearly  a  hundred  wagons  that  were  coining  on,  laden  with  shoes 
and  clothes  for  Bomana's  Spaniards,  from  England,  but  too  late 
to  be  of  any  avail,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

As  the  column  defiled  past  them,  Quentin  saw  the  body  of  an 
officer  lying  dead  under  one  of  the  wheels  in  a  pool  of  blood, 
snow,  and  mire.  A  vague  recollection,  combined  with  a  horrible 
anxiety,  made  him  draw  near  to  observe  the  corpse.  It  wen  that 
of  Warriston!  his  kind  and  generous  friend,  Captain  Kichard 
"Warriston,  of  the  Scots  Brigade ;  but  "  push  on— push  on,"  was 
the  order,  and  there  was  no  time  given  for  thought,  examina- 
tion, or  inquiry 

On,  and  on  yet !  and  at  last  it  was  found  necessary,  at  Nogales, 
to  abandon  the  military  chest.  Why  its  contents  were  not  dis- 
tributed among  the  troops  it  is  difficult  to  say,  unless  that  time 
-would  have  been  lost  by  the  process  of  division.  Two  bullock- 
carts,  laden  with  twenty-five  thousand  pounds  in  dollars,  were 
backed  over  a  lofty  precipice,  and  fell  crashing  from  the  summit 
among  the  rocks  and  snow  beneath ;  and  then  as  the  waggons 
broke  and  the  casks  burst,  the  broad  silver  dollars  flew  far  and 
wide.  It  was  hoped  that  this  money  would  escape  the  observa- 
tion of  the  Frencn,  and  so  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Spaniards. 
Part  was  found  by  the  former,  part  by  the  (Sallician  peasantry, 
and  a  Highland  tradition  tells  us  of  a  thrifty  Scots  paymaster 
who  contrived  to  conceal  a  cask  or  two  under  a  certain  cork-tree, 
where  he  found  the  specie  all  safe  when  he  went  back  to  Spain 
for  it,  after  Toulouse ;  and  that  he  bought  therewith  a  snug  little 
estate  on  the  shore  of  the  Moray  Firth. 

At  the  very  time  that  the  bullock-carte  with  the  treasure  were 
cast  over  the  precipice,  by  some  absurd  mistake,  Quentin's 
battalion,  with  two  pieces  of  cannon,  were  engaged  with  the 
enemy  in  order  to  protect  it  / 

Evening  was  coming  on,  and  shimmering  through  the  slanting 
sleet,  a  doud  of  French  cavalry  passed  along  the  snowy  ana 
miry  way,  while  the  two  field  guns  were  ploughing  lanes  of  death 
through  their  ranks ;  but  still  with  brandished  sabres  and  cries 
of  "Vive  la  Franc6 !  Vive  I'Empereur !"  they  came  on  thunder- 
ing to  the  attack. 

"  Square  against  cavalry !"  was  now  the  cry ;  **  square  on  the 
grenadiers!" 

It  was  formed  double-quick,  and  a  smile  of  grim  joy  spread 
over  every  sallow  and  weather-beaten  face  as  the  toil-worn  and 
tattered  regiment  made  the  movement,  enclosing  many  of  the 
wounded  foes  as  well  as  friends.    The  light  company  formed  tht^ 
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rear  face  of  the  square.  Cosmo  was  undoubtedly  brave,  for  a 
lofty  expression  of  pride  and  defiance  spread  over  nis  features  on 
beholding  the  rapidity  with  which  the  square  was  formed. 
Jolly  old  Middleton  drew  off  bis  gloves  and  stuck  them  in  his 
belt ;  he  then  flourished  an  enormous  sabre,  so  rusty  and  notched 
in  the  edge  that  it  was  known  as  "  Jock  Middleton's  hand-saw," 
saying,  "  I  like  to  use  my  tools,  lads,  without  mittens ;  the  cat 
that  wore  gloves  never  caught  mice." 

The  oflBcers  dressed  the  four  faces  as  well  as  the  shattered  and 
unequal  state  of  the  companies  could  form  them  now.  Sending 
a  last  discharge  of  grape  plunging  into  the  masses  of  the  foe, 
the  gunners  rushed  for  shelter  behind  the  wall  of  bayonets,  and 
now  through  the  gloom  of  evening,  the  wrack,  mist,  and  smoke, 
on  came  the  French  dragoons  hke  rolling  thunder!  As  the 
ground  was  tolerably  open  the  square  was  approached  on  three 
laces.  Against  one  was  a  brigade  of  cuirassiers,  their  brass 
helmets  with  scarlet  plumes  and  brass  corslets  with  elaborate 
shoulder-belts  all  dimmed  by  ram ;  oi)posed  to  another  was  the 
Lancer  Regiment  of  Napoleon-Louis,  the  hereditary  Due  de 
Berg,  with  white  plumes  and  kalpecks  in  their  busbies ;  and  on 
the  third  face  came  the  Light  Dragoons  of  Ribeaupierre,  in  pale 
green  lapelled  with  white  and  laced  with  silver,  their  tricolors 
waving  above  a  forest  of  flashing  sabres. 

Quentin  felt  his  heart  beating  wildly  as  they  came  on.  Li  the 
square,  every  eye  lit  up,  every  brow  was  knit,  and  every  lip 
compressed ;  but  not  a  shot  was  fired  until  the  foe  was  within 
pistol-range,  when,  from  the  faces  of  the  square,  there  opened  a 
close  and  disastrous  fire,  first  from  the  right  to  the  left,  and  then 
it  became  a  wild  roar  of  musketry,  the  men  loading  and  firing  as 
fast  as  they  could,  while  many  a  pLstol  and  carbine-shot  took 
effect  in  their  ranks,  and  Quentin  was  covered  by  the  blood  of 
a  man  who  was  killed  thus  by  his  side. 

Yells  of  death  were  mingled  with  shouts  of  rage  and  defiance, 
as  horse  and  man  went  down  on  every  hand,  the  front  squadrons 
swerving  or  recoiling  madly  on  the  rear,  thus  making  all  advance 
impossible ;   steeds  reared,  plunged,  and  neighed,  their  riders 

froaned,  shrieked,  and  swore;  swords,  helmets,  shakos,  and 
roken  lances  were  seen  flying  into  the  air,  while  lancers  and 
cuirassiers,  wounded  and  dying,  were  crushed  and  trodden  flat 
by  hoofs  and  fallen  horses.  The  whole  cuirassier  brigade  became 
an  undistinguishable  mass  of  confusion  and  indiscriminate 
slaughter;  but  not  a  horseman  came  witliin  sword's  point  of 
that  steady  and  invincible  sauare  of  infantry. 

At  that  moment,  when  tne  firing  slackened  a  little,  the  voice 
of  the  Master  of  Rohallion  was  heard. 
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"Well  done,  my  brave  Borderers!  kneeling  ranks,  fire  a 
volley — ^leady — present— ^r<?/" 

It  rang  like  thunder  in  the  winter  air,  and  found  a  thousand 
echoes  among  the  mountains,  and  ere  these  died  away  the 
ruin  of  the  foe  was  complete.  This  was  the  first  occasion  on 
which  Quentin  had  fired  a  shot  in  grim  earnest,  and  a  thrill 
passed  through  his  heart  as  he  pulled  the  trigger  and  sent  a 
bullet  on  its  errand,  while  ignorant  of  its  effect  amid  the  smoke 
in  front. 

Ere  the  butts  were  again  on  the  earth  in  their  original  position, 
and  the  bristling  bayonets  were  pointed  upward,  the  cavalry 
were  seen  in  full  flight,  leaving  a  terrible  d6bris  of  death  and 
bloodshed  behind  them  on  the  snow-clad  mountain  slope. 

"The  battalion  will  form  quarter-distance  column,"  cried 
Cosmo,  as  coolly  as  if  he  was  in  Colchester  again.  Then  he 
ordered  the  pouches  of  the  dead  and  wounded  to  be  emptied,  as 
ammunition  was  running  short.  The  field  guns  were  then 
limbered  up,  and  once  more  the  weary  retreat  was  resumed  with 
all  speed.  Sergeant  Ewen  Donaldson,  whose  leg  was  shattered 
by  a  carbine-ball,  was  here  left  behind,  after  some  of  the  soldiers 
had  made  an  effort  to  drag  him  along  with  them. 

"Push  on,  boys — push  on,  and  never  mind  me,"  said  the 
poor  fellow ;  "  before  morning  I  shall  be  gone  to  where  I'm  fast 
wearin'  awa' — the  land  o'  the  leal."  And  this,  too  probably, 
was  the  case. 

The  tender  and  compassionate  heart  of  Sir  John  Moore  bled 
at  the  misery  he  beheld  hourly  on  this  miserable  retreat.  He 
bitterly  deplored -the  relax^ation  of  discipline  consequent  on  it,  and 
he  never  ceased  issuing  orders,  cheenng  addresses,  and  stirring 
appeals  to  honour  and  courage,  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  those 
under  his  command ;  but  despair  and  sullen  apathy  reigned  in 
many  instances  in  officers  and  men  alike,  while  the  retreat  lasted. 
But,  with  all  this,  grand  and  touching  instances  of  humanity 
were  not  wanting  to  brighten  the  terrible  picture. 

An  infantry  officer,  in  despair  of  proceeding  further,  turned 
aside  into  a  thicket  of  trees,  to  lie  down  and  die  unseen  and  un- 
cared  for ;  but  there  he  found  a  soldier's  wife  stretched  at  the 
point  of  death,  and,  with  the  last  effort  of  expiring  nature,  she 
implored  him  to  receive  and  preserve  her  child.  He  did  so,  and 
endued  with  fresh  strength  and  energy  by  the  trust,  he  carried 
the  infant  on  his  back,  ana  it  never  quitted  his  care  till  he  reached 
one  of  the  transports  in  the  bay  of  Vigo,  after  the  battle  of 
Corunna.* 
At  a  place  where  the  green  coats  of  the  95th  dotted  the  snow, 
•  Edinburgh  Annual  Be^pster. 
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showing  where  a  skirmish  had  been,  Quentin  assisted  a  rifleman 
to  place  one  of  his  comrades  in  a  waggon  that  stood  near. 

•*  Tom — old  fellow,**  said  the  sufferer,  in  a  weak  voice,  for  he 
was  dying  with  a  bullet  in  his  chest,  and  rustled  fatuously  among 
the  damp  straw  on  which  they  placed  him ;  **  I  say,  Tom — we've 
long  been  comrades." 

"Yes,  Bill,"  said  the  other,  in  a  husky  voice,  "ever  since 
Gopenhi^n." 

"  Well,  when  I'm  dead,  I  want  you  to  do  summut  for  me,  and 
I'll  give  you  all  I  have  in  the  worid.  My  kit* s  wore  out,  ever  so 
long  ago,  but  I've  three  biscuits  in  my  navresack,  and  you're 
welcome  to  them ;  give  one  to  poor  Pat  Biley's  widow." 

"  But  wot  am  I  to  do  for  you.  Bill  P" 

**  Close  my  right  eye,  Tom ;  dont'ee  forget ;  the  cursed  French 
knocked  t'other  out  at  Vimiera." 

"  Yes,  Bxll— I  was  woundwl  that  day,  too." 

Bill's  eye  was  closed,  and  the  snow  and  the  sods  were  over 
him  within  an  hour  after  this,  and  close  by  Tom  sat,  mondmifir 
his  legacy,  for  he  was  starving,  with  his  fierce  moist  eyes  fix^ 
on  the  little  mound  where  his  old  comrade  lay. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

A     SHILE     OF     FOBTUNB. 

«  But  little ;  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepared. — 
Gtive  me  your  hand,  Bassanio;  fiu«-TOu-wen ! 
Ghriere  not  that  I  am  fkllai  to  this  rar  yon; 
For  herein  Fortune  shows  herself  more  load 
Than  is  her  custom."— Z%«  Merchant  of  Venice. 

No  music  was  heard  now  on  that  dreary  retreat.  The  bagpipes 
of  the  indomitable  Highlanders  sent  up  their  bold,  wild  skurl  at 
times  upon  the  winter  blast,  showing  where  the  Camerons,  the 
Gordon  Highlanders,  or  the  Black  Watch  trod  bare-knee'd 
through  the  snow ;  but  no  other  quickstep  met  the  ear ;  evei 
Leslie's  march  cheered  the  Borderers  no  more ;  and  many  a  man 
among  them  wished  himself  with  the  other  battalions  of  the 
corps,  broiling  in  India,  or  serving  anywhere  but  in  Spain. 

To  reach  tneir  transports  and  abandon  the  country  by  sea, 
without  risking  the  slaughter  of  a  useless  battle  with  those 
whose  numbers  were  so  overwhelming,  was,  for  a  time,  the  sole 
object  of  the  British  generals. 

Disorders  usually  prevail  in  a  retreating  army,  and  many  dr- 
cumstanoes  served  to  augment  them  on  this  occasion.  Oar 
soldiers  were  enraged  by  the  apparent  apathy  or  treachery  of  the 
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Spanish  officials,  who  withheld  all  supplies ;  these  latter,  at  the 
same  time,  did  not  conceal  that  ti^y  believed  themselves  to  be 
abandoned  by  the  Britisli  to  the  enemy,  in  whose  overwhelming 
numbers,  wida  true  Spanish  obstinacy,  they  refused  to  believe. 
Perceiving,  however,  that  unless  by  some  vigorous  resistance  he 
crippled  his  pursurars,  a  flight  by  sea  would  be  impossible.  Sir 
JoAn  Mooi%  recalled  G^eneral  Eraser's  division  from  the  Vigo 
road,  and  on  the  &ih.  of  Jamiary,  after  a  sharp  cavalry  enoouiater 
at  Cacabelos,  where  Colbert,  a  distinguished  Frendi  general, 
was  killed,  he  took  up  a  position  near  the  city  of  Lugo,  on  the 
Minho,  in  Gallieia,  a  place  situated  on  high  ground.  So  pressed 
were  thetsavalry,  and  so  (hread^y  had  the  horses  suffered  dmrii^ 
the  retreat,  that  on  entering  Lugo  many  fell  dead  beneath  their 
riders,  and  others  were  mercifully  shot.  Four  hundred  of  their 
caneasses,  with  bridles,  sadles,  and  holsters  on,  lay  in  the  market- 

Slace  and  thorough&ires.  There  w&ee  none  4^  our  soldiers  who 
ad  strength  to  i%  trenches  deep  enough  to  bury  them;  the 
Spamards  were  tcnolaz^  for  the  worn,  (a  cared  not  to  -s^ttempt  it 
wink  the  enemy's  voltigemrs  or  sharpshooters  were  within  sight 
of  their  oM  rumed  waUs.  Swelling  in  the  rain,  burstiiig,  and 
putrefying,  the  bodies  lay  thore,  a  prey  to  herds  of  devouring 
dogs  imd  ^ocks  of  carrion  birds. 

At  Lugo  the  army  might  have  rested  for  some  days,  had  the 
Udges  cS  the  now  swollen  rivers  been  blown  up ;  but  the  mines 
had  failed,  and  <ni  the  5th  of  January  the  pursuing  Ereodi 
came  in  sight  in  force,  and  at  last  a  battle  was  looked  for. 
The  evening  of  the  5th  proved*  a  very  eventful  one  for  the 
humble  fortunes  of  our  hm>,  and  the  last  of  his  service  in  the 
ranks  of  the  King's  Own  Borderers. 

^bout  four  in  the  afternoon,  during  a  p^ial  cessation  of  the 
dcet  and  rain  which  had  been  incessant  for  so  many  days, 
Quentin  found  himself  posted  as  an  advanced  sentinel  m  front  of 
the  line  of  out-picquets,  near  the  road  leading  from  Lugo  to 
Nogales.  Dark  clouds  enveloped  the  mighty  range  of  mountains  m 
jihe  distance,  but  from  their  summits  it  was  known,  by  the  intelli- 
eenee  of  scouts,  that  the  enemy  was  descending  in  force.  A. 
blue  patch  was  visible  here  and  there  overhead,  through  the 
flying  vapour,  and  there,  already  bright  and  twinkling,  a  few 
"  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky." 

After  the  slaughter  of  the  worn  or  half-dead  cavalry  horses, 
all  was  still,  and  now  not  a  sound  stirred  the  air  save  the  tolling 
of  the  cathedral  bell  in  Lugo,  or  the  roar  of  the  Minho,  swollen 
by  a  hundred  tributaries,  and  rushing  in  wild  career  through  an 
uncultivated  waste  of  stunted  laurd  bushes  to  mingle  with  the 
Atlantic. 
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That  dajQueniin  had  tasted  no  food  save  a  handful  of  com  which 
he  received  from  Major  Middleton,  whom  he  had  found  fraternally 
sharing  a  feed  of  it  with  his  now  lean  and  gaunt  Rosinante-lookine 
charger,  which  he  had  stabled  under  a  cork-tree  and  covered  with 
his  blanket,  complimenting  himself  by  the  old  adage  that  "  a  merd- 
ful  man  is  merciful  to  his  beast."  Oppressed  by  the  sombre 
scenery,  the  drenched  and  uncultivated  waste,  and  the  gloom  of 
the  December  evening,  Quentin  leaned  on  his  musket,  a  prey  to 
a  fit  of  intense  despondency,  and  tears  almost  came  to  his  eyes 
as  he  thought  of  all  the  horrors  he  had  witnessed  since  the  day 
on  which  he  landed  at  the  bay  of  Maciera,  the  campaign  he  had 
served  so  fruitlessly,  and  of  what  was  before  him  on  landing, 
friendlessljr,  in  England.  Better  it  was  to  die  in  Spain^  like 
poor  Warriston,  whose  dead  face,  as  he  lay  with  others,  mangled 
and  doubtless  yet  unburied,  in  that  savage  mountain  waste, 
amid  the  melting  snows,  came  keenly  back  to  memory  now ! 

From  this  unpleasant  reverie  he  was  suddenly  roused  by  seeing 
a  mounted  officer,  muffled  in  a  blue  coat,  with  a  plain  unplumed 
cocked-hat,  ridii^  along  the  chain  of  advanced  sentinels, 
questioning  or  addressing  a  few  words  to  each,  as  if  to  ascertain 
that  all  were  on  the  alert.  Gradually  he  came  on,  his  horse,  a 
lean  but  clean-limbed  and  active  bay,  picking  its  way  among  the 
rough  stones  and  stunted  laurel  bushes.  As  he  drew  nearer,  Quen- 
tin could  perceive  him  to  be  a  general  officer,  accompanied  by  an 
orderly  sergeant  in  the  blue,  white-faced,  and  silver-braided 
uniform  of  the  18th  Hussars.  On  his  approaching,  Quentin 
^•presented  arms." 

"Walk  about,"  said  he,  while  touching  his  hat.  This  is  the 
usual  response  of  an  officer  when  ceremony  is  to  be  waived ; 
but,  immediately  after,  perceiving  by  Quentin's  uniform  that  he 
was  not  a  private  soldier,  he  came  close  up  to  him,  and  said, 
*'  You  are,  I  presume,  aware  that  the  enemy  is  in  front  P" 

"Yes,  sir — and  more  immediately,  JEUbeaupierre's  dragoon 
brigade  and  Lallemand's  corps." 

"Exactly,"  replied  the  other,  with  a  pleasant  smile;  "I  like 
to  find  a  young  soldier  well-informed  of  the  work  in  hand — that 
he  knows  what  he  is  about,  and  takes  an  interest  in  his  profes- 
sion.   Your  regiment  is " 

"The  25th  Eoot,  sir— 2nd  battalion." 

"  You  are,  I  see,  a  volunteer  ?" 

"Yes,  sir. 

"  How  long  have  you  served  P" 

"  Nearly  since  the  campaign  opened." 

" Without  promotion,  too!" 

**  And  likely  to  be  without  it  now,  I  fear.** 
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"  It  is  somewhat  unusaal  for  a  volunteer  to  be  posted  as  a 
sentinel,"  said  the  other,  with  a  keen  glance. 

"1  go  where  Colonel  Crawford  orders  me,"  replied  Qaentin; 
*'  and  if  there  was  much  risk,  I  spared  him  the  trouble  by  volun* 
leering  readily." 

**  A  young  fellow  of  spirit !    Are  you  bom  to  a  fortune  P" 

**  Fortune !"  repeated  Quentiu,  with  a  start,  and  in  a  voice 
that  was  very  touching;  "alas,  sir,  I  fear  that  I  am  bom  only  to 
JailureV 

"Failure?"  said  the  other,  as  his  colour  deepened. 

"  Yes,  sir — like  our  expedition  to  Spain." 

The  officer  seemed  much  struck  by  a  remark  that  appeared  to 
coincide  with  certain  ideas  and  fears  of  destiny  that  were  pecu- 
liarly his  own.  He  knitted  his  brows,  and  said — "  Young  man, 
you  speak  very  confidently  of  the  fate  of  '  this  expedition  to 
Spain.'    Do  you  know  what  you  are  talking  about  ?** 

"  I  trust,  sir,  that  I  do,"  replied  Quentin,  modestly. 

"Then,  perhaps,"  said  the  other,  with  a  smile  as  he  propounded 
what  he  deemed  a  puzzling  question,  "you  will  be  good  enough 
to  explain  the  maxims  whicn  guide  an  expedition  by  land  or  sea  ?*  - 

"  I  shall  try,"  said  Quentm,  colouring  deeply  and  seeking  to 
remember  some  of  the  old  quartermaster's  enthusiastic  tutelage. 

"Do  so." 

"  There  are,  1  think,  four  great  maxims." 

"  Yes — at  least,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  them." 

"  First,  sir,  in  an  armed  expedition  of  any  kind,  there  should 
always  be  secrecy  of  design,  and  also,  of  all  preparation. 
Second :  the  force  and  the  means  employed  should  always  be 
proportionate  to  the  end  to  be  achieved ;  (which  is  not  our  case 
here,  else  we  had  been  in  Madrid  to-night  and  not  fugitives  in 
Lugo).  Third :  there  is  requisite  a  complete  knowledge  of  the 
country  for  which  the  expedition  is  destined ;  in  that  at  least  our 
brave  Sir  John  Moore  is  unequalled.  Fourth :  there  is  required 
a  commander  who,  like  him,  has  all  the  turn  of  mind  which  is 
most  adapted  for  that  particular  branch  of  the  war." 

"  Upon  my  honour  you  are  a  very  singular  young  man,"  re- 
plied the  other,  with  something  between  a  smile  and  a  frown 
hovering  on  his  fair  and  open  countenance.  "  You  might  teach 
Ccesar  himself  a  lesson;  but  before  you  go  any  further  in  your 
remarks,  I  think  it  right  to  inform  you  that  /  am  Lieutenant- 
General  Sir  John  Moore." 

Quentin  was  silenced  and  petrified.  He  felt  sinking  with 
shame  at  his  own  confidence  and  sudden  effrontery,  both  tne  off- 
spring of  gloomy  dbappointment ;  then  he  strove  to  remember 
m  he  had  said,  and  continued  to  gaie  ahnost  stupidly  at  tha 

BE 
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^worthy  general,  who  seemed  to  enjoy  the  situation  and  la;aghed 
heartily,  and  said,  in  a  manner  that  was  winning  and  reassuring 
— "  1  wish  Dayie  Baird  or  Lord  Paget  had  been  with,  me  to  hear 
aUthia!" 

Mild  in  face  and  disposition,  though  somewhat  fierce  in  temper 
when  a  boy.  Sir  John  Mooroi^poseessed  a  figure  that  was  tall  and 
graceful.  His  features  were  perfectly  regular;  his  eyes  were 
hazel,  and  his  hair  of  a  rich  brown  colour.  There  was  a  very 
perceptible  scar  on  one  of  the  cheeks,  where  his  face  had  been  tra- 
versed by  a  bullet  when  leading  on  the  92nd  at  Egmont^op-Zee. 
In  his  holsters  he  always  carried  the  pistols  given  to  him  by^  the 
attainted  Earl  Marischcu,  when  he  was  present  as.  a. young  subal- 
tern of  the  5l8t  Eoot,  at  the  famous  reviews  of  the  Prussian, 
army  near  Potsdam^  together  with  a  pocket  edition  of  Horace, 
bearing,  the  EarPs  autograph ;  and  these  he  valued  highly  as 
relics  of  that  sturdy  old  Jacobite,  once  Scotland's  premier  peer; 

Moore  was  now.  in  his  forty-eighth  year,  having  been  born  at 
Glasgow,  in  1761,  in  a  house  long  known  as  "  Donald's  Land," 
in  the  Trongate — an  edifice  demolished  in  1854.  But  to  re- 
sume:— 

After  enjoying  Quentin's  confusion  for  a  moment,  he  asked— 
"'Are  there  any  other  g^itlemen  volunteers  serving  with  the 
Borderers  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  myself  only/' 

<'  Indeed ! — what — are  yoa.  named  Kennedy-^^uentin  Ken- 
BBdyr' 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Qpentin,  faintly,  and  his  heart  sunk. 
<''0h,"  thought  ue^  "he  has  heard  of  that  accursed  court* 
naartialr— who  ha&not  P    It  is  all  over  with  me  now !") 

"Have  you  not  seen  the  last  War  Office  Gazette,  which  came 
thia  morning  from  England  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  I  am  sorry  to  say  that — ^that— "  stammered  Quentin, 
Ignorant  of  what  dereliction  of  duty  might  be  here  inferred ;  "li 
<mly — that  is " 

"Then  get  a  look  of* it,  and. there  you  will  find  yourself 
gazetted  to  a  lieutenancy  in  the  7th,  or  Royal  Fusiliers.    I  con- 

fatidate  you,  sir — your  regiment  is  at  present  in  England,  where 
wish  we  all  were,  with  honour  and  saifety^" 
Quentin  was  overwhelmed  by  this  intimatioiu 
"Oh,  sir,  are  you  sure  of  thisP"    exclaimed  the  poor  lad,, 
trembling  with  many  mingled  emotions. 

"Sure  as  that  1  now  address  you;  and  if  your  name  be 
Quentin  Kennedy,  serving  with  the  King's  Own  Borderers — fui 
Ueuitenant  in  the  corps,  which  has  no  other  subaltems.  Now 
9Qi>  cannot  continue,  to  serve  thius^-*oaixying  a  musket  with  Uie 
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2Sik;  ottier  woric  must  be  found  for  you.    When  will  you  be 
relieved  from  this  post  P" 

"  In  a  few  minutes,  sir— my  hour  is  nearly  up.** 

"  Then  you  will  take  a  note  from  me  to  Crawford,  your  colonel," 
said  Moore;  and  drawing  forth  a  note  book^  he  rapidly  pencilled 
a  note,  tore  it  out,  folded  it  and  addressed  it. 

"The  bearer  hereof,"  it  ran,  "Mr.  Q.  Kennedy,  having  been 
appointed  by  his  Majesty  to  a  lieutenancy  in  the  7th  Fusiliers, 
will  serve  on  my  personal  staff,  as  an  extra  aide-de-camp,  until 
lie  can  join  his  regiment,  now  in  Britain. 

"  John  Mookb,  Lieut-Gen." 

**  You  will  show  this  to  Colonel  Crawford  and  to  the  adjutant- 
general,  with  my  compliments.  It  will  be  in  orders  to-morrow. 
Wyndham  has  gone  to  London  with  poor  General  Lefebre  and 
the  despatches  of  our  cavalry  affairs  at  Bahagun  and  Benevente,  so 
I  must  have  your  assistance  in  his  place  during  this  expedition,^* 
he  added,  smilingly,  with  an  emphasis.  ''Captain  Hardiage 
vnll  lend  you  a  horse— meet  me  at  my  quarters  opposite  the 
cathedral  to-morrow  morning  early;  till  then  good-bye,  Lieu- 
tenant Kennedy,  and  I  wish  you  success !" 

Moore  drew  off  bis  glove,  shook  Quentin*s  hand  with  friendly 
cordiality,  and  rode-  away  at  a  canter,  leaving  our  sentinel  in  a 
very  bewildered  state  of  mind  indeed. 


CHAPTER  LXXI. 

PIQUE. 

**  These  faaiiAd me  brown  with  toil;  thai  brow  ii-ecaned ; 
StiU  must  you  sweat  and  swelter  in  the  sun, 
And  trudge  with  feet  benumbed  the  winter  snow. 
Nor  intermission  have  until  the  end. 
Thou  canst  not  draw  down  fame  upon  thy  head. 
And  yet  wouldst  cling  to  life !" — ^AxEXAifDEB  Smite. 

'*  A  LiBUTBNANT  in  the  7th,  or  Royal  Fusiliers  I— am  I  actually 
so?*'  was  the  question  Quentin  asked  of  himself  repeatedly. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  about  it;  the  general  had  said  so,  and 
the  Gazette  confirmed  it,  that  he,  Quentin  Kennedy,  volunteer 
with  the  25th  Foot,  had  been  appointed  to  that  regiment,  one  of 
the  oldest  corps  of  the  line — a  ** .crack  one,'*  too — commanded 
by  General  Sir  Alured  Clark,  G.C.B.  Long  known  as  the  South^ 
British  Fusiliers,  to  distinguish  them  from  the  Scottish  corps  and 
the  famous  Welsh  Fusiliers,  armed  with  the  same  weapon,  the 
7th  were  without  oflQicers  of  the  rank  of  ensign  until  a  year  or 
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two  ago ;  thus,  at  the  time  we  refer  to,  their  two  battalions  had 
no  less  than  sixty-four  lieutenants.  This  sudden  promotion, 
which  put  him  so  completely  beyond  the  power  of  his  rival  and 
enemy,  the  Master  of  Rohallion,  and  which  gave  him  indepen 
deuce  and  a  position  in  society  too,  puzzled  Quentin  for  a  time ; 
but  briefly  so,  as  reflection  showed  him  that  he  must  owe  it  to 
the  great  interest  possessed  by  Lord  Rohallion,  who,  he  was 
aware,  had  now  traced  him  to  the  Borderers ;  and  this,  indeed, 
was  the  secret  of  the  whole  affair.  And  Flora  Warrender — she 
must  have  seen  his  appointment  in  the  Gazette  loi^  before  it 
had  thus  casually  met  the  sharp  eye  of  Sir  John  Moore,  and 
could  he  doubt  that  she  rejoiced  at  the  event  ?  To  be  raised  at 
once  from  a  position  so  subordinate  and  anomalous,  from  the 
ranks  as  it  w'ere  of  that  army  whose  dreadful  sufferings  he 
shared  and  whose  many  dangers  he  risked — to  be  raised  to  the 
rank  of  an  officer  in  a  regiment  so  distinguished  as  the  Royal 
Eusiliers,  and  to  be  at  once,  temporarily  though  it  were,  placed 
on  the  generaPs  staff,  and  beyond  the  reach  of  Cosmo's  coldness, 
piaue,  and  hauteur,  was  indeed  to  be  independent,  and  to  taste 
of  nappiness  supreme !  His  heart  was  full  of  joy,  of  enthusiasm, 
and  gratifled  ambition ;  but  sincere  gratitude  and  increased  re- 
gard for  the  kind  and  fatherly  old  Lord  to  whom  he  owed  it  were 
not  wanting  now :  and  Quentin  resolved  to  write  a  letter  pouring 
out  his  thanks,  and  expressive  of  all  he  felt,  on  the  first  oppor- 
tunity. He  was  right  to  make  the  last  reserve  mentally,  for 
opportunities  for  committing  one*s  lucubrations  to  paper  were 
sadly  wanting  now  when  within  musket  shot  of  the  French 
advanced  guard.  He  was  full  of  genuine  re^d  for  the  good 
and  great  Sir  John  Moore,  full  of  enthusiastic  devotion,"  grati- 
tude, and  admiration,  too  !  How  was  it  possible  that  he  could 
feel  otherwise  ?  Apart  from  the  news  of  nis  promotion  in  life, 
which  must  soon  have  reached  him,  he  blessed  the  chance  which 
made  his  informant  the  resolute  and  gallant  leader  of  the  British 


army ! 

After  obtaining  the  warm  congratulations  of  those  who  were 
his  friends,  and  who  hailed  him  now  as  a  brother  officer,  most 
grateful  indeed  to  his  heart  were  the  humble  but  earnest  felicita- 
tions of  the  soldiers,  who  crowded  round  him,  poor  fellows,  aU 
haggard,  ragged,  and  starviuff  though  they  were,  begging  leave 
to  shake  his  hand,  and  to  wish  him  all  success  and  prosperity  to 
the  end  of  his  days.  And  Quentin  felt  that  such  genuine  and 
heartfelt  wishes  as  theirs  were  well  worth  remembering  as  an 
incentive  for  the  future.  But  little  time  was  there  for  joy  or 
loitering  now,  as  the  French  were  coming  on  and  were  again 
close  at  hand. 
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Relieved  from  the  out-picquet  on  the  Nogales  road  just  as  the 
winter  dusk  was  deepening,  he  passed  through  the  gloomy  streets 
of  Lugo,  where  ammunition  waggons,  unclaimed  or  abandoned 
baggage,  and  dead  horses  weltering  in  pools  of  dark  blood,  added 
greatly  to  the  confusion  of  those  crowded,  and  decidedly  dirty 
thoroughfares ;  which  were  destitute  alike  of  lamps,  pavement, 
and  p(3ice,  and  were  full  of  holes,  puddles,  mud,  and  mire. 
There  were  sentinels  at  the  doors  of  ail  the  wine-shops  and 
bodegas ;  yet  crowds  of  famished  soldiers  loitered  about  them, 
while  the  dreaded  provost-marshaJ  guard,  with  cord  and  triangles, 
and  patrols  of  horse  and  foot  passed  slowly  to  and  fro  in  every 
direction,  to  enforce  that  order  which  the  alcalde  and  his  alguazils 
considered  hopeless. 

Quentin  soon  found,  however,  where  the  colonel  and  colours  of 
the  Borderers  were  lodged.  It  was  an  old  mansion  which  had 
once  belonged  to  the  Knights  of  Santiago,  the  highest  order  of 
chivalry  in  Spain;  and  above  its  arched  doors,  where  two  ofHhe 
colonel's  were  chatting  and  smoking — he  saw  carved  on  a  large 
marble  block  the  badge  of  the  order :  a  sword  gules,  the  hilt 
powdered  with  fleurs-de-lis,  and  the  stem  motto.  Sanguine 
Arabum,  It  happened,  though  seated  over  his  wine,  after  such 
a  dinner  as  the  exigencies  of  the  time  enabled  him  to  procure, 
and  though  in  company  with  his  old  friend  the  gallant  and 
fashionable  Lord  Paget,  rehearsing  together  their  gay  but  some- 
what coarse  memories  and  experiences  of  Carlton  House  and  the 
Pavilion,  the  Honourable  Cosmo  was  far  from  being  in  the  best 
of  humours.  A  full  conviction  of  the  sudden  and  disastrous 
turn  in  the  prospects  of  the  expedition — ^the  army  was  now  only 
fighting  to  escape  home — together  with  the  knowledge  that  on 
landing  in  England  a  horde  of  harpies — Jews,  lawyers,  and  tip- 
staves, were  all  ready  to  pounce  upon  him,  with  protested  bills, 
accounts,  I.  0.  U/s,  post-obits,  bonds,  and  Heaven  only  knows 
what  more,  the  result  of  his  Guards'  life  and  reckless  expendi- 
ture in  London — all  this,  we  say,  well  nigh  drove  him  frantic ; 
and  Paget's  memories  of  their  brilliant  past,  and  their  wild,  dis- 
reputable orgies  with  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  his  set,  added 
stmgs  to  the  terror  with  which  he  viewed  the  future. 

Flora's  fair  acres  might  have  stood  in  the  gap  between  him 
and  ruin,  but  fate  and  Quentin  Kennedy  ordained  it  should  be 
otherwise. 

"Egad,  Paget,  you  see  how  it  is;  I've  drained  the  paternal 
pump  dry — there  are  bounds  to  patience,  and  his  lordship  will 
not  advance  me  another  guinea  beyond  my  allowance.  Indeed* 
I  could  scarcely  expect  it^  and  thus,  I  ^re  not  land  in  Eng- 
land !" 
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"Let  us  be  afloat  before 'we  isXk.  of  lamding,"  replied  Paget ; 
"  it  wUl  be  a  deuced  bad  afEair  for  as  all  if  we  don't  find  our 
transports  in  Vigo  Bay ;  and^  enire  twus,  I  think  Moore  has  some 
doubts  about  them." 

"  I  don't  care  a  straw  if  usdistiuguishable  ruin  ^ould  fall 
upon  us  all !" 

"  Which  is  certain  to  be  the  case,  if  the  said  transports  are  not 
there,"  replied  the  other,  with  a  yawn.  "But  come,  Gra;wford, 
fill  your  glass  affain;  is  this  champagne  some  of  the  stiiff  we 
found  in  Colbert^  baggage?" 

"My  fate  will  soonbe  decided,"  said  the  other,  pursumg  his 
own  thoughts ;  "  to-morrow,  perhaps,  for  I  can  see  some  indica- 
tion of  taking  up  a  position  here,  in  &ont  of  Lugo." 

"  Yes ;  but  tne  infernal  miners  failed  at  the  bridges  of  the 
Minho,  and  the  Sil— the  river  of  gold." 

"  Thus,!  say,"  continued  Cosmo,  doggedly,  "  Paget,  old  lellow» 
my  fate  will  soon  be  decided !" 

*' And  it  is '* 

"Death  on  a  Spanish: battle-field,  or  to  rot  in  an  English  prison!" 

"Don't  talk  so  bitterly;  once  in  London  again,  we  shall  see 
what  can  be  done.  Another  class  of  this  spavklmg  liquid  1 — wine, 
wine,  I  say  drown  ihe  blue  oevils  in -a  red  sea  of  it!  exclaimed 
the  gay  Pag:et. 

"Something  stronger  than  wine  for  joae  now,"  said  Cosmo,  as 
he  filled  a  lar^  gl^  neark  full  with  undihited  brandy,  and 
dramed  it;  "  me  is  short,  ana  not  ^ery  merry  here." 

"  Egad !  I  blow  no  place,  however,  where  it  is  so  difficult  to 
live  and  so  easy  to  die." 

"Eight-H30  easy  to  die !"  added  Cosmo,  with  a  strange  and 
sickly  smile. 

It  was  at  this  inauspicious  moment  that  a  servant  in  uniform 
brought  in  Quentin's  name. 

•^'  What  the  devil  can  this  fellow  possibly  want  with  ui^.^'said 
Cosmo,  full  of  surprise  at  a  circumstance  so  unusual  as  a  yistt 
fromQuentin;  "is  he  below?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  What  does  he  wish  P* 

"  To  see  you,  sir,"  replied  the  soldier,  with  a  second  salute. 

'^  Who  is  it?"  drawled  Paget,  watchii^  his  ci^-smoke  curling 
upward,  and  depositing  the  leg  he  was  destmed  to  leave  ti 
Waterloo  on  a  spare  chair. 

"  That  fellow  who  was  tried  by  a  court-martkd  at  Alva  de 
Tormes." 

"'  Tried— ah,  I  remember,  for  eyerything  but  high  treason  and 
housebreaking,  eh  ? — ha !  b»  *" 
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"Yes;  but  who  gave  the  charges  the  go-by  at  racing  speed* 
Send  him  up !" 

Qnentin  entered  with  a  flush  on  his  cheekiand  a  painful  beating' 
in  his  hea3rt.  He  bowed  low  to  General  Paget,  whom  he  knew 
by  sight,  and  to  Cosmo,  who  responded  by  a  quiet  stare,  and*  wbo» 
before  he  was  addressed,  said  sharply,  "I  generally  have  my  eje 
ou  youy  sir,  and  I  thought  that  you  were  with  the  outlying  pic* 
quets  in  front  of  the  town  P** 

"  I  was.  Colonel  Crawford ;  but " 

''  Wa9-^vxA  how  does  it  come  to  pass  that  you  are  relieved,  or 
here  at  this  time?"  asked  Cosmo,  lottily. 

"  Because,  sir,  I  am  now  Lieutenant  Kennedy,  of  the  7th 
Fusiliers,  serving  on  the  personal  staff  of  Sir  John  Moore;" 

On  hearing  this  Ea^et  raised  his  eyebrows  and  smiled;  but 
Cosmo  hastily  thrust  his  gold  glass  into  his  right  eye,  and  glared 
at  Qaentin  through  it  as  he  wheeled  his  chair  half  round,  and 
surveyed  him  with  cool  insolence  from  head  to  foot. 

"Are  you  mad,  fellow  P"  he  asked,  quietly  but  carnestiy. 

"  Less  so  than  you.  Colonel  Crawford,"  -replied  Quentin,  with 
suppressed  passion ;  "I  have  h^e  to  show  you  a  note  from  the 
general.'* 

"To  show  w.^' 

"Yes,  sir;  because  it -eoes  from  you  direct  to  the  .adjutant- 
general  for  insertion  in  orders." 

Cosmo  coughed,  and  very  leisurely  opened  the  little  note  which 
Quentin  handed  to  him. 

"  So,  sir,'*  said  he,  "so  for  as  this  scrap  of  paper  imports— aril 
I  know  Moore's  writing  well — ^he  lu^  appointed  you  an  extra 
aide-de-camp  P" 

"  He  has  done  me  the  honour.  Colonel  Crawford." 

"  Your  health,  sir,"  said  Lord  Paget,  frankly ;  "  I  congratulate 
you — wont  you  drink  ?" 

"  You  might  more  usefully  fill  up  the  iime  necessary  to  qualify 
you  for  a  staff  appointment  by  serving  with  some  corps  of  the 
army." 

"The  26th,  perhaps  P"  said  Qaentin,  whose  temper  Oosmo^s 
cutting  coldness  was  rapidly  bringing  to  a  white  heat. 

"No,  sir,"  he  replied,  with  one  of"  his  insolent  smiles,  " I  iid 
not  mean  our  friends  the  Borderers." 

"What  corps,  then?" 

"  The  Belem  Rangers ;  what  do  you  think  of  them  P" 

"  Crawford !"  exclaimed  Lord  Paget, -starting  with  astonish- 
ment, for  this  imaginary  corps  was  our  general  Peninsular  teim 
for  all  skulkers,  malingerers,  and  others  who  showed  the  white 
feather,  by  loitering  in  the  gceat  hospital  of  Belem,  near  Lisboik 
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Quentin  felt  all  that  the  studied  insult  implied ;  the  blood 
rushed  back  upon  his  aching  heart,  and  he  grew  very  pale.  The 
conviction  now  that  his  position  was  different,  that  Cosmo  wished 
by  deliberate  insolence  to  provoke  and  destroy  him,  rushed  upon 
his  mind,  and  gave  him  coolness  and  reflection,  so  he  said, 
quietly — 

''  I  shall  not  report  your  kind  suggestion  to  Sir  John  Moore ; 
but  I  presume  I  m^  now  withdraw  ?** 

"  Sir,"  resumed  Cosmo,  starting  from  his  chair  pale  with  pas- . 
sion,  as  he  seemed  now  to  have  a  legitimate  and  nelpless  object 
on  which  to  wreak  his  bitterness  of  soul,  "  sir,  I  refer  to  Greneral 
Lord  Paget  if  your  bearing  has  not  something  of  a  mutinous 
sneer  in  it  ?*' 

"My  smile  might,  Colonel  Crawford;  but  not  bearing,  be  as- 
sured of  that." 

"  Sir,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  Is  it  to  bandy  words  with 
me?  You  hear  him,  Paget?*'  said  Cosmo,  incoherently,  and 
purple  alike  with  fury  and  a  sense  of  shame  at  the  exhibition  he 
was  making;  " you  hear  him  ?" 

"  I  have  no  intention  of  insulting  you,"  urged  Quentin,  anxious 
only  to  begone. 

"  Insults  are  never  suspected  by  me,  but  when  I  know  they  are 
intended,  as  I  feel  they  are  now.  Even  your  presence  here  is  an 
insult !  Now,  sir,  do  you  understand  me,  and  your  resource — 
your  resource — do  you  understand  that — eh  ?" 

"For  God*s  sake,  Crawford!  are  you  mad?"  interposed  Lord 
Paget ;  "what  the  devil  is  up  between  you  ?" 

"  More  than  1  can  tell  you,  Paget." 

"  With  this  mere  lad,  and  you  a  man  of  the  world !" 

"'Sblood!    Yes,  with  him." 

The  Master's  mad  pride  had  involved  him  in  many  quarrels, 
and  he  had  paraded  more  than  one  man  at  the  back  of  Montague 
House,  in  London,  in  the  Duke*s  Walk  at  Holyrood,  and  else- 
where— luckless  fellows  who  had  resented  his  overbearing  dispo- 
sition— so  a  duel  to  him  was  nothing,  and  in  his  baffled  pique  and 
ungovernable  fury  he  was  now  wicked  enough  to  aim  at  one. 

"  Cosmo  Crawford,"  exclaimed  Quentin,  his  dark  eyes  flashing 
through  the  moisture  that  filled  them, ''  Master  of  Rohallion,"  he 
added  in  a  choking  voice,  *•  I  have  too  often,  as  a  child,  slept  on 
your  good  old  mother's  breast  to  level  a  pistol  at  yours,  else, 
sir — else ** 

"Bah!"  shouted  Cosmo,  turning  on  his  heel;  "I  thought  so. 
Belem  for  ever !" 

"To-morrow  we  may  be  engaged  with  the  enemv,"  said 
Quentin,  in  the  same  broken  voice;  "I  shall  be  in  the  fleld,  and 
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mounted  too ;  tbea  let  us  see  whether  you  or  I  ride  closest  to  the 
bayonets  of  the  French !" 

'' A^eed — agreed !"  said  Cosmo,  with  stem  energy,  as  his  pale 
eyes,  that  shrunk  and  dilated,  filled  with  more  than  usual  of  tneir 
old  baleful  gleam,  and  he  wrung  with  savage  energy  the  proffered 
hand  of  Quentin,  who  hastened  away. 

"  By  Jove,"  said  Pacet,  laughing,  as  he  filled  his  glass  with 
champagne,  *'  this  same  oeats  cock-fighting !  But  what  the  devil 
is  it  aU  about  r 


CHAPTER  LXXII. 

THE     COMBAT     OP     LTJGO. 

^  New  clamours  and  new  danffours  now  arise. 
The  sound  of  trumpets  mixed  with  fighting  criefl^ 
With  frenzy  seized,  I  run  to  meet  th  alarms, 
Besolved  on  death,  resolved  to  die  in  arms. 
But  first  to  gather  friends,  with  them  t'  oppose, 
If  fortune  favoured,  and  repel  the  foes — 
Spurred  hy  my  courage — ^by  my  country  fired, 
With  sense  of  honour  and  revenge  inspired !" — Mncis  ii. 

"Whatever  may  be  their  misery,"  says  General  Napier,  "soldiers 
will  always  be  found  clean  at  a  review  and  readv  at  a  fi^ht."  The 
order  to  take  up  a  position  and  form  line  of  battle  m  front  of 
Lugo  had  scarcely  been  issued,  when  a  change  came  over  the 
bearing,  aspect,  and  emotions  of  the  men.  Pale,  weary,  and  ex- 
hausted though  they  were,  vigour  and  discipline  were  restored  to 
the  ranks,  with  confidence  and  valour !  The  stragglers  came 
hurrying  in  to  rejoin  the  regiments,  that  they  might  snare  in  the 
battle  which  was  to  give  them  vengeance  for  the  past,  or,  it  might 
be,  a  last  relief  for  the  future.  Three  fresh  battalions,  left  by 
Sir  David  Baird  in  his  advance  to  Astorga,  had  joined  Sir  John 
Moore  in  rear  of  Villa  Franca,  and  thus,  at  Lugo,  he  found  him- 
self at  the  head  of  nineteen  thousand  hardy  and  well-tried  men. 

Moore's  generous  kindness  to  Quentin  on  this  occasion  served 
completely  to  obliterate  the  affair  of  the  preceding  evening.  He 
soon  procured  him  a  horse,  and  pleased  with  the  modest  bearing, 
the  grateful  and  earnest  desire  to  serve  and  deserve,  with  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  young  subaltern,  he  presented  him  with  the 
sword  of  General  Colbert,  a  French  officer  (said  to  be  of  Scottish 
descent),  who  had  been  shot  by  a  rifleman  of  the  95  th  at  Cazabelos, 
on  the  3rd  of  January. 

"Take  this  sabre,"  said  he,  "and  preserve  it  alike  as  the  present 
of  a  friend  and  the  weapon  of  one  of  France's  bravest  soldiers. 
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The  hilt  is  plain  enough ;  and  asfor  the  blade,  let  the  enemy  be 
the  best  jadges  of  that,    EoUow  me  now  to  the  Imes." 

That  «abre  Qoentin  resolved  to  treasnre)  even  as  he  treasured 
the  xii^  of  riom  Warrcnder. 

Qrey  day  was  breaking  now,  and  at  tiiat  dread  time  wken  the 
troops  were  forming,  ana  the  morning  gan  |»eided  from  the  old 
waUs  of  Lugo,  he  fnew  liiat  she  who  loved  mm  so  -well,  idl  un- 
isonsoions  of  his  danger,  the  b^oved  of  his  heart,  was  lying  calmly 
iu  her  bed  at  home,  asleep,  perhaps  with  a  smile  upon  her  lips,, 
while  he  was  here,  far  away,  face  to  face  and  front  to  front  with 
Death!  He  rode  forth  with  Stanhope,  Burrard,  Hardinge,. 
Grahame  of  Lynedoch,  and  others  of  Moore's  brilliant  staff,  with 
his  young  heart  beating  high  with  pride  and  joy,  as  well  it  might 
with  such  companions  and  on  such  an  auspicious  day. 

*'  On  this  ^ound,  gentlemen,  unless  the  enemy  advance  in  great 
strength,"  said  Moore,  *M  shall  only  be  too  happy  to  meet  them." 

As  Quentin  passed  the  25th  moving  into  position  in  close 
column  of  subdivisions,  many  a  hand  grasped  his  in  hearty 
greeting,  and  many  a  cap  was  waved,  for  the  eyes  of  tiie  whole 
corps  were  on  him. 

"*Tis  well,"  said  Moore ;  "  I  like  that  spirit  mndi !  They  seem 
proud  of  you,  Kennedy,  as  one.  of  their  corps.  Pass  the  orders, 
gentlemen,  to  the  generals  of  division  and  brigade  to  prepare  for 
action." 

The  staff  separated  at  a  gallop. 

"  Off  with  the  hammer-stalls,  was  now  the  jcommand ;  **  tmease 
colours— examine  flints,  priming,  and  ammunition." 

About  mid-day,  after  standing  for  some  hours  under  arms  with 
their  colours  fljin?  and  exposed  to  a  keen  and  biting  wind,  the 
British  saw  the  dark  masses  of  the  French  appear.  There  was  no 
sun  shining ;  thus  no  burnished  steel  flashed  from  amid  their 
sombre  ranks,  which  numbered  seventeen  thousand  infantry  and 
four  thousand  horse,  with  fifty  guns ;  and  now  they  were  deploy- 
ing into  line,  while -many  other  columns  were  pouring  forward  m 
their  rear.  Moore's  right,  chieflv  composed  of  the  Guards,  was 
posted  on  flat  and  open  ^ound,  flankea  by  a  bend  of  the  Mmho. 
His  centre  was  among  vineyards  and  low  stone  walls.  Hb  left 
was  somewhat  thrown  back,  resting  on  the  mountains  and  sup- 
ported by  cavalry.  It  was  hb  intention  to  engage  deeply  with 
his  right  and  centre  and  bear  the  enemy  on,  before  he  closed  up 
with  the  left  win^,  in  which  he  placed  the  flower  of  his  troops» 
including  the  Highland  Regiments,  hoping  thus  to  bring  on  a 
decisive  battle,  and  have  the  French  so  himdled  by  the  bayonet 
that  he  might  continue  the  remainder  of  the  retreat  unmolested* 
Further  hope  than  this,  alas !  he  had  none. 
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As  the  French  deployed  along  the  mountain  ridge  in  front  of 
Luffo,  they  could  not  see  distinctly  either  the  strength  or  position 
of  the  British;  so  Soult  advanced ^with  four  field  guns  and  some 
squadrons  of  horse  under  Colonel  Lallemand,  to  feel  the  way  and 
throw  a  few  shot  at  the  vineyard  walls  on  speculation. 

"  Bah !  M.  le  Mar^chal,"  said  Colonel  Lallemand,  confidently ;, 
"  they,  are  all  fled,  those  pestilent  English,  or  'tis  only  a  rear- 
guard we  have  here." 

"I  suspect,  M.  le  Colonel,  you  will  find  .something  more  than 
a  rear-guard,"  replied  Soult,  as  fifteen  white  puffs  of  smoke  rose 
up  from  the  low  walls  in  front,  and  a  dozen  or  so  round  cannon- 
shot  came  crashing  among  their  gun-carriages,  dismounting  two 
twelve-pounders  and  smashing  the  wheel  of  a  third. 

On  tnis  Soult  drew  back  his  squaxirons  and  made  a  feint  oa 
the  right,  while  sending  a  strong  column  and  five  guns  against  the 
left,  where  these  fresh  regiments  were  posted.  Coming  on  with 
wild  halloos,  and  not  a  few  of  them  chanting  the  "Carmagnole," 
the  French  drove  in  the  line  of  skirmishers,  when  Mootc,  followed 
now  only  by  Quentin  Kennedy,  all  the  rest  of  his  staff  being  else- 
where, came  galloping.along  and  called  upon  the  left  to  "advance." 

They  were  now  faurly  under  fire  and  fast  closing  up.  How 
different  from  such  work  in  the  present  day !  New  we  may  open 
a  destructive  fusillade  at  a  thousand  yards  rifle-fange,  and  so  fire 
on  for  hours ;  then,  after  coming  within  range  with  Brown  Bess, 
scarcely  three  rounds  would  be  fired,  before  British  and  foreign 
pluck  were  tested  by  the  bayonet. 

"Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Moore,  "ride  to  the  Honourable  Colonel 
Crawford— tell  Mm  to  advance  at  once  in  line ;  I  will  lead  on  the 
regiments  here." 

Quentin,  who  was  tolerably  well  mounted,  dashed  up  to  where 
Cosmo,  cold  and  stem  as  ever,  sat  on  his  horse  at  thehead  of  the 
regiment. 

"  Colonel  Crawford,"  said  he,  with  a  profound  salute,  "  it  is 
Sir  John  Moore's  order  that  you  advance  with  the  bayonet — the 
whole  left  wing  is  to  be  thrown  forward." 

Cosmo's  eyes  flashed  and  dilated  with  anger  at  having  to  take 
an  order  from  Quentin ;  he  frowned  and  lingered. 

"  Did  you  hear  me.  Colonel  Crawford — that  your  battalion  is 
to  charge  P" 

"  Orders,  and  from  ^ou  f**  said  Cosmo,  grinding  his  teeth. 

"  From  Sir  John  Moore,"  ur^ed  Quentin,  breathlessly. 

Now  there  is  at  times  a  wild  impulse  which  seizes  the  heart  bf 
man  and  will  make  him  set,  it  may  be,  the  fate  of  all  his  f uture— ^ 
it  may  be  life  itself,  upon  the  issue  of  a  single  chance;  and  such^ 
a  daring  impulse  now  fired  the  soul  of  Quentin. 
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"Twenty.fifth,"  he  exclamed,  brandishing  his  sabre,  "  you  arc 
to  advance — prepare  to  charge." 

"Dare  you  give  orders  here?"  cried  Cosmo,  hoarse  with 
passion,  and  scarcely  knowing  what  he  said ;  "  1  follow  none — ^let 
all  who  dare  follow  me.    Rohallion  leads,  but  follows  none." 

"  Come  on  then  together!* 

"Forward — double  quick — charge !"  they  cried  together,  with 
their  horses  neck  and  neck  rushing  onward,  while  the  battalion, 
with  a  loud  hurrah,  fell  upon  the  enemy,  bayoneting  the  skir- 
mishers and  closing  on  the  main  body. 

"Bravo,  Kennedy!"  cried  old  Middleton,  waving  his  rusty 
sabre ;  "  I  wish  Dick  Warriston  was  here  to  see  you  to-day.  It's 
a  proud  man  he'd  be,  for  dearly  he  loved  you,  lad.  Whoop! 
here  we  are  right  on  the  top  of  the  vagabonds,"  he  added,  as 
the  front  rank  of  a  sallow-visaged,  grimly -bearded,  grey-coated 
French  column  broke  in  disorder  and  gave  wav  before  the  furious 
advance  of  the  Borderers,  whose  two  field  officers  were  at  that 
moment  unhorsed. 

Middleton*s  charger  received  a  ball  in  its  counter  and  he  had 
a  narrow  escape  from  another,  which  buried  itself  in  a  great  old 
silver  hunting-watch  which  he  wore  in  his  fob,  and  was  known 
.as  the  "  regiuTental  clock."  Quentin  perceived  him  scrambling 
up,  however,  unhurt,  just  as  he  had  hurried  to  the  assistance  of 
Cosmo,  who,  some  twenty  yards  in  front  of  the  corps,  had  been 
knocked  from  his  saddle  in  the  m^l^e  by  two  Frenchmen,  who 
had  their  muskets  withdrawn,  bayonets  fixed,  and  butts  upwards, 
to  pin  him  to  the  earth  on  which  he  lay  helpless. 

Dashing  spurs  into  his  horse,  Quentin  rushed  upon  one,  and 
rode  him  right  down,  at  the  same  moment  burying  his  sabre  in 
the  body  of  the  other.  The  first  voltigeur  was  only  stunned; 
but  the  second  fell,  wallowing  in  blood. 

Quentin  dragged  Cosmo  up,  and  assisted  him  to  remount. 

"  I  thank  Heaven,  sir,"  said  he ;  "I  was  just  in  time  to  save 
your  life." 

"  From  any  otlier  hands  than  yours  it  had  been  welcome,"  said 
he,  haughtily ;  "  however,  I  thaiik  you.  Sound,  bugler,  to  halt, 
and  re-form  on  the  colours !" 

As  Quentin  rode  away,  the  proud  consciousness  in  his  heart,  that 
he  had  returned  great  good  for  great  evil,  gave  place  to  another. 
He  saw  the  second  Frenchman  rolling  in  blood  on  the  ground,  and 
clutching  the  grass  in  his  agony.  Then  a  sensation  of  deadly 
sickness  came  over  his  destroyer's  heart — a  sensation  that  ne 
could  neither  analyse  nor  describe.  So  he  spurred  madly  toward 
:the  extreme  left,  where  Sir  John  Moore  b;^  accident  found  him- 
self in  front  of  his  old  regiment,  the  51st,  in  which  he  had  served 
as  ensign. 
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With  a  voice  and  face  alike  expressive  of  animation,  he  waved 
his  cocked-hat  and  called  upon  them  as  his  old  comrades  to  ad- 
vance to  the  charge.  At  that  moment  the  light  company  of  the 
76th  set  the  example,  and  the  whole  left  wing  rushed  nirionsly 
on  the  French  with  the  bayonet.  There  was  a  dreadful  yell  and 
shock ;  scores  of  men  tumbled  over  each  other,  many  never  to 
rise  again ;  the  butt-end  was  freely  used,  and  in  a  minute  or  less, 
the  French  attack  was  routed,  leaving  four  hundred  dead,  dotting 
all  the  slope.  In  the  front  rank  of  the  51st,  Brigade -Major 
David  Roberts  engaged  a  French  officer  hand  to  hand  and  slew 
him ;  but  the  major's  sword-arm  was  shattered  by  two  bullets 
fired  by  two  French  soldiers,  who  were  instantly  bayoneted  by 
an  Irishman  of  the  51st,  named  Connor.  He  killed  a  few  more, 
while  his  hand  was  in,  for  which  he  was  promoted  on  the  spot. 
After  this  Soult  made  no  further  attack,  and  thus  it  became  ap- 
parent to  Moore,  that  the  wary  and  skilful  old  veteran  was  only 
waiting  until  Laborde*s  division,  which  was  in  the  rear,  should 
come  up,  together  with  a  portion  of  the  sixth  corps,  which  was 
marching  by  the  way  of  Val  des  Orres. 

All  the  next  day  the  two  armies  remained  embattled  in  sight 
of  each  other,  almost  without  firing  a  shot — Soult  waiting  and 
Moore  watching — the  foe  coming  on  hourly  in  fresh  force,  till 
"the  darkness  fell,  and  with  it  the  English  general's  hope  to 
engage  his  enemy  on  equal  terms." 

Quentin  spent  the  evening  of  that  anxious  day  in  the  bivouac 
of  his  old  friends  the  Borderers,  who  were  sharing  as  usual  the 
contents  of  their  havresacks  and  canteens,  and  congratulating 
each  other  on  escapes,  and  none  were  absent  save  Monkton,  who 
was  stationed  with  a  picquet  of  twenty  men  at  the  bend  of  the 
Minho.  Before  and  after  an  action,  there  is  an  effect  that  re- 
mains for  a  time  on  the  minds  and  manner  of  both  officers  and 
men.  The  former  show  more  kindness  and  suavitjr  to  the 
latter.  There  is  more  kindness,  more  quietness  and  seriousness, 
and  the  oath  is  seldom  heard,  even  on  the  tongue  of  a  fool.  It 
may  be,  that  all  have  felt  eternity  nearer  them  than  usual,  and 
yet  in  time  of  war,  the  soldier  is  face  to  face  with  it  dailjr. 

Lar^e  fires  were  lighted  all  along  the  British  line,  and  in  their 
glare  tne  piles  of  arms  were  seen  to  flash  and  glitter,  while  for 
warmth,  the  weary  soldiers  lay  beside  them  in  close  ranks  on  the 
damp  earth, 

"  A  plucky  thing  that  was  of  yours  to-day,  Kennedy,"  said 
Middleton,  '*  sabreing  the  voltigeur  and  remounting  the  coloneL 
You  left  me,  your  old  friend,  to  shift  for  myself,  however." 

"  I  saw  you  were  in  no  danger,  major,"  said  Quentin,  with 
some  confusion;  *'and  being  independent  now  of  Crawford,  I 
wished — I  wished " 
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"  To  neap  askes  on  his  head ;  I  fear  I  am  not  generonfl  enough 
to  hare  acted  as  you  did,  and  marred  a  step  in  the  regiment.*' 

'^A  shot  grazed  my  cap  here,"  said  acaptain  named  Dmm- 
mond ;  "  another  inch,  and  there  had  been  a  company  vaeant." 

"  I  wonder  what  the  devil  Moore  is  loitering  here  for  P"  asked 
soneone. 

"  Kennedy's  on  the  staff  now;  he  ought  to  know-  the  secrets 
of  the  bureau,"  said  Colville; 

"  Has  anything  oozed  out,  Quwitin  P"  asked  Askeme. 

"  He  can  tell  us  that  we'll  attack  the  French  position  about 
daybreak,  before  Loison,  Laborde;  or  Ncy  can  join,  saidColjear, 
laughing. 

**  Ney  is  at  Yilla  Franca,"  added  Captain  Winton,  a  grave  and 
thoughtful  officer.  "I  suspect  Moore  remains  here,  in  ex- 
pectation of  being  attacked  be/ore  these  reinforcements  come  up.** 

"  Now  would  be  the  time  to  fadl  back  in  the  night  towards  Vigo, 
and  take  up  a  position  to  cover  the  embarkation,"  said  Askeme. 

"  Eight,  Rowland,"  responded  Quentin ;  "  we  are  only  able  to 
fight  one  battle,  and  desperation  mil  make*  us  do  so  well.  And 
it  is  not  meant  that  after  winning  a  battle  we  should  enter 
Castile  again  with  a  handful  of  jaded  men,  and  not  an  sdly  to  aid 
us  between  Corunna  and  the  ridges  of  the  Sierra  Morena.  I 
heard  Moore  himself  say  this." 

''Who  comes  here?"  they  heard  a  sentinel  challenge  at  a 
distance. 

"What  comes  here  would  be  more  grammatical,  my  friend," 
replied  a  dolorous  voice  which  they  knew,  as  four  soldiers  ap- 
peared, half  supporting  and  half  carrying  bo.  officer. 

"  What  is  all  that  ?"  said  Middleton. 

"  The  mangled  remains  of  William  Monkton,  esquire,  lieute- 
imnt,  25th  Foot,"  replied  that  personage,  as  the  soldiers  laid  Mm 
on  the  turf  near  the  watchfire. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Willie?  are  you  wounded?"  asked 
Askerne,  putting  a  canteen  of  grog  to  the  sufferer's  mouth. 

"  I  should  think  so !  a  devil  of  a  runaway  horse  from  the 
enemy's  lines  came  smash  over  me.  I  say.  Doctor  Salt«-and- 
senna,"  he  added  to  the  assistant  surgeon,  who  had  joined  the 
group ;  "  I  am  not  past  your  skill,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Why,  Monkton,  you  haven't  even  a  bone  broken,"  said  the 
doctor,  half  angrily,  as  he  rapidly  felt  him  all  over;  "you  are 
sadly  bruised,  though,  and  will  have  to  ride,  if  we  continue  the 
retreat." 

A.t  that  moment  Hardinge  galloped  up  to  Cosmo,, who  was 
sitting  on  a  fallen  tree,  cloaked  and  alone,  near  his  horse,  for  liis 
officers  seldom  cared  to  join  him,  or  he  to  join  them. 

"Colonel  Crawford,"  said  he,  hurriedly,  "the  whole  line  is  to 
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fall  instantly  back  towacds  Conuma  bj  a  forced  nkkt  march^ 
All  the  fires  are  to  be  kept  brightly  burning  to  deceive  the 
enemy,  and  all  movements  will  be  made  left  about,  to  prevent 
the  clashing  of  the  pouches  being  heard.  Move  in  silence-,  as  we 
must  compfetely  mask  our  retreat.  Mr.  Kennedy,  you  will  be  so 
^ood  as  take  these  orders  without  delay  along  the  line,  and 
desire  the  51&t,  the  76th,  and  the  cavalry  of  the  left  fiank,  to  fall 
back  and  be  off,  without  sound  of  bugle.  Thirty-five  miles  in 
our  rear,  the  bridge  of  fietanzos  is  being  undermined ;  that  point 
(mce  passed,  and  the  bridee  blown  up,  we  shall  be  safe !" 

It  was  indeed  time  to  fall  back.  Soult's  first  reinforcements 
had  come  up  in  overwhelming  force,  and  in  the  stores  of  Lugo 
there  was  not  bread  for  ons  more  day's  subsistence.  The  troops 
were  exhorted  by  Moore  to  keep  order  and  "  to  make  a  great  ex* 
ertion,  which  he  trusted  would  be  the  last  required  of  them." 

At  ten  o'clock  the  march  began.  In  rear  of  the  position  thet 
country  was  encumbered  by  intricate  lanes  and  stone  walls;  but 
officers  who  had  examined  all  the  avenues  were  selected  to  guide 
the  columns,  and  just  as  a  dreadful  storm  of  wind  and  rain 
burst  forth  upon  that  devoted  army,  the  rearward  march  began;, 
and  when  the  dull  January  morning  stole  slowly  in,  save  a  few* 
wretched,  barefooted,  and  worn-out  stragglers,  nothing  remained 
of  the  British  position  in  front  of  Lugo  but  the  drenched  and 
soddened  dead  oodles  of  those  who  had  fallen  iu  the  conflict,  and 
the  smouldering  ashes  of  the  long  line  of  watchrfires,  that 
^diended  from  tne  mountains  towards  the  bend  of  the  Minho. 


CHAPTER  LXXIII. 

A  WASNIN6. 

"  Soft;  I  did  but  dream. 
^         O,  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me! 
The  Hghts  bum  blue.    It  is  now  dead  midnight. 

Cold  fearful  diop6  stand  on  my  trembling  flcih.  

What  do  I  fear  ?    Myself  ?  there's  none  elso  hyJ'-^Biehard  HI* 

Sir  John  Moobe  and  General  Paget,  with  the  cavalry,  covered 
the  retreat;  the  former  ordered  several  small  bridges  to  be 
destroyed  to  check  the  enemy's  advance ;  but  such  was  the  iur 
efficiency  of  the  engineer  force,  that  in  every  instance  the  mines 
failed.  The  rain,  the  wind,  and  the  sleet  continued;  more 
soldiers  perished  by  the  way,  and  more  stragglers  were  taken  on 
sabred  by  the  enemy's  light  horse;  then  again  demoralization 
and  despair  pervaded  the  ranks.  So  numerous  did  the  stragglers 
of  all  corps  oeoome,  that  more  than  once  they  found  themselves 
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strong  enoT]g:h  to  face  about  and  cheek  the  cavalry  of  Lallemand 
and  Ribeaupierre.  The  Qoards,  Artillery,  and  Highlanders  alone 
preserved  their  discipline. 

So  great  was  the  fatigue  endured  by  the  troops,  that,  on  the 
evening  of  the  10th,  when  the  3rd  battalion  of  the  Royal  Scots 
entered  Betanzos,  it  mustered,  under  the  colours,  nine  officers, 
three  sergeants,  and  three  privates ;  "  all  the  rest  had  dropped  on 
the  roads,  and  many  did  not  rejoin  for  tliree  days."  At  this 
place,  which  is  a  village  at  the  foot  of  a  hill,  where  the  Mandeo 
was  crossed  by  a  wooden  bridge,  they  were  attacked  by  Ribeau- 

Sierre's  dragoons,  who,  however,  were  repulsed  by  the  28th 
^giment ;  the  bridge  was  destroyed,  and  its  beams  and  planks 
hurled  into  the  swollen  stream,  which  swept  them  away  to  the 
Gulf  of  Ferrol.  And  here  a  party  of  straggling  invalids,  ex- 
hausted by  fatigue,  were  closely  pressed  by  the  French  cavalry  ; 
a  Sergeant  Newman,  of  the  2na  battalion  of  the  4:3rd,  who  was 
himself  nearly  worn  out,  rallied  them  with  his  pike,  and  gradually 
collected  four  hundred  men  of  all  regiments.  With  great  pre- 
sence of  mind,  he  formed  those  poor  fellows  into  subdivisions, 
and  made  them  fire  and  retire  by  sections,  each  re-forming  in 
rear  of  the  others,  so  that  he  most  effectually  covered  the  retreat 
of  the  disabled  men  who  covered  all  that  fearful  road — conduct  so 
spirited  that  he  was  publicly  thanked  by  Generals  Fraser  and  Fane. 

The  destruction  of  the  bridge  more  decidedly  secured  the 
retreat;  but  more  men  perished  between  Betanzos  and  Lugo 
than  anywhere  else,  since  that  rearward  march  began.  Moore, 
by  his  energy,  massed  the  army,  now  reduced  to  fourteen  thou- 
sand infantry,  which,  on  the  morning  of  the  11th  January,  fell 
back  on  Corunna,  under  his  immediate  and  personal  superin- 
tendence. 

"  Stanhope,"  said  he  to  his  favourite  aide-de-camp,  "  we  are 
now  within  a  few  miles  of  Corunna  ;  ride  forward  with  me,  as  I 
am  all  anxiety  to  see  if  our  fleet  is  in  the  bay — Kennedy  will 
accompany  us." 

Quentin  bowed,  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  quitting  Paget*s 
cavalry  rearguard  together,  they  rode  rapidly  along  the  line  of 
march  to  the  front.  They  soon  reached  the  heights  of  Comnna, 
and  saw  the  town  beneath  them  about  four  miles  distant ;  then  a 
sad  expression  stole  over  Moore's  handsome  face,  but  no  excla- 
mation escaped  him.  Not  a  ship  was  visible  in  the  Bars  of 
Orsan  or  Betanzos,  nor  in  the  harbour  of  the  town ;  the  iooads 
of  Ferrol  and  all  the  expanse  of  water  were  open  and  empty ! 
Fortune  was  against  nim  and  his  army,  for  contrary  wmds 
detained  the  fleet  of  men-of-war  and  transports  at  Vigo,  a  hundred 
and  twenty  miles  distant  by  sea. 
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The  morning  was  snnny,  and  Corunna^  on  its  fortified  peninsnla, 
was  seen  distinctly,  with  all  its  strong  bastions  and  gothic  spires ; 
its  almost  land-locked  harbour,  guarded  by  the  castles  of  San 
Martino  and  Santa  Cruz,  with  the  flag  of  King  Ferdinand  VII. 
flying  on  the  fort  of  San  Antonio,  and  on  the  Pharos  of  Hercules. 
'For  Sir  John  Moore  there  was  nothing  left  now  but  to  prepare 
to  defend  the  position  in  front  of  the  town  till  the  fleet  should 
come  round.  He  quartered  his  army  in  Corunna  and  its  suburbs : 
the  reserve  he  posted  at  El  Burgo,  on  the  river  Mero,  the  bridge 
of  which  he  destroyed.  He  also  sent  an  engineer  officer  with  a 
party  of  sapjjers  to  blow  up  the  bridge  of  Cambria.  Some  delay 
took  place  in  the  ignition  of  the  mine,  and  he  despatched 
Quentin  Kennedy  to  the  officer  with  an  angry  expostulation. 
Mortified  by  repeated  failures  elsewhere  durmg  the  retreat, 
the  officer  was  anxious  to  perform  this  duty  eftectually.  He 
approached  the  mine  to  examine  it,  and  at  that  moment  it 
exploded ! 

Quentin  felt  the  earth  shake  beneath  his  feet ;  the  arch  of  the 
bridge  sprung  upward  like  a  huge  Hd ;  a  column  of  dark  earth, 
stones,  and  dust,  spouted  into  the  air  to  descend  in  ruins,  bring- 
ing with  them  the  mutilated  fragments  of  the  poor  engineer 
officer,  who  was  literally  blown  to  pieces ;  but  this  was  a  mere 
squib  when  compared  with  the  explosion  of  two  magazines  con- 
taining four  thousand  casks  of  powder,  which  were  blown  up  on 
the  13th,  to  prevent  them  from  falling  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy.  On  this  occasion,  says  an  eye-witness,  "  there  ensued 
a  crash  like  the  bursting  forth  of  a  volcano ;  the  earth  trembled 
for  miles,  and  the  agitated  waters  rolled  the  vessels  as  in  a  storm ; 
a  vast  column  of  smoke  and  dust,  shooting  out  fiery  sparks  from 
its  sides,  arose  perpendicularly  and  slowly  to  a  ^reat  height,  and 
then  a  shower  of  stones  and  fragments  of  all  kinds  bursting  out 
of  it  with  a  roaring  sound,  killed  several  persons  who  remained 
too  near  the  spot.  A  stillness,  only  interrupted  by  the  lashing 
of  the  waves  on  the  shore,  succeeded,  and  the  business  of  the 
war  went  on." 

All  this  powder  had  been  sent  from  England  and  left  there, 
by  the  red-tapists  of  the  time,  to  be  destroyed  thus,  while  more 
than  once  the  armies  of  Britain  and  Spain  had  been  before  the 
enemy  with  their  pouches  empty ! 

In  Corunna,  the  jaded  British  had  now  breathing  time,  but 
the  exulting  Erench  were  still  pouring  on.  Some  of  Moore's 
6taff  suggested  that  he  should  send  a  flag  of  truce  to  Soult  and 
ne^^otiate  for  permission  to  embark  unmolested — a  suggestion 
which  his  undaunted  heart  rejected  with  scorn  and  anger. 

"  I  rely  on  my  own  powers,"  said  he,  "  for  defying  the  enemy^ 
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and  extricating  with  honour  my  troops  from  their  periloos 
position.*' 

Food,  shelter,  and  rest  restored  vigour,  and  force  of  habit 
brought  discipline  back  to  the  ranks ;  fresh  ammunition  was 
served  out,  and  in  many  instances  the  men  were  supplied  with 
new  firelocks  in  lieu  of  those  rusted  and  worn  out  by  the  weather 
during  the  retreat;  but  hearty  were  the  cheers  that  rung  in 
Corunna  when,  on  the  evening  of  the  14tb,  the  fleet  of  trans- 
ports from  Vigo  were  seen  bearing  slowly  into  the  harbour,  under 
mil  sail,  and  coming  each  in  succession  to  anchor.  At  the  same 
time,  however,  an  orderly,  sent  by  Sir  David  Baird,  oame  spur- 
ring in  hot  baste  to  announce  that  the  !French  had  repaired  the 
bridge  of  El  Bui^o,  and  that  their  cavalry  and  artillery  were 
crossing  the  Mero,  a  few  miles  from  Corunna. 

With  the  rest  of  the  staff,  Quentin  passed  all  that  night  in  his 
saddle,  riding  between  the  town  and  beach  with  orders  tmd 
instructions,  for,  under  cover  of  the  friendly  darkness,  the  whole 
of  the  women  and  children,  sick  and  wounded,  dismounted 
dragoons,  all  the  best  horses,  and  fifty-two  pieces  of  oannon  -were 
embarked ;  eleven  six-pounders  and  one  field  howitzer  only  being 
retained  for  immediate  service. 

*' Hardinge,''  said  Moore,  as  his  staff  rode  into  the  iipper 
town,  "  you  will  ride  over  to  Sir  David  Baird ;  you.  Major 
Colborne,  to  Lord  V&get ;  and  you,  Kennedy,  to  General  Leith, 
to  say,  that  at  daybreak,  if  the  French  do  not  move,  they  are  to 
fall  back  with  their  corps  for  instant  embarkation." 

And  with  these  welcome  orders,  the  three  aides-de-camp 
separated  at  full  speed. 

On  this  night  of  anxiety  and  bustle,  the  Master  of  B^hallion 
remained  idly  in  his  billet,  a  pretty  villa,  the  windows  of  which 
faced  the  little  bay  of  Orsan,  with  the  suburb  of  the  Pesoadera 
extending  from  its  garden  on  the  west  t(M7ards  the  mainland. 
Pasret  and  some  other  friends  of  his,  after  seeing  their  sound  horses 
embarked  and  the  useless  shot,  had  snpped  with  him.  No  one 
expected  any  engagement  to  take  place  now ;  they  made  light 
of  past  sorrows,  epoke  laughingly  of  the  amusements  that  awaited 
them  at  home,  and  drank  deeply.  Any  momentary  emotion  of 
gratitude  felt  by  Cosmo  for  the  noble  manner  in  which  young 
Kennedy  saved  his  life  at  Lugo  was  completely  forgotten  now, 
all  the  recollection  of  that  event  being  completely  merged  in  a 
whirlwind  of  rage  at  the  aide-de-camp  for  having  taunted  him  to 
the  charge,  and  for  actually  daring  to  lead  on  the  battalion  in  the 
face  of  so  many  superior  officers ! 

Cosmo  had  never  wearied  of  descanting  on  this  military 
enormity,  and  all  night  long,  as  he  became  inflamed  by  what  he 
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Imbibed,  he  consulted  with  Paget,  Bnrrard,  ond '  others,  as  to 
whether  he  should  call ''Kennedy  out  or  bring  him  before  a  court- 
martial  again. 

The  former  mode  of  proceeding  at  Aim  ^haffing  failed  *' to 
smash  him/'  they  were  averse  to  another,' and  all  were  of  opinion 
that  for  the  latter  course  Cosmo  had  allowed  too  many  days  to 
elapse. 

"Trouble  your  head  no  more  about  it,*'  said  Paget,  while 
playing'with  the  tassels  of  his  gold  sash ;  "  we'll  laugh  the  afiPahr 
over  at  Brighton  in  a*  few  days  or  so.  Sobthe  your  mind,  mean- 
time, by  the  study  of  these  classic  frescoes.  I  wonder  who  the 
devil  decorated  this  villa  !'* 

"  Cupid  and  Psyche,"  said  Burrard,  who  had  been«dding*a 
few  decorations,  such  as  beards  and  tails,  with  a  burnt  cork; 
**  Pyramus  and  Thisbe ;  and,  by  Jove,  the  story  of  Leda  !** 

"  Egad !  such  lively  imaginations  and  odd  propensities  those 
pagan  fellows  had!  Au  revoir,  Crawford;  we'll  iiave  the 
g^n^rale  beaten  for  the  last  time  on  Spanish  ground  to-morrow, 
and  then  hey  for  the  high  road :to' Old  England !"  added  the  gay 
hussar,  who, -before  six  months  were  past,  figured  in  an  elope- 
ment, a  duel,  and  damages  to  the  tune  of  twenty  thousand 
pounds, 

Cosmo  was  >at  last  alone,  and  though  he  mixed  a  g^ass  of 
brandy  with  a  goblet  of  champagne,  he  felt  strange  and  sad 
thougnts  stealing  over  'him.  He  was  hot 'and  flushed,  and  his 
heart  beat  tumultuously  and  anxiously,  he  knew  net  why.  ;He 
threw  open  the  sash  of  one  of  the  lofty  windows,  which  w«re 
divided  m  lattice-fashion  from  the  ceiling  to  thefloor,  and  looked 
out  upon  the  night.  It  was  silent,  clear,  and  starry,  and  not  a. 
sound  broke  the  calm  stillness,  save  the  chafing  of  the  waves  on 
the  rocks  that  bordered  the  bay. 

Cosmo's  brain,  at  least  his  whole  nervous  system,  seemed  to 
have  received  a  shook  by  that  fall  from  his  horse  at  Lugo.  He 
was  restless,  feverish,  and  anxious,  without  knowing  why ;  for 
beinof  brave  as  man  could  be,  he  had  no  fear  for  the  morrow,  and 
really  cared  very  little  whether  a  battle  was  fought  or  not. 

"  What  is  this  that  is  stealing  over  me— can  it  be  ilbess  P" 
he  asked  of  himself. 

Thoughts  and  memories  of  home,  his  family,  and  many  an  old 
and  once  tender  association  that  he  had  long  forgotten  were 
stealing  over  him  now,  together  with  an  uncontroUable  sadness 
and  depression  of  mind ;  his  lather's  cheerful  voice,  his  mother's 
lovinp:  face,  came  vividly  to  recollection,  with  emotions  of  tendev- 
neas  for  which  he  could  Bot  account — emotions  which  he  sirofo 
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to  repress  as  tumatnral  to  him,  and  which  aotuallj  provoked  him, 
by  the  strange  pertinacity  with  which  they  thrust  themselves 
upon  his  fancy. 

''Pshaw !"  said  he,  "  that  deuced  tumble  in  front  of  the  enemy 
has  unmanned  me — and  that  fellow,  too !  Confound  him/'  he 
muttered  through  his  clenched  teeth,  "  I  hate  him  !" 

At  that  moment  the  great  bell  of  the  citadel  tolled  the  hour  oT 
three.  The  last  note  of  that  deep  and  full  but  distant  bell,  yet 
vibrated  in  the  stilly  air ;  the  stars  were  reflected  in  the  dark 
waters  of  the  bay,  and  the  light  that  shone  in  the  great  Pharos 
of  Hercules,  as  it  revolved  slowly  on  its  ancient  tower,  cast  tre- 
mulous rays  at  regular  intervals  far  across  the  sea  on  one  side 
and  the  inlet  of  Orsan  on  the  other.  The  ocean  breeze  came 
gratefully  to  the  flushed  brow  of  Cosmo,  who  suddenly  perceived 
near  him  a  man  in  a  strange  uniform .  He  stood  in  the  centre  of 
the  garden  walk  at  a  short  distance  from  the  open  window,  his 
figure  being  clearly  defined  against  the  starry  sky  beyond,  and  by 
a  ray  of  li^t  which  shone  from  the  room  Cosmo  could  perceive 
that  his  di^ss  was  scarlet.  Supposing  he  was  some  straggler  or 
other  man  who  should  be  in  quarters,  Crawford  walked  boldly  up 
to  the  tall  stranger,  who  remained  silent  and  immovable.  He 
wore  an  old-fasnioned  flowing  red  coat  without  a  collar,  but 
having  deep  cufPs,  all  profusely  laced ;  a  large  brigadier  wig  and 
three-cornered  hat,  and  a  long  slender  sword,  and  he  stood 
with  his  right  hand  firmly  panted  on  a  walking  cane.  His 
bearing  was  noble  and  lofty;  his  long,  pale,  and  handsome 
features,  in  which  Cosmo  recognised  a  startling  likeness  of  kit 
own,  wore  a  deathlike  hue,  and  his  eyes  were  sad  and  stony  in 
expression. 

Cosmo  Crawford  attempted  to  speak,  but  the  words  failed  oo 
his  lips ;  he  felt  the  hair  bristle  on  his  scalp,  and  a  thrill  of  terror 
pass  all  over  him  as  the  figure,  phantom,  fancy,  or  whatever  it 
was,  pointed  with  its  thin  white  hand  to  the  plain  be/ore  Conmna^ 
and  then  the  whole  outline  began  to  fade,  the  stars  shone  through 
it,  and  it  seemed  to  melt  away  into  space ! 

An  icy  horror  came  over  Cosmo,  and  his  soul  trembled  as  he 
remembered  the  bugbear  of  his  boyhood,  the  story  of  the  haunted 
gate  at  Eohallion,  and  the  wraith  of  his  uncle  John  the  Master, 
who  had  been  slain  by  the  side  of  Cornwallis  in  America.  He 
rushed  back  to  the  room  and  flung  himself  panting  on  a  sofa. 
Then  with  a  furious  oath  at  his  own  timidity,  folly,  or  fancy,  he 
issued  boldly  into  the  garden  again,  but  nothing  was  there  save 
the  laurel  bushes  that  bordered  the  lonely  walk  where  he  had 
aeeu  that  wondrous  and  fantastic  dream.    All  seemed  still-^ 
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horribly  so— all  save  the  beating  of  his  heart  and  the -rustling  of 
the  regimental  colours,  which,  in  virtue  of  his  rank,  were 
always  lodged  in  bis  apartment. 

^^  Was  that  a  warning? — bah!  And  the  cup  of  wine!"  he 
exclaimed.  "  By  this  time  to-morrow  night,"  he  reflected,  "  I 
may  have  been  again  in  battle.  I  may  be  safe  and  scatheless,  or 
dreadfully  mutilated  and  beggared  for  life,  or  by  this  hour- 
dreadful  thought,  I  may  be  in  eternity !  I  may  have  learned  the 
secret  of  life  and  death,  of  existence  and  extinction,  and  this 
body  may  be  lying  stark,  stripped,  and  bloody,  with  its  glazed 
eyes  fixed  on  the  stars  of  heaven !  Bah !  another  glass  of  wine, 
then!" 

Cosmo  slept  but  little  that  night,  and  it  was  with  a  stern 
and  gloomy  foreboding  of  evil  that  he  saw  the  day-dawn  stealing: 
over  the  dark  grey  sea  and  the  lofty  citadel  of  Corunna. 


CHAPTER  LXXIY. 

THE  BATTLE   OP   CORUNNA. 

"  Marked  you  yon  moving  mass,  the  dark  array 
Of  yon  deep  column  wind  its  sullen  way  ? 
Low  o*er  its  barded  brow,  the  plumed  Doast, 
Glittering  and  gay,  of  France's  wayward  host. 
With  gaUiant  bearing  wings  its  venturous  flight. 
Cowers  o'er  its  kindred  bands,  and  waves  them  to  the  fight." 

LoBD  Gbbnvillb. 

The  army  was  now  rid  of  every  incumbrance,  and  all  was  pre- 
pared for  the  withdrawal  of  the  fighting  men  as  soon  as  darkness 
should  again  set  in,  and  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  16th 
was  the  time  fixed  by  Moore  for  doing  so;  but  lo !  at  two  o'clock 
on  that  anxious  day  a  messenger  came  from  Sir  John  Hope  to 
state  that  the  whole  Ereneh  army,  then  in  position  on  the 
heights  above  Corunna,  was  getting  under  arms — that  a  general 
movement  was  taking  place  along  the  entire  line,  twenty  thou- 
sand strong ! 

"  Stand  to  your  arms — unpile,  unpile  I'*  was  the  cry  from  right 
to  left. 

Long  ere  this,  the  whole  British  army  had  been  in  position. 

Sir  David  Baird  held  the  right  with  his  division,  while  Sir 
John  Hope's  was  formed  across  the  main  road,  with  its  left  to- 
wards the  Mero  river ;  but  the  whole  of  this  combined  line  was 
exposed  to,  and  almost  enfiladed  by,  a  brigade  of  Erench  guns 
posted  on  the  rocks  about  the  little  village  of  Elvina.  Eraser's 
division  remained  before  the  gates  of  Corunna  to  watch  the  coast 
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road,  and  be  prepared  to  advaiioe  on  any  point.  Bai  ail  th» 
advanta^^e,  in  strength  of  positioByOf  horse,  foot,  and  artillery, 
was  in  ravour  of  the  enemy.  The  only  oavalry  in  the  field  with 
Moore  were /br/y  troopers  of  the  15th  Hossars,  nnder  the  com- 
mand of  a  lientenant  named  Knight.  Opposed  to  Hope  and 
Baird's  slender  line  were  th&  heavy  divisions  of  BelaboFde, 
Merle»  and  Memiet,  while  the  cavalry  of  the  French  left,  under 
De  Lahausaye,  Lorge,  Francesohi,  Ribeau[>ierre,  aad  others,  were 
thrown  forivard  along  the  whole  British  right,  hemming  them  in 
between  the  Mero  and  the  harbour  of  Oonmnay  and  menaeing 
even  the  rear  so  far  as  San  Cristoval,  a  mile  beyond  Sir  David 
Baird,  whom,  however,  Eraser  and  Lord  Paget  covered. 

Joy  sparUed  in  Moore's  eyes  as  he  rode  alon^  the  line  at  the 
head  of  his  staff,  and  to  Colonel  Graham  of  Bs^owan  he  ex- 
pressed his  regret  that  "the  lateness  of  the  honr  and  the  short- 
ness of  the  evening  would  prevent  them  from  profiting  by  the 
victory  which  he  confidently  anticroated/* 

The  afternoon  was  dull  and  sunless ;  grey  clouds  covered  all 
the  louring  sky ;  the  sea  towards  the  offing  looked  black  and 
stormy,  and  the  ramparts  of  Corunna,.  WMhed  by  the  white 
waves  from  the  west,  seemed  hard,  sombre,  and  gloomy ;  but 
the  British  were  in  high  spirits  and  full  of  hope  at  the  pro- 
spect of  giving  a  graceful  ana  a  glorious  close  to  this  inauspicious 
campaign. 

Through  Moore's  telescope,  which  h&lent:him,  Quentin  swept 
the  French  lines.  He  could  see  the  masses  of  the  old  Guard  in 
their  tall  grenadier  caps,  grey  great-coats  and  enormous  scarlet 
^aulettes ;  then  the  ordinary  infantry  of  the  line,  in  their  diort<* 
waisted  blue  coatees  and  wide  scarlet  trousers,  advancing  in  three 
dense  columns  along  the  heights  towards  the  British  position* 
He  coold  see  the  guns  bmg  imlimbered  and  prepared  for  service 
on  the  ridge  of  rock  that  covered  the  flank  ot  the  infai^;^ ;  and 
he  could  also  see  the  cavalry  of  the  left ;  the  cuirassiers  of 
Lahausaye  in  helmets  and  corslets  of  brass,  with  flowing  scarlet 
plumes  and  straight  swords  of  great  length ;  the-  ch^teseurs  oi 
Lorge  and  Eibeaupierre,  in  light  green,  with  their  horse-iudr 
plumes  all  floating  like  a  sea  of  red  and  white;  then  the  pic- 
turesque column  of  Franceschi,  in  which  were  a  corps  of  Polish 
lancers,  with  all  their  tricolored  bannerols  fluttering;  and  some 
of  the  Mamelukes  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  with  white  turbans 
and  crosses  of  gold,  all  branoishii^:  their  crooked  sabres  and 
loadinff.  the  heavy  air  with  uncouth  and  tumultuous  cries.  On 
thee  other  hand  were  the' cool  and  silent  British  infantry ;  steady 
and  still  they  stood  in  their  solid,  ranks,  their  arms  loade(^ 
primed,  and  "ordered,"  the  bayonets  fixed  and  colours  flying; 
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and  no  sound  was  heard  along  all  their  line,  swe  when  the  pipers 
of  the  Black  Watoh^  the  92nd,  or  some  other  Scottish  regiment, 
played  lond,  in  defiance  of  the  advancing  foe,  some  historical  or 
traditionary  air  of  the  clan  or  tribe  from  whence  its  name  was 
taken  or  its  ranks  were  Med.  To  the  42nd,  with  the  4th  and 
50th,  was  entrusted  the  defence  of  the  extreme  right,  the 
weakest  point  of  the  line,  and  on  their  mamtenance  of  which  the 
safety  and  honour  of  the  army  rested* 

As  Quentin  passed  his  old  battalion  in  Hope's  division  on  the 
road  that  led  from  Aris  to  Corunna,  he  saluted  Cosmo,  but  re- 
ceived no  response.  Grim  as  Ajax,  t-he  Master  was  advancing 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  enemy  and  his  left  hand  clutching  his 
gathered  reins.  At  that  moment  perhaps,  he  thought  less  ot  the 
Eerrid  dream  of  yesternight,  than  of  the  ruinous  bonds,  the 
{crushing  mortgages,  the  post-obits,  and  secret  loans  at  fifty  and 
sixty  per  cent.,  that  a  French  bullet  might  that  day  close,  to- 
gether with  his  own  existence,  and  he  actually  felt  a  species  of 
ffrim  satisfaction  that  hereby  the  crew  of  money-lenders  would 
be.  outwitted. 

''This  is  a  day  that  will  live  in  history,  major,"  said  Quentin, 
as  he  passed  jolly  old  Middleton,  in  rear  of  the  corps,  trot- 
ting his  barrel-bellied  cob,  an  animal  of  grave  and  solemn  deport- 
ment. 

"  Likely  enough,  lad,"  replied  the  other ;  "  but  Fve  seen  too 
many  of  these  historical  days  now,  and  I  would  sell  cheaply 
alike  my  share  in  them^  with  the  chance  of  being  honourably 
mentioned  by  some  future  Hume  or  Smollett." 

"  So,  Monkton,  you've  recovered  your  Lugo  mishap." 

"Quite,  Kennedy,"  replied  that  individual,  whom  he  overtook 
marching  on  the  left  flank  of  his  company ;  *' never  felt  jollier  in 
my  life— breakfasted  about  twelve  to-day  with  Middleton  and 
Golville  on  mulled  claret  dashed  with  old  brandy.    So  we  are 

foing  to  engage  at  last !  Well,  I  hope  we  shall  polish  off  old 
ohuny  Soult,  and  get  on  board  betimes — ^then  ho,  for  Old 
England!" 

"There,  gentlemen,  is  the  first  gun!"  exclaimed  Eowland 
Askeme,  as  he  pointed  with  his  sword  to  a  field-piece  that 
flashed  on  the  rooks  about  Elvina.  Then  a  12-pound  shot 
hummed  harmlessly  through  the  air  along  the  whole  line  of 
Baird's  division. 

'*Tyrol».tra  la,  la  lira!"  sang  the  reoklesfr  Monkton;  ''this 
begins  the  same  in  earnest !" 

"  At  sa<m  a^time  how  can  you  be  so  thoughtless,  Willie  ?"  said 
Askeme,  with.  some,  asperity;  and  now,  from  the  great  French 
battery  on  the  rooks^.the  shot  and.  shell  fell  thick  and  fast  upoii 
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the  British  line,  while  led  bv  the  Duke  of  Dalmatia  in  person^ 
the  three  solid  columns  of  Delaborde,  Neale,  ^nd  Memiet,  de- 
scended with  yells  to  the  assaidt,  tricolorsf  wa\iiig,  swords 
flashing,  and  eagles  brandished. 

A  cloud  of  slirmishers  preceded  them,  and  the  white  puffs  of 
smoke  that  spirted  from  among  the  underwood,  the  low  djkes, 
and  laurel  bushes,  marked  where  they  nestled  and  took  quiet 
"  pot  shots "  at  the  old  95th,  and  other  British  sharp-shooters, 
who  fell  back  in  disorder,  as  the  light  six-pounders  failed  to  pro- 
tect them  against  the  Trench  heavy  guns,  which  swept  Moore's 
line  to  the  centre,  with  round  shot,  grape,  and  canister. 

Prom  his  master  in  the  art  of  war.  Sir  Ralph  Abercrombie, 
Moore  had  learned  that  the  presence  of  a  commander  is  always 
most  useful  near  that  point  at  which  the  greatest  struo^gle  is 
likely  to  occur ;  thus  he  remained  near  Lord  Bentinck's  brigade, 
and  close  to  the  42nd,  on  the  extreme  right,  and  there  Quentin 
and  his  staff  accompanied  him. 

The  French  left  carried  the  village  of  Elvina,  and  dividinff 
into  two  great  masses,  one  poured  on  against  Baird*s  front,  and 
the  other  assailed  his  rigiit  under  cover  of  their  gun  battery, 
while  their  right  assailed  Hope  at  the  pretty  hamlet  of  Palavia 
Abaxo.  Ana  now  the  roar  and  carnage  of  the  battle  became 
general  all  over  the  field ;  men  were  falling  fast  on  every  side, 
"  and  human  lives  were  lavished  everywhere  ;*'  Baird's  left  arm 
was  shattered  by  a  grape-shot,  and  he  was  taken  from  the  front 
to  have  it  amputated ;  Middleton  was  struck  about  the  same  time, 
in  the  left  side.  Lifting  his  cocked-hat,  and  bowing  almost  to 
his  holsters,  while  a  cloud  of  hair-powder  flew  about  his  head, 
this  fine  old  soldier  said,  faintly,  to  the  Master  of  Rohallion— 

"  I  am  wounded,  colonel,  and  have  the  honour  to  request  you 
will  order  another  officer  to  take  command,  of  the  left."  He 
then  ambled  away  on  his  old  nag  towards  Corunna. 

"Close  in,  men — fill  up  the  gaps,"  was  the  incessant  cry  of 
the  officers  and  sergeants ;  "  close  up  the  rear  ranks — close  up !" 
and  cheerily  they  did  so,  those  brave  hearts  and  true. 

As  it  was,  the  sparks  of  the  flints,  the  burning  of  priming, 
caused  many  of  the  front  rank  men  to  have  their  cheeks  bleeding 
by  splinters  or  scorched  by  powder ;  but  these  were  constant 
occurrences  before  the  days  of  percussion  locks  and  caps. 

The  fire  of  the  enemy  was  terrible,  and  all  who  were  not 
wounded  had  narrow  escapes.  Quentin  had  no  less  than  three 
during  the  first  hour ;  a  ball  struck  one  of  his  holster  pipes, 
anotlier  tore  through  his  havresack,  and  a  third  perforated  his 
shako,  and  had  he  been  an  inch  taller,  he  had  been  a  dead  man. 
'Ihe  first  tightening  of  the  heart  relaxed— ^he  first  wild  thrill  of 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  king's  own  BORDERERS.  441 

anxiety  over,  and  Quentin  felt  as  cool  as  the  oldest  veteran  there. 
The  light  field  guns  as  they  retired  from  Elvina  came  tearing' 

East  with  blood  and  human  hair  upon  their  wheels  and  on  the 
oofs  of  their  galloping  horses,  showing  the  carnage  through 
which  they  had  passed ;  but  they  were  again  unlimbered  and 
brought  into  action  to  check  the  dragoons  of  Lorge,  who  me- 
nacea  the  right  with  pistol  and  sabre.  Sir  John,  who  had  been 
watching  the  movements  of  the  enemy  through  the  openings  in  the 
white  smoke  which  rolled  along  the  slopes  and  filled  all  the 
hollows,  observed  that  no  more  infantry  were  coming  on  than 
those  which  outflanked  the  right  of  Baird*s  division,  now  com- 
manded by  his  successor. 

"  Kennedy,"  said  he  to  Qnentin,  whose  coolness  delighted  and 
even  amused  him,  **ride  to  my  friend  Paget,  and  order  him  to 
wheel  to  the  right  of  the  French  advance,  to  menace  and  attack 
their  gun  battery.  Stanhope,  spur  on  to  Eraser  and  order  him 
to  support  Paget.*' 

While  his  aides  rode  off  with  these  orders,  he  threw  back  the 
4th  Regiment  in  person,  and  opened  a  heavy  fire  on  the  French, 
now  pouring  along  the  valley  on  his  right,  while  the  old  *'  Half 
Hundred"  and  the  Black  Watch  confronted  those  who  were 
breaking  through  Elvina. 

"  Well  done,  50th — well  done,  my  majors !"  he  exclaimed  to- 
two  favourite  officers  who  led  the  corps;  but  in  the  deadly 
struggle  that  ensued,  one,  li^'or  Ohanes  Napier,  was  taken 
prisoner,  and  the  other,  the  Honourable  Major  Stanhope,  was 
mortally  wounded. 

Strewed  with  kiQed  and  wounded,  the  field  was  now  a  veritable 
hell  upon  earth,  all  along  the  lines  in  the  valley  and  on  the  hills. 
The  boom  of  the  heavy  guns  from  the  rock  pealed  solemnly  on  the- 
ear.  Then  there  was  the  shrill  scream  of  the  shells  as  they 
soared  aloft,  describing  fiery  arcs  through  the  cold  grey  sky, 
seeming  to  streak  it  with  light ;  and  there  was  the  whirr  or  deep 
hum  of  the  cannon  shot  as  they  tore  along  the  corpse -strewn 
ground,  or  through  the  empty  air. 

After  delivering  his  orders  to  Lord  Paget,  Quentin  turned  his 
horse  to  the  right  and  pursued  the  Aris  road  in  rear  of  Hope's 
division,  rushing  at  full  speed  over  a  great  cork  tree  which  the 
cannon  shot  had  cut  down;  but  he  reined  up  for  a  moment  near 
the  flank  of  the  Borderers. 

Issuing  from  Palavia  Abaxo,  a  corps  of  Delaborde*s  came 
furiously  on  with  a  savage  yell,  their  bayonets  fixed  and  tri- 
colors flying  defiantly,  though  torn  by  grape  and  musketry. 
They  were  grenadiers  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  and  their  long  grey 
coats  seemed  black  and  sombre  aftiid  the  smoke.    Twicet  hoes 
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men,  the  heroes  of  Aasterlitz  and  Marengo,  wavered,  tlioagh 
never  ceasing  to  poor  in  their  fire;  for  the  resolute  aspect  of 
the  Borderers  seemed  to  arrest  them,  8»  the  human  surge  paused 
in  its  onward  roll.  Then  it  was  that  the  Master  of  Rohaliion, 
though  cold-blooded,  or  animated  chiefly  by  that  selfish  cosmo- 
politanism which  is  so  peculiar  to  the  Scottish  aristocracy^  felt 
something  of  his  father's  gallant  spirit  sw^l  up  in  his  heart. 

'*The  60th  and  the  Highlanders  are  carr^ring  all  before  them 
on  the  right,"  cried  he,  raising  himself  in  his  stirrups  and 
biandi^ing  his  sword,  "come  on,  25th,. let  them  see  that  we  on 
the  left  are  brother  Scotsmen,  as  well  as  British  soldiers — ^follow 
vme — charge  /'* 

And  now,  with  a  loud  hurrah  and  like  a  living  wall,  the  regi- 
ment rushed  headlong  on  the  foe,  and  plunging  into  the  mass 
^th  the  bayonet,  hurled  it  back  in  ruin  and  bloody  disorder  be- 
yond the  village.  In  this  charge  poor  Rowland  Askeme  fell 
dead  with  a  ball  in  his  heart ;  Colville  perished  under  five  bajo- 
net  wounds ;  Colvear  had  the  45taff  of  the  kins's  colow  broken 
in  his  hand,  and  many  others  fell  killed  and  wounded;  but 
-Cosmo,  as  if  his  life  was  a  charmed  one,  yet  escaped  unhurt,  and 
re-formed  the  corps  in  splendid  order  close  to  the  village  <rf 
Falavia  Abaxo.  Quentin,  who  had  only  checked  his  horse  t'O 
witness  his  old  comrades  make  this  most  ^orious  charge,  gallo])ed 
on  towards  the  right,  where  he  found  the  foe  still  pressing 
forward,  and  Moore,  sword  in  hand,  at  the  head  of  the  42n(£ 
most  of>  whose  pouches  were  now  empty. 

"My  brave  Highlanders!"  the  general  exclaimed,  "you  have 
still  your  bayonets — remember  Eg^fptl" 

With  a  wild  cheer,  their  plumes  and  tartans  waving  amid  the 
smoke,  the  Celts  rushed  on  and  drove  the  Erenoh  back  in  dis- 
-order  upon  Elvina* 

A  few  minutes  after  this,  just  as  Quentin  dismounted  to  breathe 
his  horse,  and  just  as  Captain  (afterwards  General  and  discount) 
Hardinge  came  forward  to  report  that  the  Guards  were  advancing 
to  support  Bentinck's  brigade,  a  round  shot  frcmi  the  enemy's 
battary  on  those  fatal,  rocks  p^sed  through  them.  By  the 
velocity  of  the  ball,  the  mere  force  of  the  air,  Qumtin  was- 
knocked  down,  breathless  and  panting.  When  he  staggered  up, 
he  found  the  general  lying  near  him,  and  a  startled  group  gather- 
ing round  them.  The  same  ball  had  mortally  wounaed  s£  John 
Moore,  by^  shattering  his  left  breast  and  shoulder.  Hurled  from 
^is  saddle,  he  now  lay  on  his  back,  bleeding  and  dying,! 
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CHAPTER  LXXV. 

THE  BUBIAL. 

•Wot  a>drum  wem  heard,  not  a  Aineral  note, 
As  fais  corse  to  the  ramparts  we  hurried, 
Notr  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  ^t, 
0*ea[  the  grave  where  our.  hero  we  buried* 

••We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 
The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning, 
By  the  struggling  moonbeams*  misty  light. 

And  the  lantern  dimly  buming.**---CHABLE8  WoLlx. 

« 

Moobb's  first  impulse  was  to  straggle  into  a  sittiii^  posture, 
and,  while  resting  on  his  ri^ht  hand,  to  watch  the  wild  confiict 
between  the  French  and  Highlanders  at  Elvina.  Not  a  sigh  of 
pain  escaped  him,  as  he.  bent  his  keen  bine  eyes  on  tiie  oorps 
engaged  in  front;  but  on  seeing,  the  black  and  crimson  plumes 
of  the  42nd  triumphantly  waving  in  the  village,  a  smile  of 
gratification  stole  over  his  handsome  face,  and  he  allowed  himself 
to  be  borne  to  the  rear  by  six  Highlanders  and  guardsmen, 
Quentin  Kennedy  and  Captain  Hardinge  assisting  to  keep  him  in 
An  easy  position  with  the  sash  of  the  latter. 

"Report  to  General  Hope  that  I  am  wounded,"  said  be, 
calmly,  "and  desire  him  to  assume  the  command." 

Quentin  observed  that  Sir  John's  sword  had  got  entangled  in 
the  wound,  and  that  the  hilt  was  actually  entering  it.  On 
this.  Captain  Hardinge  kindly  and  gently  attempted  to  xm* 
buckle  it. 

" Never  mind  it,  dear  Harding^"  said  l^e  dying  hero;  "I  had 
rather  it  should  go  out  of  the  field  with  me." 

Fast  flowed  the.  blood,  and  the  torture  of  the  compiioated 
wound  was  terrible  !  His  hands  were  become  cold  and'olammy, 
and  his  face  grew  deadly  pale  in  the  dusky  twilight. 

"Colonel  Graham  of  £algowan,  and  Captain  Woodford  of  the 
Guards,  are  both  gone  for  surgeons/'  said  Quentin,  in  his  ear, 
while  Captain  Hardinge  now  strove  in  vain  to  stop  the  crimson 
current  with  his  sash ;  "  they  will  soon  be  here." 

"  You  mH  recover  from  your  injuries^"  said  Hardinge;  "  I  can 
perceive  it.  Sir  John,  by  the  expressionof  your  eyes*" 

"No,  Hardinge,?  said  he,  gravely;  "I  feel  that  to  be  im- 
possible !" 

Several  times  he  made  the  bearers  turn  him  round  that  he 
might  behold  the  field  of  battle,  and  then  a  sublime  expression 
«tole  oyer  his  fine  face  on  seeing  that  eyerywhere  the  French 
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were  falling  back,  and  that  his  slender  army,  after  all  its  suffer- 
ings, was  triumphant ! 

At  this  moment  a  spring  waggon  passed,  in  which  lay  Colonel 
Wynch,  of  the  4th  Regiment,  who  was  wounded. 

**  Who's  in  that  blanket  ?"  asked  the  colonel,  faintly. 

"  Sir  John  Moore,  most  severely  wounded,"  replied  Quentin. 

On  hearing  this,  the  good  colonel,  though  bleeding  fast, 
insisted  on  letting  his  general  have  the  waggon ;  but  the  High 
landers  urged  that  they  would  carry  him  easier  in  the  blanket^ 
"  so  they  proceeded  with  him  to  his  quarters  in  Corunna,  weep- 
ing as  tliey  went." 

Still  the  echoing  musketry  pealed  through  the  murky  air,  and 
still  the  death-deding  blaze  reddened  the  dusk  of  the  coming 
evening.  Heavily  it  volleyed  at  times  in  the  intervals  between 
the  cannon  on  the  rocks»  and  through  the  mingled  haze  up  came 
the  blood-red  disc  of  the  winter  moon.  Great  clouds  of  white 
powder  smoke  crept  sluggishly  along  the  earth,  and  through  it 
the  flashes  of  the  French  guns  above  Elvina  came  redly  and 
luridly  out. 

On  being  brought  to  his  billet  in  Corunna,  Sir  John  Moore 
was  laid  on  a  pallet  and  examined,  and  then  all  could  see  the 
terrible  nature  of  his  wound.  The  entire  left  shoulder  was 
shattered ;  the  arm  hung  by  a  piece  of  skin ;  the  ribs  over  the 
heart  were  stripped  of  flesh  and  bruised  to  pieces,  and  the 
•muscles  of  the  breast  were  torn  in  long  strips  that  had  become 
interlaced  by  the  recoil  of  the  fatal  cannon-ball.  In  the  dusk  of 
the  gloomy  apartment,  where  he  lay  rapidly  dying  on  a  poor 
mattress,  he  recognised  the  face  of  Colonel  Anderson,  an  old 
friend  and  comrade  of  twenty  years  and  more.  It  was  the  third 
time  Anderson  had  seen  him  borne  from  a  fleld  thus  steeped  in 
blood,  but  never  before  so  awfully  mangled.  Moore  pressed  the 
hand  of  his  old  friend,  who  was  deeply  moved. 

"Anderson,'*  said  he,  with  a  sad  smile,  "you  know  I  have 
always  wished  to  die  in  this  way." 

Anderson  answered  only  with  his  tears,  yet  he  was  a  weather- 
beaten  soldier,  who  had  looked  death  in  the  face  on  many  a  hard- 
fought  field. 

"  Are  the  French  beaten?"  Moore  asked  of  all  who  came  in, 
successively,  and  the  assurances  that  they  were  retiring  fast 
soothed  his  dying  moments. 

"  I  hope  the  people  of  England  will  be  satisfied — I  hope  my 
dear  country  will  do  me  justice !"  said  he,  with  touching  earnest- 
ness ;  "  oh,  Anderson,  you  will  see  my  friends  at  home  as  soon 

as  you  can — tell  them  everything — my  poor  mother '*   Here 

his  voice  completely  failed  him*  he  became  deeply  agitated;  but 
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after  a  pause  said,  "  Hope — ^Hope — I  have  much  to  say  to  him, 
but  am  too  weak  now !    Are  all  my  aides-de-camp  well  ?** 

"  Yes,"  replied  Anderson,  who  did  not  wish  to  distress  him  by 
the  information  that  young  Captain  Burrard  was  mortally 
wounded. 

"  I  have  made  my  will,  and — and — have  remembered  all  my 
service.  Colboume  has  it — tell  Willoughby  that  Colbourne  is 
to  get  his  lieutenant-colonelcy. — Oh,  it  is  a  great  satisfaction  to 
me  that  we  have  beaten  the  French.    Is  Paget  in  the  room  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Anderson,  in  a  low  voice. 

"It  is  General  Paget,  I  mean;  remember  me  to  him — he  is  a 
fine  fellow !  I  feel  myself  so  strong — ah,  I  fear  that  I  shall  be  a 
long  time  in  dying  !'* 

In  the  intervals  of  his  faint  and  disjointed  remarks  the  boom 
of  the  distant  artillery  was  occasionally  heard,  and  their  fitful 
flashes  reddened  the  walls  and  windows  of  the  room  where 
he  lay. 

"  Is  that  young  lieutenant  of  the  Fusiliers — Kennedy — ^is,  is 
he  here!" 

**  I  am  here,  sir,"  said  Quentin,  in  a  choking  voice. 

'*  I  cannot  see  you— the  light  of  my  eyes  fails  me  now.  I 
meant — I  meant — --for  you." 

What  he  "meant"  to  have  done,  Quentin  was  fated  never  to 
know. 

In  broken  accents  the  general  thanked  the  surgeons  politely 
for  the  care  they  had  taken ;  and  apologized  for  the  trouble  he 
gave  then.  He  then  said  to  the  son  of  Earl  Stanhope,  who 
served  on  his  staff, 

"  Remember  me — Stanhope — to — your  sister." 

He  referred  to  the  famous  and  brilliant  Lady  Hester  Stanhope, 
whom  he  was  said  to  have  loved,  and  who  died  in  Syria  in  1839. 
Here  his  voice  a^aiu  completely  failed  him,  and  while  pressing 
to  his  breast  the  band  of  Colonel  Anderson,  who  had  saved  his 
life  at  St.  Lucia,  he  expired  without  a  struggle  in  his  forty- 
eighth  year '  . 

A.11  stood  in  silence  around  the  pallet  whereon  that  brave 
s^entleman  and  Christian  soldier  lay  dead,  and  some  time  elapsed 
before  they  could  realize  the  full  extent  of  the  calamity  which 
had  befallen  them,  and  with  moistened  eyes  they  watched  the 
pale  still  face,  the  fallen  jaw,  the  shattered  and  blood-soaked 
form.  Just  as  Colonel  Anderson  knelt  down  to  close  the  eyes  of 
his  dead  friend  and  commander,  Quentin  Kennedy,  with  a  heavy 
sigh  in  his  throat,  a  sob  in  his  breast,  issued  from  the  house,  and 
grasping  the  sabre  of  Colbert,  Moore's  doubly-prized  gift,  he 
kaped  on  his  horse,  and,  as  if  to  relieve  himself  from  thoughts  of 
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grief  and  sorrow,  gdloped  towards  the  battle-field.  The  night 
was  now  quite  dark,  and  Sir  John  Hope  had  succeeded  in 
following  out  Moore's  dispositions  so  well,  that  he  had  driven  the 
whole  French  line  so  far  hack  that  the  British  had  now  advanced 
far  beyond  their  original  position.  All  Soult's  ammunition  was 
expended,  though  his  troops  were  still  the  most  numerous.  He 
could  not  advance,  and  neither  could  he  retreat,  as  the  rain- 
swollen  Mero  was  foaming  along  in  full  flood  in  his  rear,  and  the 
rudely  re-constructed  bridge  of  El  Burgo  was  his  only  avenue  for 
escape.  It  was  now  that  Hope  ordered  a  great  line  of  watch- 
fires  to 'be  lighted  by  the  picquets,  and  to  have  them  kept  bum- 
ing  to  deceive  the  enemy,  wlule  the  wounded  were  carried  off, 
and  the  whole  army  embarked,  covered  by  Rowland  Hill's  brigade, 
which  was  posted  in  and  near  the  ramparts  of  the  citadel.  The 
field  presented  a  scene  of  unexampled  horror  as  Quentin  rode 
back  towards  Corunna.  Worn  out  by  the  long  day  passed  under 
arms,  the  troops  fell  -  bacl^,  in  somewhat  shattered  order,  by  com- 
panies and  regiments  towards  the  beach,  the  shadows  of  night 
concealing  innumerable  episodes  of  suffering,  of  solitary  and 
unpitied  dissolution. 

The  British  loss  was  estimated  at  eight  hundred,  the  French 
at  three  thousand  men,  so  superior  were  our  arms  and  firing. 

In  a  place  where  the  dead  lay  thick  there  sat  a  piper  of  the 
92nd;  he  was  wounded  and  bleeding  to  death,  yet  he  played  to 
his  retreating  comrades  so  long  as  strength  remained,  and  then 
lay  back  dead,  with  the  mouth-piece  of  the  chanter  between  his 
relaxed  jaws.  Everywhere  in  the  dark  Quentin  heard  voices 
calling  for  water. 

"  Un  verre  de  Teau,  pour  Tamour  de  Dieu !"  cried  many  a  poor 
Frenchman  unheeded,  as  the  columns  fell  back  in  fierce  exultation 
upon  Corunna,  in  many  instances  double  quick. 

Quentin  rode  back  to  the  town,  a  three-miles'  distance,  and 
having  neither  post  nor  duty  to  repair  to,  went  straight  through 
the  dark  and  crowded  streets  to  the  house  where  he  had  seen  Ms 
beloved  leader  expire.  The  door  stood  open ;  the  mansion  was 
dark,  empty,  chilly,  and  silent,  and  the  body  had  been  removed, 
he  knew  not  where.  Just  as  he  was  turning  away  irresolute  whe- 
ther to  inquire  for  the  Borderers  and  get  into  one  of  the  hundred 
boats  now  plying  in  the  dark  with  war-worn  troops,  between  the 
mole  and  fleet  of  transports,  or  whether  he  should  join  the  staff 
of  General  HilljWhose  brigade  still  occupied  the  citadel,  a  mounted 
staff- officer  passed  near  him,  and,  by  the  light  of  a  torch  held  by 
B  Spaniard,  who  ran  through  the  street,  they  recognised  each  other. 

"  'Tis  well  I  have  met  you,  Kennedy — come  this  way — we  are 
about  to  pay  the  last  earthly  rites  to  poor  Sir  John  Moore.** 
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He  who  spoke  was  Captain  Hardioge,  and  Kennedy,  without 
a  word,  for  his  heart  was  very  full,  accompanied  him  into  the 
strong  old  citadel  of  Corunna.  The  church  bells  were  tolling: 
midnight,  and  all  was  pitchy  blackness  around,  for  the  moon  was 
hidden;  but  in  the  dim  distance,  along  the  abandoned  position  on 
the  hills,  a  line  of  watch-fires  burned  like  dim  and  wavering  starft 
to  deceive  the  beaten  but  yet  too  powerful  enemy. 

The  dim  light  of  a  lantern  shone  faintly  on  a  group  of  officers 
who  stood  near,  silent  and  thoughtful,  and  leaning  on  their 
swords.  All  were  bareheaded.  Beside  them  lay  a  body  muffled 
in  a  blue  cloak  and  a  blanket  soaked  with  blood — the  mutilated 
remains  of  Moore,  for  whom  no  coffin  could  be  procured.  Close 
by,  a  party  of  the  9th  or  East  Norfolk  Regiment  were  digging  a 
grave,  and  there  stood  the  chaplain-general,  book  in  hand,  but 
without  a  surplice,  for  the  sound  of  distant  cannon  announced 
that  the  French,  already  discovering  that  they  were  foiled,  were 
pushing  on  to  St.  Lucia,  and  hastened  the  interment.  Th& 
"lantern  dunly  burning"  was  held  by  Sergeant  RoUo,  of  the 
Artillery,  who  died  lately  at  Tynemouth,  in  his  eighty-second  year, 
and  b^  its  fitful  li^ht  the  body  was  deposited  in  its  last  home. 

"  Aid  me,  good  gentlemen,"  said  Colonel  Anderson,  with  a 
broken  voice,  as  the  aides-de-camp  lowered  the  remains  into  the 
rudely*dug  hole,  Quentin  as  the  youngest  carrying  his  feet.  "  It 
is  a  strange  fatality,  this !  He  always  said  that  if  he  fell  in  battle^ 
he  wished  to  be  buried  where  he  died,  and  you  see,  gentlemen, 
his  wish  has  been  fulfilled.'* 

Near  him  lay  his  countryman,  General  Anstruther,  who  had 
died  of  suffering  and  privations  on  the  irtarch.  Hastilythe  burial 
service  was  read,  and  the  soldiers  of  the  brave  old  9th  covered 
him  up,  literally,  **the  sod  with  their  bayonets  turning."  All 
lingered  for  a  few  minutes  near  the  spot,  and  when  they  withdrew, 
there  was  not  an  eye  unmoistened  among  them.  Thus  passed 
away  Sir  John  Moore,  like  Wolfe,  in  the  moment  of  victory ! 

"  A  soldier  from  his  earliest  youth,"  says  General  Napier,  **  he 
thirsted  for  the  honours  of  his  profession,  and  feeling  that  he  wa» 
worthy  to  lead  a  British  army,  hailed  the  fortune  that  placed  him 
at  the  head  of  the  troops  destined  for^pain.  The  stream  of  time 
passed  rapidly,  and  the  inspiring  hopes  of  triumph  disappeared, 
out  the  austerer  glory  of  suffering  remained ;  with  a  firm  heart 
he  accepted  that  gift  of  a  severe  fate,  and  confiding  in  the  strength 
of  his  genius,  disregarded  the  clamours  of  presumptuous  igno- 
rance ;  opposing  sound  military  views  to  the  foolish  projecte  «o 
insolently  thrust  upon  him  by  the  ambassador,  he  conducted  a 
long  and  arduous  retreat  with  sagacity,  intelligence,  and  fortitude. 
'No  insult  could  disturb  him,  no  remonstrances  shake  his  doter* 
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mination;  fortiine  frowned  without  subdaing  Lis  constancy;  death 
struck,  and  the  spirit  of  the  man  remained  unbroken,  when  his 
shattered  body  scarcely  afforded  it  habitation.  Having  done  all 
that  was  just  towards  others,  he  remembered  what  was  due  to 
himself.  Neither  the  shock  of  the  mortal  blow,  nor  the  lingering 
hours  of  acute  pain  which  preceded  his  dissolution,  could  quell 
the  pride  of  his  gallant  heart,  or  lower  the  feeling  with  which 
{conscious  of  merit)  he  asserted  his  right  to  the  gratitude  of  the 
country  he  had  served  so  truly. 

'*If  glory  be  a  distinction,  for  such  a  man  death  is  not  a 
Uvelkrr 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

TOO  Li.TE. 

"  The  storm  of  fight  is  hashed ;  the  mingled  roar 
Of  char^g  squadrons  sweUs  the  blast  no  more: 
Gone  are  the  bands  of  France;  the  crested  pride 
Of  war,  which  lately  clothed  the  mountain  side, 
Gk)ne — as  the  winter  doud  which  tempests  bear, 
la  broken  shadows  through  the  waste  of  air." 

Gret  dawn  came  slowly  in,  stealing  over  land  and  sea,  as  Quentin 
rode  from  the  citadel  of  Corunna.  It  was  difficult  to  believe  that 
one  night— one  short  night  only — filled  the  interval  of  time  since 
the  fierce  excitement  of  yesterday.  Within  those  few  hours  how 
much  had  happened  !  Many  an  eye  that  met  his  with  a  kind 
smile  was  sightless  now,  and  many  a  cheerful  and  hearty  voice 
with  which  he  was  familiar  was  silenced  for  ever.  When  passing 
through  one  of  the  streets,  he  came  suddenly  upon  Sir  John 
Hope,  who  now  commanded  the  army,  and  who  said,  while  rein- 
ing in  his  horse,  which  looked  jaded  and  weary  as  himself— 

**  Oh— glad  I've  seen  you,  Mr.  Kennedy;  is  your  horse  fresh  P* 

"  Tolerably  so,  sir,"  replied  Quentin. 

"  Then  you  will  oblige  me  by  riding  round  by  the  Santiago  road, 
over  the  ground  where  Fraser's  division  was  posted  yesterday, 
before  he  advanced  to  support  Paget,  and  bring  off  any  stragglers 
you  may  see  there.  We  nave  not  a  moment  to  lose,  as  the  French 
are  getting  several  guns  into  position  above  the  San  Diego  Point, 
to  open  on  our  transports.'* 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  and  as  if  his  expressed  wish 
was  quite  sufficient,  the  general  cantered  off  towards  the  mole. 

No  way  delighted  with  his  duty,  in  the  grey  twilight  of  the 
morning,  Quentin  galloped  through  the  Pescadera,  quitted  the 
outer  fortifications,  issued  upon  the  road  that  led  to  Santiago  de 
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Gompostella,  and  ere  long  found  himself  on  that  which  he  had 
now  no  heart  to  look  upon — the  field  of  battle^that  ripe  harvest 
of  death  and  suffering!  The  dead  were  there  mutilated  in  every 
conceivable  mode,  and  lying  in  every  conceivable  position ;  some 
lay  in  little  piles  where  the  grape  had  mowed  them  down.  Red- 
coat and  blue-coat,  Frank  and  Briton,  the  red-trowsered  Celt  of 
Graul  and  the  kilted  Gelt  of  Scotland,  lay  over  each  other  in  heaps, 
many  of  them  yet  in  the  death  clutch  of  each  other,  but  all  sleep- 
ing  peacefully  the  long,  long  slumber  that  knows  no  waking. 

Muskets  smashed  at  the  stock,  swords  broken,  bayonets  bent, 
caps  crushed ;  belts,  plumes,  and  epaulettes  torn;  drums  broken 
and  bugles  trod  flat ;  naif-buried  shot  and  exploded  shells,  strewed 
aU  the  ground,  which  was  furrowed,  torn  up,  and  soaked  in 
blood;  trees  were  barked  and  lopped  by  the  passmg  bullets,  and 
hedges  were  scorched  by  fire.  Already  the  plunderers  had  been 
at  work ;  an  officer,  covered  with  wounds,  lay  stripped,  nearly 
nude,  so  his  uniform  had  doubtless  been  a  nch  one.  He  was 
quite  dead,  and  wore  on  his  left  arm  a  bracelet  of  female  hair— a 
love  relic ;  his  head  rested  in  the  lap  of  a  beautiful  Spanish  girl, 
80  dark  that  she  was  half  like  a  mulatto  or  gitana  of  Granada, 
and  such  she  appeared  to  be  by  her  picturesque  costume.  She 
was  weeping  bitterly,  and  over  her  dark  cheeks  and  quivering  lips 
the  hot  tears  fell  upon  the  cold  face  of  the  dead  man.  Her  sods 
were  quite  inaudible,  for  her  grief  was  too  deep  for  utterance. 
Close  by,  with  the  medals  of  many  an  honourable  battle  on  his 
breast,  lay  a  grenadier  of  the  Garde  imp^riale,  who  had  died  about 
twenty  minutes  before,  and  the  calm  of  dissolution  was  smooth- 
ing out  the  wrinkles  that  care  had  traced  upon  his  now  ghastly 
face — so  smoothly  then  that  he  became  in  aspect  almost  young 
again,  as  when,  perhaps,  a  conscript  he  left  his  father's  cottage 
and  his  mother's  arms. 

As  Quentin  rode  on  many  called  to  him  for  succour  that  he 
was  unable  to  yield,  and  to  their  piteous  cries  he  was  compelled 
to  turn  a  deaf  ear.  Many  lay  wounded,  faint  and  unseen,  amonff 
the  long  rich  ^rass,  where  they  were  lulled  alike  by  weakness  and 
the  hum  of  msect  life  awaking  with  the  rising  sun ;  and  these 
scarcely  noticed  him  as  he  trotted  slowly  past,  carefully  guiding 
his  horse  among  them.  Tormented  by  tuirst,  many  crawled,  like 
bruised  worms,  to  where  a  little  runnel  ran  down  tie  green  slope 
from  San  Cristoval,  and  drank  thirstily  of  its  water  in  the  hollow 
of  their  hands,  and  without  a  shudder,  though  the  purity  of  the 
stream  was  tainted  by  blood,  for  further  up  lay  a  soldier  of  the 
Cameron  Highlanders,  dead,  with  Ms  head  buried  in  the  stream. 
He,  too,  had  crawled  there ;  but  the  weight  of  his  knapsack  had 
pressed  his  head  and  shoulders  below  the  water,  and  thus,  unable 

66 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


450  ram  kuyg's  owv  BOBDEEEsa 

to  vise  from  weakness,  the  poor  feUow  had  actually  been  choked 
in  a  hole  about  tweW e  inches  deep.  No  strt^lers  were  visible, 
and  an  awful  stillness  had  succeeded  to  the  roar  of  soundb  that 
rung  there  yesternight ;  amd  now  from  his  reverie  Quentin  was 
rou^  by  the  boom  of  a  eannon  at  a  distanee.  Others  fic^owed 
rapidly,  and  at  irregular  intervals.  It  was  the  French  guna  above 
St.  Luoia  fbring  over  the  flat  point  of  Saa  Diego  on  the  last  of 
the  transports  and  the  last  of  ovu*  troops  who  were  embarking.  * 
Hill's  brigade  had  now  left  the  citadel,  and  Beresford,  with  the 
resff -guard,  had  already  put  off  from  the  shore.  Such  were  the 
startUng  tidings  Queiyaa^  received  from  a  mounted  Spaniard,  a 
fellow  not  unluce  a  contrabandista,  who  passed^  sporrii^  wiJbk  his 
box^stirrupsreeklessly  over  tiie  field  towards  Santiago.  On  hearuig 
^s^  Quentin  instantly  galloped  towards  the  hari^our.  It  was  too 
late  now  to  thmk  of  getting  his  horse  oS,  so  he  resolved  to  aban* 
don  it  aad  take  the  first  beat  he  eould  obtain.  The  kst  of  tba 
teoops  were  gone  now  in  the  Ei^lish  launches,  and  ntt  a  sisgk 
Spanish  barquero  coukl  he  prevail  upcHi  to  put  off ;  and  so  furiout 
was  the  cannonade  which  the  French  had  c^ned  from  the  head- 
land to  the  southward  of  Gorunna,  that  many  of  the  maslers  of 
our  crowded  transports  eat  their  cables ;  four  ran  foul  of  eacdi 
other  and  went  aground  in  i^oal  water.  Then,  amid  the  ciies^ 
ch«ers,  uproar,  aim  a  tlumsand  other  sounds  on  land  and  sea,  the 
troops  were  removed  from  them  to  others,  aod  they  were  set  on 
fire,  while  the  first  ships  of  the  fleet  were  standing  out  to  sea,  and 
had  already  made  an  offing. 

This  delay  nearly  |Hroved  favourable  to  Quentin.  A  Spanidi 
boftoan  at  last  offmd  for  ten  duros  to  take  Mm  off  to  the 
nearest  ship,  whidi  ky  about  a  mile  distant ;  but  just  as  he  dis- 
mounted to  embark,  a  yell  of  rage  93ad  terror  was  uttered  by  the 
crowd  upon  the  mole,  and  a  party  of  French  Ik^ht  dragoons  rode 
throu^  them  recklessly,  treading  some  under  loot  and  sabreing 
others.  At  the  risk  of  being  pistolled,  Quentin  was  about  to 
spring  into  the  sea,  when  an  officer  made  an  attempt  to  cut  him 
down,  but  his  ca^y  saved  his  head  from  the  first  ^roke.  In  wild 
desperation,  with  one  hand  he  clung  to  the  chasseur's  bridle,  and 
with  the  other  strove  to  gra^  his  uplifted  sword-arm. 

"Reftdez-vous  !'*  cried  the  F»enchman,  furiously. 

"  Eugene — sauvez  mot !"  was  all  that  Quentin  could  utter,  eve 
his  assailant,  whom  at  that  moment  he  recognised,  cut  him  o?er 
the  head,  and  he  fell,  blinded  in  his  own  blood.  It  was  the  latf 
blow  struck  in  our  first  campaign  in  Spain. 

When  Quentin  partially  recovered  he  found  himself  supported 
.  in  the  arms  of  the  young  Lieutenant  de  Bibeaupierre,  who  waa 
jNTof use  in  his  excbmationa  oi  aerrow  and  regret  as  he  bound  the 
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wocuid  up  with  his  qwn  hands,  and  led  him  awaj  from  the  mole, 
expressing  genuine  anxiety  and  commiseration. 

"Take  care  of  your  prisoner,  M.  le  lieutenant,**  said  an 
officer,  authoritatively.  ''Sangdieul  we  have  not  picked  up  so 
many !" 

"I  shall  be  answerable  for  him.  Ah,  mon  Dieu!  why  did  I 
not  know  ywi  sooner  ?  Why  did  you  not  speak  first,  my  dear 
friend  P"  Ribeaupierre  continued  to  repeat. 

The  captain  of  his  troop  gave  them  a  stem  and  scrutinizing 
glance.  He  was  a  forbidding  looking  man,  with  that  swaggering 
spur-and- sabre-clattering  bearing  peculiar  to  some  of  those  who 
bad  found  their  epaulettes  on  the  barricades  or  among  the  ruins 
of  the  Bastile — a  species  of  military  ruffian,  whose  bearing  was 
tempered  only  by  the  politeness  which  all  military  discipune— 
French  especially— infuses  in  the  manners  of  men. 

"  Take  his  sword  away,"  said  this  personage,  gruffly. 

"  Eugene,  ask  him  if  I  may  retain  it — it  was  the  last  gift  of  Sir 
John  Moore  P"  said  Quentin,  with  intense  anxiety. 

"That  is  well — ^you  shall  keep  it,  monsieur,"  said  the  gruff 
captain ;  "  Sir  John  Moore  was  indeed  a  soldier !" 

"  Am  I,  then,  a  prisoner  ?"  said  Quentin,  with  a  sigh  of  intense 
bitterness,  as  he  looked  after  the  distant  ships,  now  beyond  even 
the  range  of  the  guns  at  San  Diego,  and  bearing  away  with  all 
their  sails  set — away  for  England ! 

**  My  captain  has  seen  you — it  must  be  so,"  replied  Ribeau- 
pierre, leailing  him  into  the  city ;  "  but  prisoner  or  not,  re^ 
member,  mon  ami,  that  you  are  with  me" 

The  measured  tramp  of  infantry  was  now  heard,  and  guarded 
by  fixed  bayonets,  some  thirty  or  forty  British  prisoners  passed 
with  an  air  of  sullen  defiance  in  their  faces  and  bearing.  They 
were  men  of  all  regiments,  gle&ned  up  on  the  field  or  in  the 
suburbs,  and  they  were  marched  towards  the  citadel.  Quentin 
^ve  a  convulsive  start  as  he  recognised  the  face  of  Cosmo  amon«f 
Qiem !  He  saw  Quentin  covered  with  blood— wounded  to  all 
appearance  severely,  and  a  prisoner  too ;  so  he  gave  him  a  parting 
smile  full  of  mahgnity  and  hate. 

Quentin  cared  not  for  this ;  he  sprang  forward  to  speak  with 
him ;  but  at  that  moment  the  blood  burst  forth  afresh,  nis  senses 
reeled,  and  he  fainted.  On  that  evening  the  tricolour  was  seen 
hoisted  half-mast  high  on  the  citadel  of  Corunna,  and  the  British 
fleet,  though  "  hx  away  on  the  billow,"  could  hear  the  French 
artillery  as  they  fired  a  funeral  salute  over  the  grave  of  Sir  John 
Moore,  in  a  spirit  that  was  worthy  of  France  and  the  best  ,cU^ 
of  France's  chivahr  \ 

True  it  is,  indeed,  that  ••  he  whose  talents  exacted  the  piiaises 

Digitized  by  V_t  O V_;  V  VK^ 


452  THE  king's  own  bordebbbs. 

of  Soult,  of  Wellington,  and  of  Napoleon,  could  be  no  ordinaiy 
soldier." 

But  there  was  one  in  whose  heart  a  blank  remained  that  no 
posthumous  honours  could  ever  fill  up — the  heart  of  his  mother, 
to  whom  Sir  John  Moore  was  ever  a  tender  and  affectionate  son, 
and  whom  he  loved  with  great  filial  devotion. 

It  was  not  for  some  weeks  after  all  this  that  Quentin  learned 
that  the  Master  of  Rohallion  had  been  sent  a  prisoner  of  war  to 
Verdun,  in  the  department  of  the  Meuse,  where  his  fierce  pride 
having  procured  him  the  enmity  of  the  commandant,  he  could 
never  effect  an  exchange ;  thus  he  remained  on  parole  five  long 
and  miserable  years,  even  until  the  battle  of  Toulouse  was  fou^t ; 
and,  in  the  meantime,  worthy  old  Jack  Middleton  recovered  firom 
his  wound,  and  was  appointed  lieutenant-colonel  of  the  2nd  Bat- 
talion of  the  King's  Own  Borderers. 


CHAPTER  LXXVIL 

MAPAIfP/  D£  EIBEAUFIEBBE. 

**  Who  should  it  be  P    Where  shouldst  thou  lock  for  kindnefli  P 
When  we  are  sick,  where  can  we  look  for  succour  P 
When  we  are  wretched,  where  can  we  complain  ? 
And  when  the  world  looks  cold  and  surly  on  us, 
Where  can  we  go  to  meet  a  warmer  eye 
With  such  sure  confidence  as  to  a  mother  ?" — Joajstba,  Bahxib. 

A  KONTH  after  the  occurrence  of  the  stirring  events  we  have 
just  narrated,  Quentin  Kennedy  found  himself  an  inmate  of  the 
same  house  with  his  young  French  friend  at  Corunna— the  pretty 
villa  that  faced  the  bay  of  Orsan,  the  same  mansion  in  which  the 
Master  of  Eohallion  spent  that  remarkable  night  before  the 
battle. 

General  de  Bibeaupierre  had  been  appointed  by  Marshal  Soult 
military  governor  of  the  town  and  citadel  of  Corunna^  in  whicb 
there  was  a  strong  French  garrison ;  but  instead  of  occupying 
the  gloomy  quarters  assigned  to  the  governor,  Madame  de 
Bibeaupierre,  who  had  joined  him,  preferred  the  little  Villa  de 
Orsan  near  the  coast,  and  had  prevailed  upon  him  to  place 
Eugene  on  his  staff  as  an  aide-de-camp,  and  tnus  the  whole  d 
her  household  now  seemed,  for  the  time,  to  be  peacefully  located 
in  that  remote  comer  of  Gallicia.  Both  madame  and  her  husband 
the  general  were  considerably  past  the  prime  of  life.  He  was  a 
fine  courtly  gentleman  of  the  old  Frencn  school,  and  in  his  secret 
heart  was  a  sincere  monarchist^  but  not  ao  rashly  as  to  oppose 
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in  act  or  spirit  the  tide  of  events  which  had  replaced  the  line  of 
St.  Louis  by  Napoleon,  with  whom  he  had  served  early  in  life,  in 
the  Regiment  of  La  Fdre.  Madame  might  still  be  called  hand- 
some, though  long  past  forty.  Perfectly  regular,  finely  cut,  and 
having  all  the  impress  of  good  birtli  and  high  culture,  her 
features  were  remarkably  beautiful.  Her  manner  was  singularly 
sweet,  gentle,  and  pleasing ;  yet  she  had  an  eye  and  a  L'p  indica- 
tive of  a  proud  and  lofty  spirit,  that  had  enabled  her  to  confront 
the  blackest  horrors  of  the  Revolution  in  France.  Powdered 
white  as  snow,  she  wore  her  hair  dressed  back  over  a  little 
cushion,  with  a  few  stray  ringlets  falling  behind  in  the  coquettish 
manner  of  the  old  Bourbon  days,  while  her  full  bust,  plump  white 
arms,  her  short  sleeves  with  long  elbow-gloves,  her  peaked 
stomacher  and  her  amplitude  of  brocade  skirt,  with  many  a  deep 
flounce  and  frill  of  old  Maltese  lace,  all  made  her  a  pleasing 
picture  at  a  time  when,  in  imitation  of  the  prevailing  French 
taste,  the  English  woman  of  fashion  wore  a  huge  muslin  cap,  her 
waist  under  her  armpits,  and  her  skirts  so  tight  that  sne  re- 
sembled nothing  in  this  world  but  a  long  bolster  set  on  end. 

Knowing  how  much  the  young  prisoner  of  war  and  Eugene 
owed  to  each  other,  and  how  much  the  former  had  suffered 
recently  under  the  sabre  of  the  latter,  she  rivalled  her  husband 
in  kindness,  and  was  unremitting  in  her  hospitality,  her  nursing, 
and  her  motherly  attention. 

Quentin  had  the  care  of  the  best  surgeons  on  the  French 
staff — ^a  class  of  medical  men  who  far  excelled  the  rabble  of 
apothecary  boys  then  commissioned  for  the  British  army ;  the 
cool  season  of  the  year  was  favourable  for  his  recovering  from 
such  an  ugly  slash  on  the  caput  as  Eugene's  steel  had  bestowed  5 
so,  our  hero,  having  youth  and  healtn  on  his  side,  grew  rapidly 
well,  and  by  the  16th  of  February — one  month  after  the  battle — 
he  had  become  ^uite  convalescent;  but  politeness  even  could 
scarcely  make  him  repress  his  impatience  to  begone;  yet  he 
blew  that,  though  the  guest  of  General  Bibeaupierre,  ne  was 
still  a  prisoner  of  war,  and  could  not  leave  any  French  territory 
until  duly  exchanged.  During  his  illness  he  had  many  a  strange 
and  fantastic  dream  of  Flora  and  of  home.  But  now  there  came 
to  him  dim  memories  of  an  infancy  beyojid  that  spent  in  Rohal- 
lion;  there  was  the  quaint  foreign  town,  with  its  winding  river, 
its  antique  bridge,  its  boats  and  windmills.  Like  a  dream,  or 
some  vision  of  mystic  memory,  he  remembered  this  place  in  all 
its  details  and  features,  and  with  them  came  the  old  and  confused 
recollection  of  a  lady,  it  might  be,  nay,  it  must  have  been,  his 
own  mother,  in  rich  velvet  with  powdered  hair.  Then  came  his 
father's  face,  pale  and  despairing,  and  the  night  of  the  wreck  at 
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the  Partan  Craig,  all  jumbled  oddly  together.  Was  it  a  seaae 
of  pre-existence— that  sense  felt  by  so  many  at  different  times — 
that  haunted  him  ?  Was  it  a  sense  of  the  wireality  of  the  present 
conflicting  with  the  certainty  of  the  past  ?  We  cannot  say ;  but 
there  came  upon  his  mind  a  stranec  consciousness  that  this  scene, 
this  river,  with  its  town  and  woods  and  hills,  this  lady  in  velvrt 
and  powder,  were  not  creations  of  the  fancy,  and  were  not  new 
to  him.  Was  it  a  phase  of  that  which  is  termed  by  Dr.  WigxA 
the  "duality  of  the  human  mind,"  which  comes  opon  us  at 
times — 

**  As  when  with  downcast  eyes  we  muse  and  brood. 
And  ebh  into  a  former  life  ?** 

We  pretead  not  to  say ;  bat  poor  Quentin  was  sorely  puzzled, 
and  that  sabre  cut  in  no  way  made  his  reasoning  faculties  clearer. 

His  room,  a  large  one  facuag  the  bay  of  Orsan,  was  decorated 
for  hira  daily  by  a  quantity  ot  beautiful  flowers,  which  madame 
procured  from  the  cons^vatory  of  the  captain-^neral,  scarlet 
and  white  caoaellias,  rare  geraniums,  and  glorious  roses  of  every 
hue ;  while  in  the  trellis-work  verandah  without  were  magnolias 
and  creeping  plants  whose  tendrils  were  covered  with  odorifeross 
flowers,  blending  and  mingling  pleasantly  with  the  fragrant  and 
earthy  odour  of  the  tiled  floor,  which  was  daily  ^rinkled  with 
spring  water.  And  there  in  a  softly-cushioned  easy-chair  fee  sat 
for  hotirs  gazing  dreamily  out  upon  the  sunlit  bay,  where  the 
brown  Spanish  flsher-boats,  manned  by  dark  and  picturesqae- 
bokin^  fellows  in  shirts  imd  caps  of  scarlet  and  blue,  were  always 
pvepanng  for  sea,  or  tacking  out  of  the  bay  with  the  white  foam 
cnrlinff  under  the  bows — a  life  of  movement  and  bustle  that  eo^ 
trasted  sadly  with  his  own  iaertia,  and  made  him  feverish  with 
impatience.  Even  Eugene's  aspect,  as  he  came  clattering  and 
rattling  to  and  fro,  between  the  citadel  and  the  viHa,  in  uniform 
and  accoutred  with  spurs  and  sabre,  showed  that  the  ^me  of 
life  was  still  played  briskly  by  others,  and  fretted  Quentinrs  soaL 

"  A  prisoner,"  he  repeated  to  himself,  "  i^d  for  heaven  knows 
how  long !  Is  this  the  frnit  of  n^  ambition  ?  Is  this  the  prize 
I  have  striven,  struggled,  and  starved — fought  and  yea  £er 
during  all  the  horrors  of  that  campaign  ?  Unlucky  indeed  wis 
the  hour  when  Hope  sent  me  beyomi  the  city  on  a  bootless 
errand,  and  when  Eugene  cot  ine  down  on  that  accursed  beack ! 
Captivity  even  thus,  though  surrounded  by  every  kindness  and 
luxury,  is  mcHre  than  I  can  either  bear  or  eiulure !  Besides,"  he 
added,  bitterly,  aloud,  *'  I  may  be  reported  dead  or  missing,  aad 
Flora — may — ^might — and  my  oemmission  too— may  be  cancelled,** 

"  No,  no,  my  good  young  friend,"  said  Madame  du  Ribeaa- 
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pierre,  who  had  entered  unheard ;  **  my  husband,  the  general, 
saw  all  that  properly  arranged,  and  despatched  Eugene  in  person, 
with  a  memorandum  of  your  name  and  regiment,  to  the  com- 
missaire  for  British  prisoners,  to  inform  him  that  we  had  you 
here,  where  we  mean  to  keep  you  as  lon^  as  we  can.** 

"It  was  most  kind,  dear  raadame,**  said  Quentin,  bowing  low 
to  hide  confusion  for  his  petulance,  and  l^ing  the  lady  to  a 
diair  close  by  his  own. 

"Xind,  monsieur,  say  you  ?  It  was  but  just  and  proper  that 
your  frieiids  should  know  of  your  safety,"  said  she,  with  a  bend- 
ing of  the  neck,  a  species  of.  bow  that  reminded  Quentin  of  old 
Lady  Rohallion ;  for  this  lEVenchworoan  had  all  that  old-fashioned 
grace  which,  in  Scotland,  died  with  the  Jacobites,  and  in  France 
expired  with  the  monarchic.  "Judging  by  my  own  fears  and 
emotions,  I  was  most  anxious  tha(t---that  your  mother,  I  pre- 
sume, should  know  that  you,  at  least,  had  not  perished  *on  that 
unhappy  16th  of  January." 

"  My  mother,'*  repeated  Quentin,  and  with  the  memory  of  his 
recent  dreams  a  thrill  of  sadness  came  over  his  heart,  as  he  looked 
into  the  line  dark  eyes  of  this  noble  French  matron,  who  seemed 
so  inspired  hj  feminine  tenderness  and  commiseration  that  she 
pkoed  her  white  hand  caressingly  on  the  half-healed  soar  which 
Quentin's  short  crisp  hair  but  partially  concealed. 

"  A  naughty  boy  was  my  Eugene  to  do  this,  but  he  has  never 
•eased  to  deplore  it.  Yes,  your  mother ;  ah,  mon  Dieu !  it  was  well 
that  she  did  not  see  you  as  I  saw  you,  after  the  mischief  Eugene 
wrought,  when  the  Chasseurs  of  the  24jth  carried  you  into  the 
citadel  covered  with  blood !  Yet,  if  she  knew  all,  she  might 
safelv  trust  you  with  me  /  for  I  have  known  what  it  is  to  lose  a 
child  ere  this,  and  others  whom  I  loved  dearly— to  be  left  alone, 
reft  of  that  being  whom  I  hoped  was  to  love  and  remember  me 
long  after  I  had  passed  away.  Eugene  is  a  good  boy,  and  I  love 
him  dearly ;  but  you — ^your  mother,  mon  ami  ?" 

"Madame,  I  have  no  mother." 

"  Mon  Dieu  I  and  you  so  young  !** 

"No,  nor  any  relation  in  the  world,**  said  Quentin,  in  a  voice 
half  angry  and  half  broken ;  "  save  some  brave  friends  who  died 
at  Gorunna,  and  one  m  Scotland,  far  away,  I  never  had  any  who 
loved  me/* 

"L'Ecosse— rEcosse!'*  repeated  Madame  de  Ribeaupierre, 
with  sudden  interest.  "We  old-fashioned  French  love  the 
leaemory  of  the  old  alliances  when  our  royal  houses  so  often  inter- 
married, and  still  respect  the  land  where  the  line  of  St.  Louis 
finds  a  home ;  and  so,'*  she  added  with  kindling  eyes,  "  monsieur 
is  an  Eeo3sais  P'* 
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"Yes,  madame,  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  ■o."* 

"  To  believe— only  to  believe,  monsieur  ?'* 

**Yes,  madame." 

"How?" 

"  It  is  my  secret,'*  said  Quentin,  smiling. 

"Pardonnez-moi!"  said  madame,  colouring  slightly. 

"My  name  is  one  of  the  oldest  in  Scotland.'* 

"True — ^true;  mon  Dieu!  I  know  there  are  earls  of  that 
name  who  have  the  tressure  flor6  and  counterflor^  in  their  coat- 
of-arms,"  said  she,  while  a  sad  and  beautiful  smile  lit  up  her  fine 
face.  "  I  had  a  dear  friend  who  once  bore  the  name — ^but  it  was 
in  the  old  days  of  the  monarchy,  and  for  the  sake  of  that  friend 
I  shall  love  you  more  than  ever ;"  and  patting  Quentin  on  the 
head,  she  kissed  him  on  the  brow  just  as  her  son  entered  with  a 
servant  in  livery,  who  came  to  announce  that  the  carriage  was  at 
the  doop. 

"Tres-bien,  Louis,"  said  she ;  **  monsieur  will  accompany  us> 
Eugene,  the  day  is  so  fine ;  he  shall  take  his  first  drive  with  me, 
ana  you  may  follow  on  horseback  if  you  choose.  I  don't  like 
spurs  in  a  carriage." 

"  I  shall  be  very  happy,  my  dear  madame,  though  our  mutual 
friend,  the  General  de  Kibeaupierre,  has  seen  fit  to  send  me  no 
less  than  four  times  this  morning  with  absurd  messages  to  the 
sappers  who  are  repairing  the  bridge  of  El  Burgp,"  replied 
Eugene,  whose  boots  and  light-green  uniform  bore  evident  traces 
of  mud. 

"  Come,  Eugene,  and  never  mind ;  as  I  am  only  your  mamma, 
and  not  your  intended,  you  have  no  need  to  be  so  particular 
with  your  toilet ;  and  if  your  horse  is  weary,  order  a  fresh  one." 

Quentin  enjoyed  the  cfrive  greatly,  as  it  was  his  first  active 
step  towards  final  recovery  and  strength.  It  was  the  evening 
of  a  clear  and  sunny  day,  and  Quentin  surveyed,  with  equal  de- 
light and  interest,  the  long  lines  of  massive  bastions,  towers, 
and  battlemented  walls  that  enclosed  the  town  and  citadel  of 
Gorunna — that  vast  stone  frontage,  with  all  its  rows  of  grim 
cannon  that  peered  through  dark  port-holes  or  frownea  en 
barbette,  steeped  in  the  warm  radiance  of  a  red  setting  sun  that 
tinged  the  sea  and  surf  with  the  hue  of  blood,  sinking  every 
alternate  angle  of  the  fortifications  in  deep  and  solemn  shadow. 
The  music  of  a  French  regimental  band  came  floating  pleasantly 
from  time  to  time  on  the  thin  air,  as  they  played  the  grand 
march  of  the  Emperor  along  the  ramparts ;  and  now  the  car- 
riage, bv  Eugene's  desire,  was  stopped  near  a  part  of  the  citadel 
where  Sir  John  Moore's  grave  lay,  and  where  the  French  sappers 
were  already  building  the  great  granite  monument  which  the  noble 
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Soult  erected  to  his  memory,  and  which  the  Marqids  of  Eomana 
completed.  Quentin  descended  from  the  carriage  and  ap- 
proached the  spot.  He  was  the  last,  the  only  British  sol- 
dier in  Corunna  now.  He  sat  down  on  one  of  the  blocks,  and 
looked  wistfully  at  the  place  where  he  knew  the  poor  shattered 
corse  lay  uncojQSned.  Then  the  manly  figure,  the  gentle  face, 
the  soldierly  presence,  and  the  winning  manner  of  Moore  came 
vividly  to  memory,  and  Quentin  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand, 
as  he  could  not  control  his  emotion.  He  was  the  last  solitary 
mourner  bj  the  grave  of  him  whose  memory  Charles  Wolfe 
embalmed  in  verse. 

The  French  sappers,  who  had  been  singing  and  laughing  gaily 
at  their  work,  respected  his  grief;  they  became  quite  silent,  and 
saluted  him  with  great  politeness.  Then  Madame  de  Bibeau- 
pierre  took  him  by  the  hand  and  they  drove  away. 

In  the  general's  well  hung,  cosy,  and  handsome  Parisian  car- 
riage, he  passed  more  than  once  over  the  field  of  battle.  Its  sad 
debris  had  vanished  now;  the  people  of  the  adjacent  villages 
had  gleaned  up  every  bullet  and  button.  The  dead  were  buried 
in  trenches.  Here  and  there  might  lie  a  solitary  grave,  but 
already  the  young  spring  grass  was  growing  over  them  all. 
Quentin  knew  the  ground  where  the  Borderers  had  been  posted, 
and  thus  he  knew  which  of  those  fatal  mounds  was  likely  to  hold 
the  noble  and  true-hearted  Rowland  Askerne,  Colville,  and  others 
whom  he  knew  and  mourned  for.  Even  the  etourdi  Eugene  was 
silent,  when,  for  the  last  time,  they  sui-veyed  the  field. 

"Here  the  24th  charged  a  square  of  one  of  your  Scots  regi- 
ments," said  he ;  "  and  here  fell  poor  Jules  de  Marbceuf.  It  was 
his  last  battle." 

"Killed?" 

"Yes — dead  as  Hector,  by  some  of  your  bare-legged  Scots- 
men, who  took  the  eagle  of  the  24th.  Sacri  Dieu  ! — ^think  of 
that  !"* 

"  And  Donna  Isidora  ?"  said  Quentin,  not  caring  much  about 
the  eagle. 

"  The  sorrowfid  widow-^^^^e  /  she  is  at  Lugo  with  the  Light 
Division.** 

"  She  is  not  coming  h6re,  I  trust  ?" 

"  Can't  say,  mon  camarade ;  but  pardieu,  I  should  hope  not.** 

Though  Quentin  knew  that  his  commission  and  promotion  in? 

•  In  Februanr  after  the  battle,  two  French  eagles,  each  weighing 
fifbeen  ounces  of  silver,  were  sold  to  a  silversmith  in  Chichester  by  a 
soldier  of  the  92nd  Highlanders,  who  said  that  he  had  bayoneted  the 
Frenchmen,  and  brought  the  trophies  home  in  his  knapsack. — Annualf 
Beffister  for  1809. 
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the  7tfa  FnsilieiB  were  now  both  secured,  he  writhed  under  the 
idea  of  being  a  fyrisoner  of  war;  but  there  was  no  help  for  it. 
He  liad  given  his  parole  of  honour,  and  bj  that  he  was  boimd  to 
abide.  Not  even  the  keen  longing  to  see  Flora,  to  tell  his  story 
and  lay  his  laurels,  while  they  were  yet  fresh,  at  her  feet,  could 
lore  lum  to  break  his  bonds;  but  being  intenselv  wearied  <^ 
Oonnma,  he  hailed  with  extreme  satisf»>tion  a  change  in  tiie 
plans  of  the  really  delightful  family  with  whom  he  resided. 

Tidings  of  a  new  and  more  powerful  expedition,  destined  to 
drive  tire  French  from  Spain,  under  Sir  Arthur  Weflesley,  "flic 
future  Duke  of  Wellington,  had  now  come  to  all  the  Emperor's 
marshals  and  garrisons  officially ;  and  thus  General  de  TuboEUL- 
pierre  resolved  on  sending  his  lady,  in  charge  of  Eugene,  to  Paris, 
whither  tiiev  begged  Quentin  to  accompany  them.  Anythi^ 
was  better  than  lingering  in  Oorunna  or  setting  out  for  Verdon ; 
and  so,  bidding  adieu  to  the  kind  old  general,  within  a  few  weeks 
after  has  convalescence,  Quentin  found  himself  kindfy  adjusting 
the  wraps  and  mufflings  of  madame  on  the  deck  of  the  Bien 
Jimi,  a  privateer  brig,  mounting  six  12-pounders,  M.  Marin, 
captain,  bound  for  the  mouth  of  the  Loire;  and  long  did  he 
and  Eugene  pace  the  deck  together  that  night,  building  castles, 
exchanging  confidences,  and  smoking  cigars,  while  the  wild 
waves  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay  tore  past  m  dark  ridges  to  leeward, 
and  the  last  of  the  Galician  hills  sank  into  the  Astk  world  of 
waters  astern. 


CHAPTER  LXXTm. 

THE   "BIEN  AIM^.** 

'<  He  had  fought  the  red  English,  he  aaid, 
In  many  a  battle  m  Spain; 
He  cuTBed  the  red  English,  and  pr^ed 
To  meet  and  fight  them  again  !"—THA.csnsiiA.T. 

Le  Bibm  Aiici  enoonntered  very  rou^  weather,  aaid  beat  hard 
against  the  westerly  winds  which  always  prevail  in  the  Buy  of 
Biscay,  where  the  broad  waves  of  the  Atlantic  toU  in  all  their 
full  and  unbroken  weight.  The  third  night  was  ao  daric  and 
gusty,  that  neither  Quentin  Kennedy  nor  Eugene  de  Eibeaupierre 
turned  in,  but  remained  at  the  table  mu<Si  later  than  usaal, 
listening  to  the  somewhat  piratical  yarns  and  experiences  of  M. 
Jehan  Mariu,  a  short,  savage-lookmg  fellow,  "^o  wore  a  tri- 
■  coloured  nightcap,  a  pea-jacket,  and  a  broad  black  belt,  with  a 
square  brass  buckle  of    most  melodramatic  size.     He  viewed 
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Qnentin  evidently  with  intense  dislike,  as  one  of  th^se  sacr^ 
Anglais,  whom  lie  hated  as  so  many  snakes  or  other  reptiles,  and 
to  this  sentiment  was  added  a  profound  contempt  for  him  as  a 
soldier.  Quentin  was  soon  sensible  of  all  this,  bat  deemed  it 
neither  safe  nor  worth  his  while  to  notice  it ;  besides,  the  life  of 
a  prisoner  of  war  was  deemed  of  very  little  value  by  land  or  sea 
in  those  days.  On  this  night,  just  as  they  went  on  deck  to  have 
a  last  glance  at  the  pitchy  blackness  amid  which  Le  Bien  Aime 
was  careering,  a  flash  broke  through  it,  and  a  cannon-shot  boomed 
across  her  forefoot ;  another  flasn  followed,  and  the  shot  went 
through  her  foresail,  which  was  bellying  out  upon  the  wind. 

"  Tonnerre  de  Dieu !  what  is  th*t  V*  cried  M.  Marin,  choking 
and  sputtering  with  passion  and  alarm,  as  he  jumped  upon  a  car- 
ronade  and  peered  to  windward,  from  whence  the  assault  came, 
but  could  see  nothing,  so  intense  was  the  darkness. 

Boom !  another  heavy  gun  came,  and  now  he  could  make  oat 
a  strange  ship,  looming  large  and  black  on  the  larboard  bow,  and 
carrying  an  enormous  spread  of  canvas,  considering  the  nature 
of  the  night,  and  it  was  the  guns  of  her  starboard- quarter  that 
were  tickling  Le  Bien  Aim€  in  this  rough  fashion. 

"  Nombril  de  Beelzebub !"  bellowed  Captain  Marin,  **  here  we 
are  in  action  without  seeing  or  knowing  who  the  devil  it  is  with ! 
Beat  to  quarters — pipe  up  tiie  hammocks  and  open  the  maga- 
zine!" 

Just  as  he  was  speaking  and  gesticulating  furiously,  another 
shot  knocked  the  fiddle-head  of  the  Bien  Aim4  all  t^  splinters ; 
so  matters  were  looking  deddedlv  serious.  By  this  time,  and 
long  ere  the  drum  beat,  his  crew,  half-dressed,  were  all  at  their 
quarters,  and  the  hammocks  were  bundled  anyhow  into  the  side 
nettings. 

"  Clear  away  those  weather-guns — cast  loose  the  lashings,  and 
load!"  shouted  Marin;  "stand  by  the  watch  to  shorten  sail; 
'way  aloft  and  hand  the  topgallant  sails ;  small-arm  men,  aft^ 
and'  blaze  away !" 

Le  Bien  Aime  was  now  hove  fWl  in  the  wind's  eye,  so  that 
the  next  shot  from  this  strange  ship  went  no  one  knew  where. 

There  were  terrible  confusion,  growling,  swearing,  with  lack  of 
discipline,  on  board,  but  no  lack  of  pluck  amcmg  the  crew,  and 
fifty  of  the  most  finished  ragamuffins  that  ever  sailed  from  the 
Loire  or  Brest  stood  to  their  gum.  The  next  cannan  that  flashed 
from  the  strange  ship  made  Quentin,  who  clung  to  a  bdaying 
pin  on  the  port;  side,  spring  backwards  involu^urily,  the  red 
light  of  the  explosion  seemed  so  close ;  but  it  enabled  him  to 
see  for  an  instant  the  large  ship  with  her  lee  side  full  of  men. 

"  She  is  a  frigate,  at  laist !"  exclaimed  Marin,  with  a  frightful 
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oath,  as  he  drew  his  cutlass ;  "  we  cannot  fight  her ;  she  may  be 
French,  and  the  whole  affair  a  mistake,  though :  hush,  silence 
fore  and  aft — they  are  hailing !" 

"Ho — ^brig  ahoy!"  sang  out  a  voice  in  most  unmistakable 
English. 

Jehan  Marin  ground  his  yellow  teeth— those  cursed  English  J 
Could  he  doubt  that  any  but  they  would  first  fire  and  then 
question  ? 
"Hallo!"  he  replied. 

"  What  brig  is  that  ?"  hailed  the  officer,  through  a  trumpet, 
and  Quentin  felt  his  heart  beating  wildly  with  anxiety  and  anti- 
cipation. Next  moment  he  heard  Eugene  and  the  French  skipper 
eng^ed  in  a  brief  but  very  angry  expostulation. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  he  asked,  as  Eugene  joined  him. 
"Don't  inquire,"  said  he,  "lest  I  blush  that  I  am  a  French- 
man." 

"  Then  your  conference  concerned  me,^* 
"  It  certainly  did,  mon  ami" 
"HowP" 

"Marin  wished  to  force  you  to  deceive  your  countrymen,  by 
replying  to  them  in  English— replying  with  his  pistol  at  your 
head.    Sangdieu  \  you  comprehend  ?" 
Before  Quentin  could  reply,  the  question, 
"  What  brig  is  that  ?  d— n  it,  you  had  better  look  sharp  !** 
came  over  the  black  surging  water  from  the  foe. 

"  Stand  by  the  braces,  and  be  ready  to  fill  the  sails  to  the 
yard-heads,  and  bear  away  right  before  the  wind,"  said  Marin ; 
then,  raising  his  voice,  he  shouted  a  deep  and  bitter  curse  through 
his  trumpet. 

"Hail  again,"  cried  the  officer;  "this  is  His  Britannic  Ma- 
jesty's ship  Medtisa — send  a  boat  off  instantly  with  your  skipper 
and  his  papers." 

Instead  of  complying,  Marin  daringly  gave  orders  to  fire  his 
three  12-pounders  on  the  port-side,  to  fill  his  yards,  and  bear  right 
away  before  the  western  breeze ;  but  on  the  appearance  of  the 
first  portfire  glittering  on  his  deck,  bang  came  another  shot  from 
this  pugnacious  stranger,  which  took  ms  foreyard  right  in  the 
sling ;  it  came  crashing  down  on  deck,  breaking  the  arm  of  one 
man  and  the  leg  of  another ;  and  before  M.  Marin  had  made  up 
his  mind  what  to  do  next,  the  Medusa,  a  fifty-gun  ship,  forged  a 
little  way  ahead  of  him,  as  if  she  meant  to  sweep  his  deck  or  sink 
him ;  but  neither  was  her  object,  for  a  boat's  crew  of  those  "pes- 
tilent Englishmen,"  with  pistols  in  their  belts  and  cutlasses  in 
their  teeth,  were  alongside  in  a  moment,  holding  on  with  boat- 
hooks  to  the  forechains,  as  the  now  partly  unmanageable  brig 
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rose  and  fell  heavily  on  the  black  waves  of  that  stormy  midnight 
sea.  Another  boat-load  clnn^  like  leeches  to  the  starboard  quar- 
ter, and  in  less  than  five  minutes  the  Bien  Aime  was  the  lawful 
prize  of  the  British  frigate  Medusa. 

Her  crew  were  all  disarmed  and  placed  under  a  guard  of 
marines ;  a  strong  hawser  was  run  on  board  and  made  fast  to  the 
capstan  or  windlass,  the  yard  heads  were  trimmed,  a  jury  fore- 
yard  rigged  in  a  trice,  and  the  privateer  in  tow  of  the  Medusa 
stood  off  towards  the  coast  of  "  perfidious  Albion."  The  weather 
was  so  rough,  however,  that  they  were  compelled  to  slack  off  or 
let  go  the  tow-line ;  but  lanterns  were  hoisted  at  the  foreyard, 
and  thus  they  kept  company  till  daylight. 

"Fortune  changes,"  said  Eugene,  laughing  with  all  the  non- 
chalance of  a  Frenchman ;  "  you  are  now  free,  and  I  am  a  pri- 
soner." 

The  prize-master,  a  rough  and  somewhat  elderly  man  for  a 
middy— one  of  those  hardworking  fellows  whose  boast  it  used  to 
be  that  they  came  into  the  service  through  the  hawse-holes, 
questioned  the  cabin  passengers  sharply  and  categorically. 

"You,  sir,"  said  he,  looking  at  Eugene,  cutlass  in  hand; 
•*  what  are  you  P" 

"Eugene  de  JEUbeaupierre,  sous-lieutenant  in  the  French  ser- 
Tice,  and  ready  to  give  my  parole." 

"  Keep  it  tifl  we  are  at  Spithead ;  andytw,  sir,"  he  added,  turning 
furiously  to  Quentin,  "are  an  Englishman,  I  see,  and  in  the 
French  service  too— ^h  P" 

"  No,  sir;  I  happen  to  be  a  Scotsman,  and  in  the  British  ser- 
vice." 

"  Where  are  your  papers  P" 

"  I  have  none." 

"  Oho ;  d — n  me,  you  have  none  ?"  said  he,  suspiciously. 

"No;  but  my  name  is  recorded  in  the  ship's  books  as  a  pri- 
soner of  war,  a  lieutenant  in  the  7th  Fusiliers,  proceeding  to 
Paris  on  parole." 

The  mid  shook  Quentin's  hand  on  hearing  this,  and  ordered  a 
jorum  of  grog,  in  which  Eugene  good-naturedly  joined  him, 
remarking — "  Ma  foi,  monsieur,  don't  be  too  sure  of  having  us 
at  the  Spithead." 

"  Why  not,  if  the  wind  holds  good  ?" 

"  Some  of  our  ships  may  retake  us — aha !" 

"  No  fear  of  that,  mounseer ;  the  sea  at  present  is  only  open 
to  uSy*  was  the  composed  reply. 

Marin,  who  sat  in  a  corner,  imprecated  his  fate  bitterly ;  he 
cursed  what  he  considered  Eugdne's  squeamishness,  which  pre- 
sented him  from  availing  himself  compuisorily  of  Quentin's  aid 
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to  deceive  the  Medusa;  but  consoled  himself  by  the  hope  that 
"  he  would  yet  take  it  out  of  the  hides  of  those  '  saor^  Anglais/ 
in  some  fashion  or  other." 

"  Take  up  the  slack  of  your  jawiBg-taokie,  Johnny,"  said  the 
mid ;  ''  drink  your  grog,  shut  up,  and  turn  in ;  your  ill  Indc  to- 
night may  be  mine  to-morrow." 

Madame  de  Ribeaupierre  was  greatly  concerned  by  the  turn 
her  affairs  had  taken ;  but  at  a  time  when  tlie  whole  sea  was 
covered  by  the  cruisers  of  the  largest  fleet  in  the  world,  it  was 
strange  that  she  did  not  anticipate  some  sseh  catastrophe. 

When  it  was  reported  to  the  eaptain  of  the  Medusa  that  the 
wife  of  Greneral  de  Ribeaupierre  was  in  the  Bien  Aime,  he  politely 
offered  her  the  use  of  a  cabin  on  board  his  ship ;  but  having  no 
wish  to  be  separated  from  Eugene,  she  continuea  in  the  privateer, 
with  which  the  frigate  kept  company  for  several  days,  until  she 
saw  her  close  in  shore  under  the  white  cliffs  of  CHd  England, 
when  she  brought  her  starboard  tacks  on  board,  and,  like  a  greail 
eagle  in  searon  of  fresh  prey,  stood  ov«r  towards  the  coast  of 
France.  Thus,  on  the  evening  of  the  16th  of  Mureb,  exactly 
two  months  after  the  battle  of  Uoranna,  Quentin  found  the  Biem 
Aim6  safely  anchored  at  Spithead,  close  by  the  guns  of  a  line-of- 
battle  ship.  There  Eugene  gave  his  parole,  and  Quentin  found 
himself  a  free  man ! 

The  news  spread  rapidly  in  Portsmouth  and  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight  that  the  wife  and  son  of  Bonaparte's  favourite  eavali^ 
officer,  the  Governor  of  Corunna,  had  been  brought  in  as  pri* 
soners ;  and  thus,  on  the  very  day  thev  were  preparing  to  go  on 
shore,  escorted  by  Quentin,  a  staff-officer,  in  full  uniform,  cane 
fussily  on  board  in  a  boat  pulled  by  marines.  Quentin  recog- 
nised in  him  Lloyd  Conyers,  the  aide-de-camp,  whom  he  h^ 
frequently  seen  in  Spain. 

He  had  como,  he  stated,  "  by  direction  of  the  Gknend  com- 
manding in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  to  invite  Madame  de  Ribeaupierre^ 
with  her  friends  and  attendants,  to  share  the  hospitality  of  hia 
house — ^to  consider  it  as  her  home,  in  fact,  until  she  could  make 
sudi  arrangements  as  she  wished.'' 

*'  Is  the  general  married,  monsieur  P"  asked  madame,  smiling  ; 
**  for  I  am  not  so  very  old." 

"  Madame,  the  gerxeral  is  married,  and  is  nearer  seventy  than 
sixty,"  replied  Conyers,  laughing  behind  his  great  staff  plume. 
'*  A  boat  is  in  readiness,  and  a  carriage  awaits  you  on  the  beach. 
The  general  lives  at  Minden  Lodge,  St.  Helen's— we  dine  at  half- 
past  six." 

Madame  ^  RibeaupierrQ,  who  was  oonsideraUy  crushed  and 
crestfallen,  accepted  the  general's  offer;  and  aoeompanied  l^  her 
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,  irilo  had  many  miBffivings  and  vagtie  terrors  of  the  Bativea, 

bj  her  son  and  her  aide-de-camp,  as  she  laughingljr  styled  Quen- 
tin,  landed  ia  the  Isle  of  Wight ;  and  for  the  first  time  ia  her  life 
fovLod  herself  treading  Englisa  gvound. 


CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

XINDSN   LODGE. 

**  What  ihisg  is  Lour,  T^ch  nought  can  oounterrail, 
Sk>ught  save  itself?  even  such  a  thing  is  Love. 
And  woildly  wealth  in  worth  as  far  doth  fail. 
As  lowest  earth  doth  yield  to  heaven  above. 
Divine  is  Lore,  and  seometii  worldly  pelf, 
And  oaa  btt  beogbt  with  notinag  but  with  8el£"~BAiax6H. 

Thb  month  was  oaly  March ;  but  in  thai  southern  portion  of 
yfiiglimd,  the  white  daisy  and  the  golden  buttercup  already  spotted 
the  gj^een  sward ;  the  hedge-rows,  nearly  in  full-leaf,  were  quite 
Hke  Dird-meadows,  so  full  were  they  of  song ;  while  the  cooot  the 
ring-dove  and  the  wild  picreon  were  already  heard  in  the  copse. 
The  gardens  teemed  with  oeautifuX  flowers^  and  the  air  was  (kli- 
oious^  the  heat  of  the  great  white  chalky  cliffs  being  tempered  by 
the  breeze  from  the  deep  blue  sea. 

When  the  three  guests  reached  his  residence  at  St.  Helen's,,  the 
general  and  all  his  suite  were  absent^  at  the  inspection  of  the 
parochial  artilleij;  for  even  then,  so  lately  as  the  days  f^ 
Gonuina,  the  ancient  custom  of  each  parish  in  the  Isle  of  Wight 
providing  itself  with  one  small  piece  of  cannon,  usually  a  six- 
pounder,  to  be  kept  in  the  church,  or  some  small  house  built  for 
the  purpose^  was  stiU  in  force ;  and  the  recent  threats  of  invasioR 
had  maoe  the  islanders  somewhat  expert  as  gunners^  in  handling 
their  brigade  of  some  thirty  field-pieces.  Built  on  an  eminence 
•i  the  pretty  village  of  St.  Helen's,  near  the  mouth  of  the  Bra- 
dinghaven,  Minden  Lod^e  was  a  spacious  and  handsome  mansion ; 
and  though  the  three  visitors  knew  not  the  names  of  the  localities^ 
from  the  lofty  windows  of  the  spacious  and  elegant  drawing-room 
they  had  a  fine  view  of  Calsliot  Castle,  of  Portsmouth  steeped  in 
sunny  haze,  about  seven  miles  distant,  its  harbour  crowded  with 
shipping;  Spithead,  with  all  the  men-of-war  at  anchor,  and  iht 
little  Bien  Aime,  with  the  union-jack  waving  above  her  tricolour ; 
wh^e  far  off  in  distance  rose  the  taper  spire  of  Chichester 
Cathedral. 

The  rollixM^  of  oarciage  wheels  upon  gravel  walks  annoanoed 
the  vetum  of  the  getteral's  party  from  the  inspection;  but  for  a 
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time  no  one  appeared,  and  already  the  bands  of  the  ormolu  dock 
indicated  a  qusurter  past  six. 

Madame  had  made  rather  an  elaborate  toilet;  her  maid  had 
dressed  and  powered  her  fine  hair  to  perfection,  and  she  was  in 
all  the  amplitude  of  her  flowered  brocade  and  rich  black  lace,  her 
antique  steel  and  diamond  ornaments,  a  gift  from  the  Grand 
Monarque  to  her  grandmother  the  Marquise  de  Louvre ;  Eu^ne 
had  on  the  full  uniform  of  the  24th  Chasseurs  a  Cheval,  minus 
only  his  sword ;  Quentin  felt  himself  oblieed  to  appear  in  some 
kind  of  uniform,  too,  and  so  had  carefully  brushed  up  his  old  and 
worn-out  volunteer  coat  of  the  25th,  to  which  he  added  a  pair  of 
silver  epaulettes  and  a  crimson  sash,  bought  from  a  Jew  of 
Corunm^  who  had  no  doubt  found  them  on  the  field.  They  were 
sorely  discoloured  and  torn ;  but  he  had  the  handsome  sold  belt 
and  the  sabre  of  Greneral  Colbert— the  gift  of  Moore.  Embrowned, 
taller,  fuller,  manlier,  and  looking  even  more  handsome  than  ever, 
he  was  not  astonished  at  being  totally  unrecognised ;  though  he 
was  startled,  and  beyond  description  bewildered,  when  the  familial 
voice  of  old  Jack  Andrews  (who  was  clad  in  the  Crawford  livery), 
as  he  threw  open  the  drawing-room  door,  announced  "  Lord  and 
Lady  Eohallion,  Miss  Warrender,  and  Captain  Conyers." 

Looking  not  a  day  older,  but  rather  younger  and  better  than 
when  he  had  seen  them  last.  Lord  Rohallion  entered  in  the  full 
uniform  of  a  general  officer,  as  orthodoxly  powdered  and  pig-tailed 
as  ever;  Lady  Winifred  in  all  the  plenitude  of  her  old-tashioned 
costume,  with  her  high-dressed  hair  puffed  and  white  as  snow,  and 
looking,  though  senior  in  years,  somewhat  the  counterpart  of 
Madame  de  Ribeaupierre,  her  necklace  and  ornaments  being 
equally  antique,  with  opals  and  diamonds  that  were  reversible  in 
the  course  of  an  entertainment ;  and  there,  too,  was  Flora,  look- 
ing so  charming,  so  dove-eyed,  and  blooming,  in  fuU  dress  for 
dinner,  but  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  lisping  and  most-decidedly- 
too-attentive  puppy  of  an  aide-de-camp. 

So  confounded  was  Quentin  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  these 
four  persons,  that  he  stood  as  if  rooted  to  the  carpet,  unable  to 
speak  or  advance,  while  apologies  were  profusely  made  by  Lord 
and  Lady  Rohallion  for  their  absence  at  the  inspection  on 
Bemerston  Downs. 

"You  will  make  this  house  your  home,  my  dear  Madame  de 
Ribeaupierre,"  said  Lady  Winifred,  "until  you  choose  to  leave 
it  for  Paris " 

"  We  shall  be  in  no  hurry  arranging  the  cartel  for  that,"  said 
Lord  Rohallion ;  "  though  I  have  no  doubt,"  he  added  to  Euff^ne, 
"you  will  be  impatient  to  rejoin  your  regiment — light  cavalry,  I 
think  P"    Eugene  bowed  very  low;  " and  this  gentleman——" 
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**  Monsieur  Kennedy — ^a  name  once  very  dear  to  me,"  said 
Madame  de  Ribeaupierre,  presenting  Quentin ;  "  and  dearer  no  w 
again  for  the  services  he  and  my  Eugene  have  performed  for 
each  other." 

Lord  Eohallion  bowed,  and  shook  the  hand  of  Quentin  cordi- 
ally, but  did  not  remark  his  features  particularly,  till  the  expres- 
sion of  astonishment  and  joy,  half  mingled  by  doubt  and  fear, 
which  he  saw,  while  surveying  alternately  the  faces  of  Flora  and 
Lady  Winifred,  attracted  all  his  attention. 

"Quentin — Quentin  Kennedy!*'  they  exclaimed  together. 
Flora  seemed  tottering  and  deadly  pale;  but  Lady  Rohallioa 
threw  herself  into  his  arms,  and  sobbed  hysterically. 

Gonyers  plajred  with  the  tassels  of  his  sash,  and  thought  hiiTH 
self  decidedly  in  the  way.    .    .    . 

Brief  and  rapid  were  the  questions  asked,  and  explanations 
given  now;  other  guests  came  crowding  in  till  the  dinner-party 
was  complete,  and  Jack  Andrews  made  the  song  send  its  thunder 
from  the  vestibule :  thus  they  were  compefled  to  compose  them- 
selves, nor  indulge  in  that  which  well-bred  English  society  sa 
eminently  abhors — ^a  scene. 

"  I  was  thought  too  old  to  command  a  brigade  in  the  field, 
Quentin,"  said  Lord  Eohallion,  shaking  the  hand  of  his  young 
friend,  at  least  for  the  sixth  time ;  "  so  the  Duke  of  York  kmdly 
sent  me  to  this  quiet  place.  If  the  flat-bottomed  boats  ever 
leave  Boulogne,  they  will  find  me,  however,  at  my  post ;  and, 
egad !  I  hope  to  show  them  there  is  life  in  the  old  dog  yet !" 

Conyers,  the  aide,  who  no  doubt  usually  acted  as  esquire  to  ia 
b^e  Flora,  was  considerably  put  out— disgusted,  in  fact— 
when  he  foui\d  her  completely  appropriated  by  another ;  while  ho 
was  compelled  to  offer  his  arm  to  the  buxom  wife  of  an  adjutant 
of  a  Veteran  battalion. 

"Flora!" 

"  Quentin !" 

They  had  no  other  words  for  each  other,  even  in  whispers,  as 
they  went  mechanically  to  the  dining-room,  where  all  the  cold 
formality  of  a  grand  state  dinner  was  to  be  enacted  and  endured. 

A  strange  throbbing  thrill  ran  through  Quentin's  heart,  as 
memory  went  back  to  that  last  meeting  in  the  sycamore  avenue, 
and  the  last  kiss  given  there,  as  he  seemed  with  the  touch  of  Jier 
hand  to  take  up  the  long-dropped  link  of  a  life  that  had  passed 
away— his  boyish  life  of  joy  and  love  at  Rohallion.  They  were 
young,  but,  strange  to  say,  in  their  instance,  separation  for  a 
time,  instead  of  cooling,  strengthened  their  mutual  regard ;  and 
when  Flora  spoke,  the  old  familiar  sound  of  her  soft  and  beloved 
roice  made  the  tender  link  complete.    She  drew  off  her  glove 
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and  smilingly  held  up  a  little  white  hand.  There  was  but  one 
rin^  on  it— the  diamond  gift  of  Madame  de  Eibeaupierre^  sent  at 
a  time  when  Quentin  had  no  other  gift  to  send;  and  the  curious 
history  of  it  afforded  them  ample  conversation  during  dinnor. 
As  for  Eugene,  who  sat  opposite^  he  seemed  immensely  consoled, 
under  his  unhap})y  circumstances,  by  a  blue-eyed  and  fair  ring- 
leted daughter  of  the  Commisaary  General  from  Newport^  that 
young  lady's  patriotic  animosity  to  Eranoe  seeming  in  no  way  to 
extend  to  a  handsome  young  fellow  in  the  green  coat  kpelled 
with  white  of  the  24th  Chasseuraa  Cheval ;  so  thus  the  daughter 
of  "  la  perfide  Albion"  had  it  all  her  own  wajy. 

Then  the  old  General  and  Madame  de  Bibeaupierro  \iete,  m 
Eugene  phrased  it  in  the  French  camp  style,  "like  a  couple 
of  /oicrbisseurs/*  they  sat  with  their  powered  heads  so  cloao 
together;  but  they  were  deep  in  recollections  oithe  old  CKxurt  of 
the  Bourbons,  of  the  SGotoi>£*rench  allianoe,  of  the  days  of  the 
Hxonarohy,  all  of  which  Eugene  wa&wont  to  stigmatize  as  "the 
rubbish  of.  the  world  before  the  flood,''  for  he  was  one  of  those 
\oung  men  who  wisely^  perhaps, don't  see  much  use  in  looJung 
oack  at  any  time. 

Lady  Rohallion  had,  of  course,  innumerable  questions  to  ask 
concerning  Cosmo ;  but,  kept  so  distantly  aloof  as  he  had.  beem 
by  that  uncompromising  personage,  Quentinfound  great  difficulty 
in  satisfying  toe  ar.xious  mother.  Then  Lord  Bohallion  asked 
many  a  question  concerning  the  old  Borderers ;  but  as  Quentin'a 
battalion  had  been  the  second,  and  was  conse£|uently  a  new  QXie» 
he  had  some  difficulty  in  satisfying  all  his  inquiries. 

Fresh  from  foreign  service  and  the  seat  of  war,  whence  somci 
rather  exaggerated  stories  of  scrapes  and  perils  had  preceded 
him,  Quentin  experienced  all  the  intense  ooredo'm  of  finding 
himselt  "  an  object  of  interest."  This  annoyance  was  idl  the 
greater,  that  he  was  absorbing  and  absorbed  by  Flor%  the 
heiress,  the  general's  beautiful  and  wealthy  ward,  who  had 
already  turned,  the  heada  of  all  the  hardrup  fellowa  in  t^e 
adj  acent  garrison  towns* 

AH  thills  have  an  end;  even  the  longest  and  most  stately  of 
dinners,  so  in  due  time  the  ladies  retired  to  the  drawing-room. 
As  Madame  de  Hibeaupierre  passed  Quentin,  her  cheSc  was 
flushed  with  pleasure  and  gratined  pride  by  the  attention  she  had 
received  from  the  courtly  old  lord — that  noble  pair  d'Ecosse ;  her 
eyes  were  bright,  and  she  still  looked  indeed  beautiful. 

"Ah,  my  child,  Quentin,  I  can  see  what  I  can  see,"  she 
whispered ;  "it  is  she  whom  you  love,  thwi ?" 

"  les,  madame,  most  dearly,'*  said  Qpentin,  smih'ng, 

"C'est  un  ange!  and  I  shall,  always  hive  her.  too!"  ex- 
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claimed  the  impulsive  Prenchwomcui,  as  she  kissed  Flora's 
blushing  cheek. 

"Quentin,  follow  us  soon,"  said  the  latter,  tapj)in^  him  with 
her  fan ;  "I  want  to  hear  more  abo«it  that  Spanish  lady  at  the 
Villa  de  Maciera." 

The  gentlemen  lingered  over  their  wine;  much  "shop  and 
pipeclay "  were  talked,  with  reserve,  however,  as  Eugene  was 
present ;  but  the  merits  of  the  new  shako,  and  the  probability  of 
the  expected  brevet,  were  as  usual  fully  discussed.  The  first  to 
join  the  ladies  in  the  deawing-room  was  Quentin,  who  felt  very 
much  as  if  in  a  dream,  from  which  he  might  waken  to  find  him- 
self in  the  cabin  of  the  Bien  Aime,  in  the  Villa  de  Orsan,  or, 
worse  still,  in  some  comfortless  bivouac  in  Estremadura ;  and 
elad  were  these  united  friends  when  the  guests  had  taken  their 
leave,  and  they  were  all  left  to  themselves  in  the  drawing-room. 
AdJach  conversation  and  muay  explanations  ensved;  and  a  very 
simple  remark,  by  stirring  a  eertain  chord  of  memory,  was  the 
Lappy  means  of  bringing  about  a  very  unexpected  xev^tion  or 
dSnovement — one,  indeed,  so  remarkable  as  to  deserve  a  chapter 
to  itself. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

«HS  B£Y£IATIOMS  OP  tA.  JKriBJIT. 

•*  Gkither  ye  rosebuds  while  y©  may ! 

Old  Time  is  still  a-flying ; 
Axtd  this  same  flower  that  smiles  tonlay, 

To-monow'w^  be  dying. 
Then  be  not  coy,  but  we  your  time, 

And  while  yon  may,  go  marry ; 
For  harin^  lost  but  once  yourprime, 

You  may  for  ever  tarry."— "Hbeeick. 

•*  It  has  come  strangely  about,  Madame  Rohalli6n„  how  my  son 
Eugene,  and  your— your  friend,  Mr.  Kenaedy,  have  met  during 
tke  contingencies  of  service  in  Spain,"  said  Madame  de  Bibeau- 
merre ;  "  and  it  is  all  the  more  strange  that  m/  name  was  oaee 
Kennedy." 

We  are  sorry  to  say  that  the  good  lady  pronounced  it  Kmnid^e. 

"  Yours,  madame  ? ' 

'*  My  first  husband  was  so  named." 

^Miadame  has  been  twice  married  P' 

'^  Yes  ;  and  Eugdne  is  the  only  son  of  the  general's  first  wife, 
for  he  has  been  twiee  married,  too,"  said  Madame  Bibeaupierre, 
with  one  of  her  merry  little  laughs. 
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**  But  I  have  always  loved  you,  madame,  as  my  mother,"  said 
the  young  officer. 

"  Indeed,  child,  you  never  knew  any  other,"  replied  madame, 
as  Eugene  kissed  her  forhead  very  affectionately. 

"Then  was  your  first  husband  a  Scotsman?"  asked  Lord 
Eohallion. 

"He  was,  monsieur  le  g6n^ral,  a  captain  in  the  King's 
service  during  the  monarchy." 

"  Was  he  killed  in  action,  madame  ?" 

"  No,  poor  man — he  was  drowned  at  sea." 

**  In  wnat  year  was  this  ?" 

"Alas!  it  was  in  1798." 

A  keen,  bright  glance  was  exchanged  by  Lord  and  Ladj 
Eohallion  on  hearing  this :  a  light  seemed  to  break  upon  their 
jninds  simultaneously. 

**  Madame,  pardon  me,"  said  the  lady,  very  hurriedly,  *'  but 
may  I  enquire  what  is  your  christian  name  P" 

"  Josepnine." 

"Josephine!*' 

"Yes,  madame.  I  was  named  at  the  font,  Josephine  St. 
Marie  Dur6  de  Lusat." 

"  Good  heavens,  my  lord,  if  it  should  be  so !"  exclaimed  Lady 
Eohallion,  hurrying  to  her  escritoire  and  briii^n^  forth  an  old 
faded  and  yellow  packet,  from  which  she  took  a  ring — ^the  same 
that  had  been  found  on  Quentin's  father.  It  bore  the  name  of 
Josephine  graven  on  the  gold,  and  a  crest,  a  demi-griffin  cut  on 
an  amethyst. 

"  Tliis  rinff,  madame— this  ring— where  did  it  come  from  ?  It 
was  my  mother's  gift  to  my  first  husband,  Captain  Kennedy,  of 
the  Scottish  regiment  de  Berwick,  in  the  service  of  France ;  and 
this  letter,"  continued  Madame  de  Ribeaupierre,  with  increasing 
agitation,  "this  letter  was  mine— mine,  written  to  him  after  he 
had  left  me  with  our  cliild  to  return  to  his  own  country,  whither 
I  was  to  follow  him " 

"  And  this  commission,  madame  ?" 

"  Was  his — was  his,"  she  exclaimed,  becoming  deeply  excited, 
as  she  pressed  to  her  lips  the  signature  of  Louis  XVI.  "  How 
came  it  here  P  And  this  letter,  too,  of  Monsieur  le  Comte  d'Artois, 
written  to  him  after  the  campaigns  on  the  Meuse  and  B.hine  P" 

"They  were  found  in  the  pocket-book  of  Quentin's  father, 
when  he  was  cast  drowned  on  the  beach,  with  him,  then  a  little 
child,  senseless  and  benumbed  by  cold,"  said  Lady  Eohallion, 
with  one  arm  placed  caressingly  round  the  Frenchwoman's  neck, 
and  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  as  the  wild  and  stormy  night  on 
which  oar  story  opened  came  back  to  memory. 
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Madame  Bibeaupierre  became  quite  hysterical. 

"  My  son — ^you  ?  oh,  mon  Dieu !  mon  Dieu !  and  this  was  your 
secret  at  the  Villa  de  Orsan,"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  very  touching 
voice,  as  she  pressed  to  her  breast  the  somewhat  bewildered 
Quentin,  who,  naving  been  deeply  engaged  with  Flora^  had  heard 
not  a  word  of  the  foregoing  conversation. 

After  a  time,  however,  she  related  that  her  husband,  who  had 
left  Scotland  in  consequence  of  some  quarrel,  she  believed,  with 
his  own  family,  had  taken  his  mother's  name  of  Kennedy,  and 
entered  the  regiment  de  Berwick,  in  which  he  faithfully  served 
the  French  monarchy,  even  after  it  was  completely  shattered  by 
the  Revolution.  That,  on  a  rumour  rising  that  Monsieur  then 
residing  at  Holyrood,  was  about  to  reconstitute  the  Huidred 
Scottish  Guards,  with  consent  of  the  British  Government,  he  de- 
parted hurriedly  from  France,  leaving  her  at  Arques,  with  her 
mother,  Madame  Dur^  de  Lusart,  who  was  then  on  her  death- 
bed. Accompanied  by  the  Abb6  Lebrun,  an  old  friend,  he  set 
out  for  Scotland,  taking  with  him  their  little  son.  She  added, 
that  the  vessel  in  which  they  sailed  was  a  Scottish  brig,  under 
cartel,  and  bound  found  for  the  Clyde ;  but  it  was,  nevertheless, 
attacked  by  a  French  privateer,  off  the  coast  of  Britain  some- 
where— where  she  knew  not — ^but  far  to  the  north.  The  vessel 
was  driven  on  a  rock,  and  all  perished  save  the  Abb6  Lebrun,  who 
saw  both  her  husband  and  child  sink  into  the  waves  and  die 
together.  More  fortunate,  M.  TAbb^  floated  out  to  sea  upon  a 
spar,  and  was  picked  up  next  morning,  in  a  most  exhausted  con- 
dition, by  the  same  pnvateer  which  had  done  all  the  mischief. 
Notwithstanding  all  the  skill  of  the  great  Doctor  Thiebault,  who 
came  from  Paris,  her  mother  died,  and  now  she  found  herself 
childless  and  alone  in  France,  and  where  she  was  hourly  in  peril 
of  the  guillotine  as  an  aristocrat  The  Bastile  had  been  razed  to 
the  ground ;  that  was  good  5  but  the  change  that  had  come  over 
France  was  not  for  the  better ;  **the  gilded  coach,  the  red-heeled 
slipper,  and  the  supper  of  the  Regency;  the  powdered  marquise, 
for  a  smile  of  whose  dimpled  mouth  the  deadly  rapier  flashed  in 
the  moonlight — the  perfumed  beauty,  for  one  of  whose  glances  a 
poet  would  have  ransacked  his  brain  to  render  it  smoothly  in 
verse ;"  the  high-bred  old  courtier,  the  gilded  saloon — had  all  given 
place  to  regiments  of  sans-culottes,  to  assassins,  and  the  sovereign 
people^ — to  the  Ripublique  d^mocratique  et  sociale ;  to  planting 
trees  of  liberty,  and  grape-shotting  the  mob ;  to  women  debating 
the  existence  of  a  God,  and  dancing  nude  in  the  fetes  of  Venus ; 
to  a  France  of  heroes  and  madmen — a  Paris  of  "  monkeys  and 
tigers !"  Her  country  had  become  intolerable  to  her ;  she  was 
long  in  despair,  she  said,  and  but  for  the  kindness  and  love  of  her 
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friend,  Marie  de  Bibeaupietre,  a  chaaoiiiesae  of  the  Chapter  of 
Salles,  in  Beaujolais,  she  must  have  sunk  under  the  loss  of  all 
her  friends ;  but  after  a  tinae  Marie's  bn)th^  came ;  he  was  then 
a  captain  in  the  regiment  pf  La  F^re,  a  handsome  man,  «nd  in 
the  prime  of  life,  and,  happily  for  himself,  stood  hi^  in  the 
favour  of  Citizen  Bonapcurte.  In  the  end,  she  added,  with  a  little 
smile  and  a  very  faint  mush,  she  learned  to  lore  him.  Thej  were 
married,  and  then  she  strove  to  console  herself  for  the  loss  of  her 
own  child  by  makmg  a  pet  of  his,  the  little  Eugene. 

''Ah,  mon  Dieu!  monDieu!''  she  exclaimed,  ''what  sofotie 
instinct  was  this  ?  what  mysterious  voiee  was  Ifaat  which  'whispered 
in  my  heart  to  love  you,  Quentin?  I  have  only  learned  yoir 
name  to-night ;  but  how  often  did  1  ask  of  myself,  at  the  Yilk  de 
Orsan,  what  is  this  stranger — this  young  Scottish  c^cep— ^to  oife, 
^t  I  should  feel  so  dieeply  interested  in  him  ?  Oh,  iUbeaupieiare, 
my  dear  husband,  what  a  strange  story  1  «liall  have  to  tell  yon ! 
That  he,  for  whom  I  pcaved  nightly,  and  iiiatdoed  God  Jor  saving 
the  life  of  your  son  En<^ene,  proves  to  be  'miiie--*the  child  of  my 
own  bosom — my  long  lo8t-lit44c  Quantin !  Truty  the  hand  of  a 
kind  and  blessed  Providenee/has  been  in  all  this !'' 

After  she  became  a  little  more  composed,  she  desired  her  maid 
to  bring  from  her  dressing-table  a  casket,  which  she  unlocked, 
aayii^  that  she  would  show  Quentin  a  minktore  of  his  father^^ 
a  relic  on  which  she  had  not  lo<^ed  for  many  a  day;  and  he  gaaed 
on  it  with  eager,  earnest,  and  mournful  tenderness. 

It  was  the  isuse  of  a  dark«complexi(»»ed  and  thoughtful4o(^iiig 
young  man,  with  his  hair  simply  tied  1^  a  blue  ribbon ;  then 
was  a  sii^ukr  oombination  of  nuldness,  sadness,  asid  softness  in 
the  features  and  their  expression;  but  when  it  was  handed  to 
Lady  Eohallion,  a  shiH-p  little  cry,  as  if  of  pain,  cached  her. 

"Beynold — my  lord — ^look  here— you  know  this!"  she  «• 
claimed. 

"  My  brother  Banulph,  'for  a  thousand  guineas !  Whgr, 
madame,  this  is  a  miniature  of  my  brother  Banoi^  Orawfocd, 
who  was  killed,  we  were  told,  in  the  deifence  of  ihe  Tuiieries.^' 

"  No-Hio— impossible !  impossible !  Captain  Crawford  who 
dell  there  wra  our  dear  friend — ^he  commanded  the  grenadiers  of 
the  regiment  de  Berwidc.  My  husband  took,  I  know  not  why, 
his  mother's  name  in  France ;  imd  that  'miniafeure  be  hung  roaad 
my  neck  on  the  day  we  were  married  in  Arques  by4he  goed 
Abb^  Lebrun." 

"  I  can  swear  that  it  was  painted  for  me,  about  three  years 
after  Minden,  by  honest  David  Allan  of  Alloa,  whose  name 
should  be  within  it." 

**  Tru£,  monsieur,  behold !"  she  added,  opening  the  locket  by  a 
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spring;  "there  is  the  name  of  Monsieur  Allan,  and  this  is 
Quenlin*s  hair,  when  it  was  the  colour  of  gold,  woven  up  with 
—with  his  poor  father's." 

"  This  is  wonder  upon  wonder !"  exclaimed  Flora  Warrender, 
as  she  hung  on  tlie  neck  of  Madame  de  Ribeaupierre,  wlto  kept 
the  right  hand  of  Quentin  pressed  upon  her  heart,  while  Ku^^ne, 
wiio  stood  by,  was  stroking  his  moustache,  and  thinking  if  he 
had  anything  to  do  in  the  waj  of  kissing'  he  would  certainly 
prefer  Flora. 

Ijadj  !^halIion  was  silent. 

So  the  Doy,  by  whose  cradle  in  infancy  she  had  watched  with 
such  motherly  solicitude,  was  the  nephew  of  her  husband,  the 
cousin-german  of  Cosmo ;  the  son  of  that  younger  brother  who 
had  been  the  firat  love  of  her  girlish  days — the  worshipper  of 
her  girlish  beauty,  in  the  pleasant  times  lon»  past  in  sunny  Niths- 
dale,  the  courtly  gentleman  and  gallant  soldier  of  fortune,  over 
whose  life  she  had  cast  a  shadow.    It  was  a  strange  mystery ! 

Some  such  idea  was  passing  in  the  mind  of  her  husband. 

**  Good  heavens,  Wmny !  so  that  poor  father,  whose  fate  is 
yet  a  legend  among  our  tenantry — ^the  poor  man  who  struggled' 
80  bravely  to  save  his  child,  when  the  ship  was  shattered  on  the 
Partan  Craig — ^who  died  in  sight  of  Rohallion,  and  whom  honest 
John  Girvan  buried  as  became  a  soldier  in  the  old  kirfcyard— 
was  my  dear  brother  Ranulph  !'*  exclaimed  Lord  Rohallion, 
with  a  sudden  gush  of  affection  and  emotion ;  **afnd  'tis  his 
boy  we  have  so  loved  and  protected,  Winny !  Poor  Ranulph— 
poor  Ranulph  !  I  should  like  to  have  looked  on  your  handsome 
and  honest  face  once  again  ere  it  was  laid  in  the  grave ;  but  it 
could  not  be,  for  I  was  absent.  Madame,  do  you  know  that  his 
«[rowned  corpse  was  carried  forth  by  his  father's  people  from  the 
gate  of  the  house  in  which  he  was  bom,  and  every  room  of  which 
has  echoed  to  his  voice  in  boyhood,  and  past  the  very  haunts  ir. 
which  we  played  together,  under  the  old  sycamores  of  the  aveiiue, 
by  the  Lollard's  Linn  and  the  Kelpie's  Pool,  on  the  Girvan  Water. 
Thank  God,  poor  Ranulph,  you  found  a  grave  at  last  among  your 
own  people,  and  where  your  forefather's  lie;  but  we  have  much 
to  ms^e  amends  for,"  added  the  old  Lord,  as  he  placed  Flora's 
hand  in  that  of  Quentin;  "may  you  both  live  long  to  enjoy  all 
the  happiness  you  deserve ;  and  he  assured  that  my  last  prayer 
will  be  tor  both  of  you !" 

«  «  *  *  * 

What  follows? 

Orange  wreaths  and  snow-white  satin  dresses,  kid  gloves  and 
wedding  favours,  compliments  and  kisses,  a  marriage  settlement, 
and  ao  forth,  were  all  the  subjects  for  mature  consideration  ere 
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long  at  Minden  Lodge ;  and  within  a  month  Qaentm  Crawford^ — 
he  had  to  change  his  name,  as  well  as  Elora— departed  with  his 
bride  to  spend  the  honeymoon  among  the  green  summer  woods 
and  purple  heather  braes  of  RohaUion ;  and  joyful  indeed  was,  the 
salute  that  pealed  from  the  guns  on  the  battery — whilome  those 
of  La  Bonne  Citoyenne — ^under  the  direction  of  the  old  quarter- 
master, who  concluded  by  a  general  salvo  that  scared  the  rooks 
from  the  keep,  sent  the  seabirds  screaming  in  flocks  to  the  Partan 
Craig,  and  made  the  dominie  jump  a  yard  high  in  his  square-toed 
shoes ;  and  red  and  rousing  were  the  bonfires  that  blazed  on  the 
old  castle  rock  and  on  the  heights  of  Ardgour  in  honour  of  the 
day. 

Cosmo,  we  have  said,  was  enjoying  the  seclusion  and  safety 
from  duns  afforded  by  the  fortress  of  Verdun,  where  we  have  no 
wish  to  disturb  him. 

Monkton,  long  since  retired  upon  full  pay  as  colonel,  is  still 
one  of  the  most  popular  members  of  the  CiJedonian  U.S.  Club  ;, 
but  poor  old  Middleton  died  a  lieuteant-seneral  some  years  ago, 
near  his  native  place,  the  secluded  viUage  of  the  Stennis,  in 
Lothian.  The  old  watch,  which  was  the  providential,  means  of 
saving  his  life  in  action,  he  never  had  repaired ;  but  it  always 
hime  above  his  mantelpiece  with  the  bullet  in  it,  for  he  said  that 
no  dock  in  the  land  could  ever  remind  him  so  well  of  time  aiMi 
eternity. 

Donna  Isidora  accompanied  the  French  troops  to  Paris,  and 
made  a  tremendous  sensation  as  a  Spanish  opera-dancer.  In 
London  she  became  the  rage,  and,  as  La  Mile  de  VAir^  her 
benefits  were  ably  puffed  and  conducted  by  her  secretary,  whose 
name  always  figured  in  the  bills  as  El  Senor  Trevino. 

Old  John  Girvan  "sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking'* 
in  the  green  kirkyard  of  B^haUion;  but  he  lived  to  dandle  a 
roung  Quentin  on  his  knee,  and  to  hear  the  dominie  teach  a 
ittle  Plora  to  lisp  her  first  letters  under  the  old  oak-trees  of 
Ardgour. 

Eugene  de  Bibeaupierre,  now  one  of  the  generals  of  the 
tecond  Empire,  has  lived  to  lead  his  division  of  cavalry  at  Liker* 
man  and  the  Tchernaya,  at  Solferino  and  Magenta,  as  bravely  as 
ever  his  father  did  at  Corunna,  at  Austerlitz,  or  Smolensko,  in 
^he  wars  of  Napoleon  the  First. 
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